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Therefore | Am 


by garden_hearts386 


Summary 


Notes 


Children of young ages grow up fearing the beast below the mattress or under the stairs, 
crouching in cramped closets and hiding in the dark alleys. Believing their parents when 
they are told they can’t hurt you. 

Because they aren't real. 


Izuku is born with an unpurposed quirk, putting him at the bottom of society’s food chain. 
Longing for his power to one day evolve and strengthen. No longer wanting to fear the 
monsters hiding below the sheets and out in the world's streets. Only when he becomes 
what people fear, he wishes that his small, obscure quirk was still a part of him. 

Because having a pointless quirk is certainly better than becoming what his four-year-old 
self feared. A monster that is truly real. 

Because no one will ever let a monster be a hero. 


Hello! 

If anyone knows me from the very much not funny fic called Class 1-A Fuckery, no you 
don't. 

I decided to write something semi-serious since my work hours have been slimmer and 
school is kinda a joke rn. I hope you all enjoy this! This can get a tad graphic so fair 
warning on that. 

I decided to add songs for each chapter in the beginning notes. They are songs I put on to 
get into the ~mood~ n shit. This chapter is The Body Terror Song by AJJ. 


Happy listening and reading! 


I have a discord for this fic if anyone wanted to join through the story: 
https://discord.gg/HpPRTynJGJ 
It will be for questions for the author, talking with fellow readers, fan art dumps, etc. 


Enjoy! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Body Terror 


Chapter Notes 


edit: I made this art in march, but I thought I might as well pop it in the first chapter 
since its a little like the cover of a book :) 


I hope you all enjoy this story I have decided to put together! 


Therefore 


“T don't think I follow,” Izuku’s mother repeats, glancing at her son next to her. Izuku is sitting on 
the wrinkled paper of the bench in the doctor's room. His fingers pick at each other anxiously; 
pieces of the skin around his nails flaking onto his lap. The words of the doctor are hard for him to 
understand. 


“T thought-” 


“Yeah so did we... it seems your son obtained a rare form of mutations.” The doctor flips the 
papers folded on the clipboard in front of him. 


“Rare?” Tilting her head to the side, a brow raises in confusion. She remembers seeing her son run- 
up to her with claws instead of his usual stubby fingernails excitedly; seemingly normal on the 
lines mutation-wise. 


“We don’t know the full extent of his power, since it manifested later than average and not to its 
full potential,” he clears his throat and adjusts the glasses perched on the bridge of his nose. “But it 
seems his mutation has a different chemical makeup. We ran some blood tests to see what kind of 
mutation we are exactly dealing with. The chemical found responsible for mutations is in there 
alright, and it's higher than it should be for just claws.” 


Izuku looks up with worried eyes. 


“Don’t worry bud, it's nothing to worry about,” the doctor chuckles “it just means the mutation is 
on the unpredictable side.” 


His mom opens her mouth but is cut off. 


“I know you are worried Mrs. Midoriya,” the doctor sighs. “Because mutations like this are seen to 
be unpredictable there is a small chance he will suffer complications we can’t predict, and its full 
potential might not come in for years,” He pauses to take a breath. “But, with practice and patience, 
a quirk like this can be formed into something fine.” 


Izuku perks. A smile cracking on his face widely. 


He has a quirk 


Izuku believed his quirk was interesting- undoubtedly any quirk was cool to the hero fanatic. But 
not everyone thought the same. 


Laughter erupts when he sprouts minuscule claws from his hands in an attempt to show off his new 
discovery to his classmates. 


“Wow Deku! It's more useless than I expected!” Bakugou- his “best friend” at the time- barks. 


“T-I told you Kacchan, the doctor said it’s not done growing,” Izuku wines, retracting the new 
additions to his hands. 


Bakugou snorts. “Yeah right, they probably just said that so you wouldn’t cry like a baby.” 
The rest of the class giggles at the comment. Izuku only illustrates his emotions. 
Uneven tears drip from his eyes and he turns his face to the side in shame. 


“Like I said! That crybaby can’t go a day without crying!” Bakugou’s voice only amplifies more as 
the class’s snickering lowers to hushed whispering. 


“Woah, are his whole eyes green?” One of the kids mumbles loud enough for Bakugou to catch. 
And with that, the short blonde stomps over to the teary greenette with curiosity. 


“Ew, it's kind of creepy...” 
“Doesn’t that hurt his eyes?” 
“What does that even do?” 


The children buzz with comments as they observe Izuku and his newly colored eyes. Bakugou only 
stares with his mouth gaping open. Leaning forward he clutches his stomach and lets out a raucous 
laugh. 


“Oh-oh my god! Not only is his quirk useless, but he looks like a freak!” 
“Freak!” 
The class convulses with hysteria. 


Izuku only hoped for the same gorgonizing awe he and his classmates showed for Bakugou and the 
brilliant sparks that sprung from his palms. But life isn’t fair to everyone. 


All men are not created equal. 


To the very core, everyone is human in some way. But with a growth of superhuman abilities, 
society discriminates and creates standards and labels not everyone can follow or appreciate. 


In Izuku’s case, he can’t seem to keep up with the standards the world pre-determined for him. 


Freak 


Useless 


Izuku's quirk hasn’t evolved any further than the minor physical alterations. He isn’t quite sure 
what the purpose of this quirk is anymore, it's not on the flashy side like his classmates, really. The 
most his body shows is the pointy claws extended outward from his fingers, and the occasional 
colored eyes that appear when his emotions are unstable. 


He’s scribbling in his notebook, a nail scratching the table out of habit. Wood splinters crack from 
the surface from each stroke. At this point his mom will have to pay out of pocket for damaging 
school property; the desk is practically a safety hazard for someone’s hand. His hair is messy and 
looks unkempt. Green curls falling in front of his face as he looks down at the paper he’s writing 
on. He tries to keep his hair on the longer side in case his eyes change without him noticing. 


“Now that you mention it, isn’t Midoriya planning on applying to Yuuei as well?” 


Izuku tunes into his teacher’s lecture at the wrong time, the question makes his hand sprout claws 
on all five fingers. He wants to slam his head on the desk and hope to god it knocks him out so he 
can avoid what comes next. 


As expected, the classroom quickly erupts in ear-piercing laughter. Great. 
Izuku grumbles and sinks into his chair, trying to ignore the cackles of his classmates. 


“Really?! Is he asking to get killed?” He hears comments chime in among the mocking laughs of 
his classmates. “They will take one look at his creepy eyes and say no.” Izuku places a hand on his 
forehead and leans an elbow on the tabletop. He really doesn’t know why they even give a shit, it’s 
not like he’s ever actively bothered them in the first place. He’s just unlucky to be on the bad side 
of society’s bantering. 


“Are you kidding me?!” A voice triumphantly booms over the rest of the chatter. God, and it 
makes Izuku want to vomit. He tries- desperately tries- to keep his gaze focussed on the chalkboard 
facing him at the front of the room. “Do you seriously think a quirk like that can even be 
considered?” A faint sizzle emerges from Bakugou’s glowing palms as he stomps over to Izuku’s 
tattered desk. Izuku is rolling his eyes internally at Bakugou’s shrewd comment. 


His eyes stay facing forward habitually, undoubtedly pissing off the blonde further. “No one from 
this shitty school is allowed to get into Yuuei, but me,” Bakugou growls, “Especially you, you 
freak.” 


A palm-sized explosion crashes in front of him, he’s too used to this to flinch. It isn’t strong enough 
to add damage to the already mangled desk, but it’s enough to leave behind a foul smell and soot 
on the edges of his notebook. Izuku clenches his fist, scraping nails against the splintered wood in a 
screech. 


Izuku can feel the heat emitting from Bakugou’s hands as his palms crack and pop. Heartbeat rising 
to his throat. He swallows it down. 


Bakugou looks down at Izuku’s trembling fist and barks a laugh. 


“You gonna do something? Huh?” Grabbing Izuku’s wrist with a sweaty hand, Bakugou yanks 
Izuku closer to him causing his ribs to jolt into his desk painfully. Izuku just looks at him 
nonchalantly. 


“To your seat Bakugou..” The teacher says with mild annoyance in his voice. Bakugou grunts, 
letting go of his wrist aggressively and walking back to his seat with a scowl. Izuku only sighs and 
brings his gaze back down to his notebook. 


Class comes to a close shortly after and before Izuku has the chance to grab his bag and bolt, with 
haste, he is slammed back down into his seat with a rough hand. 


A long sigh is pushed out of his lips and he lets his eyes slip to the side to glare at his classmate. 
Bakugou is fuming . 


“If I see your ass at the entrance exam, you’re dead.” Leaning forward Bakugou’s breath huffs in a 
ticked manner. At this point, the blonde is starting to sound monotonous. 


He is way too close for comfort. Izuku finds his hand starting to shake as a couple of nails pressed 
against the desk form points. “It’s just a school. Why do you care?” He says bitterly, grabbing his 
notebook and attempting to shove it into his backpack. But, of course, it is snatched from his 
hands. 


Waving it in his hand, Bakugou leans in closer. “Let’s get one thing clear, Deku,” Bakugou snaps, 
eyes narrowing. “You will never be on my level, and certainly not with that fucking poor excuse of 
a quirk.” His palms clap together releasing a puff of sparks, catching the notebook’s papers on fire. 


The smell of scorched ink and paper stains Izuku’s nostrils. He makes a strangled yelp as all his 
work is promptly ruined. His chest tightens and squeezes as he inhales the rancid smell. “God, you 
really don’t know when to stop do you?” Izuku rolls off his tongue without thinking. 


He counts in his head a number of ways he will die in the hands of Bakugou. There are a lot. 
Let's be real, he's fucked. He realizes he crossed the line this time. 


Sure enough, his book is hurled out the open window across the classroom. Izuku sees red as his 
emotions crack. He desperately wants to fight back, but even he knows he could never win. He 
can’t yell, he can’t kick, bite, scratch, fight; no matter what he does his future is sealed, and so is 
his notebook’s. He just has to sit and take it until the blonde gets bored and makes his leave. 


“T will stop when you get it in your thick skull,” Bakugou grumbles. 


Just because of a predetermined power he can’t change, people can’t seem to accept him as a part 
of the strong. Bakugou especially. It’s hard to pay no mind to. 


Izuku wants to scream. Sitting in his chair, he looks at the blonde coldly. He doesn’t speak, but his 
eyes tell plenty. A hand grabs his shoulder, hot and blistering. His uniform releases a trail of smoke 
from under the hand that keeps strangling his shoulder. He goes dead-still. His skin is sweltering, 
begging him to rip off the ruined clothing. 


“Learn something for once, quit trying. You might as well just fucking off yourself now, It'll save 
the embarrassment from when they reject your sorry ass.” 


To put things clearly: Izuku is done with Bakugou’s shit. 


But understandably he had to come to the harsh reality that he can’t exactly stand up to Bakugou. 
That’s how the world works- the weak cower under the socially acceptable strong. And nothing 
can be done about it. 


Izuku makes his way to the stone koi fish pond, where his notebook is seen bobbing up and down 
in the water. The fish are nibbling at its scorched corners, letting pieces flake off and disperse. 
Plucking it from the surface of the pond, he shakes off the liquid dripping from the pages and 
walks away. The soggy notebook still clasped in his hand. 


The ripened cherry blossom trees greet him as his wobbly legs carry him down the street. The 
breeze shakes off a few pedals, landing in front of his feet. He doesn’t notice. His head is stuffed 
with too many thoughts he can handle; the grip on his notebook only tightens. 


Attempting to switch the notebook around in his hands, he realizes he is stuck. Being overwhelmed 
and on edge, his claws extended and dug into the moist cover of the book while he was walking. 
Frustrated, he attempts to rip the book from his grip but fails. He shakes his hand as a cat stuck in 
sticky paper, but the book doesn’t budge. 


“Damn it!” He shouts loudly. Reaching a small stone bridge he groans and shakes his hand harder. 
No longer having patience inside, he grabs the book with his other hand and pulls. The still wet 
book tears in half. 


Something bursts inside him. Taking the torn journal he hucks it at the wall of the bridge with a 


wet splat. Ripping the remaining paper off his nails he belts out a frustrated yell. 


“What is the point of this quirk!” He lets out an annoyed hiss. “You useless! Fucking-” he takes his 
bag off his shoulder and thrusts it at the same spot his poor excuse of a book landed. “GAH!” If 
there were people around, his sanity would be questioned without a doubt. 


“Hey, kid.” An unfamiliar voice catches his attention and he whips around. 


“What!?” His annoyance is cut short when his eyes meet a grotesque creature of slime crawling out 
of the manhole in front of him. 


He feels his heart plummet to his stomach as his body freezes. 


It’s body twisting and flowing out of the crevice like a scene from a horror movie. Green goo drips 
and splashes on the pavement. 


“Your quirk isn’t that powerful, but your vessel will blend it quite nicely .” It’s voice gurgles with 
each word. Bulging eyes poke from the mess of sewage. 


“Wha-” 


He doesn’t even get a chance to run, the slime is already upon his still body. It shoves itself onto 
his mouth, oozing and dripping onto his clothes. With a whimper he claws in a panic, feeling the 
breath leave his lungs like the burn of a cigarette. Slime merges under his nails, sticky and 
sickeningly wet. He can feel his eyes shifting colors. 


“Creepy..” the creature has the audacity to say that. Izuku curses in his head at the comment. 


He can’t do anything. His vision blurs, feeling his limbs start to lose strength. Suffocating slowly, 
and alone under the overpass. Something in his head is screaming at him, growling, snarling, and 
banging on the sides of his skull in hysteria. Almost like a lion was caged in his brain and its 
gnawing at the bars in desperation. It feels weird and unfamiliar, almost like a second quirk 
manifestation, only more ugly and aggressive. He has never felt this before and out of panic, he 
inhales the slime faster. 


It howls. A low growl escapes from Izuku’s chest, rumbling in his vocal cords. The caged beast is 
losing its mind. Something doesn’t feel right inside his body, it feels like something is trying to 
push itself out and onto his skin to join the slime. Limbs trembling, head pounding, the claws on 
his hands growing painfully. 


“What the hell?” He hears the sludge say confusingly. 
There is an explosion of pain down his spine, and he screams in agony. 


Out of nervousness from how Izuku is suddenly behaving, the slime releases its hold, dropping 
Izuku to the ground. On all fours, he heaves and coughs, feeling sharp fangs poke at his lips. 


Izuku’s head is on fire. His entire body feels wrong, almost like it's misplacing itself like a broken 
puzzle. 


“What the hell are you?” He hears the slime monster say. It’s pressing itself against the cold stone 
of the underpass, quivering. It flattened its body in fear like a piece of gum on a shoe. 


The screaming never left his head, it's only gotten louder and louder. It hurts, it hurts so bad. Izuku 
lets out a pained yell, only it comes out twisted. Hunching his back like a feral cat he presses his 


clawed hands onto the pavement. 


Sucking in breaths through his teeth, Izuku sounds like a mentally insane maniac. And all at once, 
his body is assaulted by a wave of unbearable pain. Bile shoots up his esophagus and chokes out of 
his mouth. It’s hot, hotter than usual. Heaving, he looks at the ground and sees a sizzling neon 
green substance on the ground. Boiling liquid flows from his eyes and onto the ground, blinding 
his vision. 


What is going on!? 


Looking at the horrified sludge he reaches out a shaking hand. “‘H-help, please h-help,” Izuku 
chokes out and with a sharp gasp, he feels the worst of the worst excruciating pain down his spinal 
cord. 


Belting a strangled inhuman screech, Izuku feels his limbs changing. 


The sludge villain takes its chance to make its ‘I’m getting the fuck outta here’ leave, shoving itself 
back in the manhole to his left. 


Arching his back, Izuku lets out a gut-wrenching wail, and his vision turns to a splotchy white. 
Izuku wakes up under the same underpass he was under, the pain in his body calmed to palpitations 
of concentrated aches. There is a twinge in his head, causing a quick wince out of his mouth. He 


tries to lift himself from the ground, but something is wrong. He can’t stand on his legs like 
normal, and the bridge he was under is smaller than it was when he blacked out. 


Looking down, he sees his phone cracked on the cement. Moving closer, his reflection sends ice 
through his veins. He starts to lose it. 


Standing with trembling legs he absconds from the bridge clumsily. Not used to the new 
arrangements on his limbs, it's a struggle to walk straight. 


Help 


Someone help 


Izuku can’t speak, he tries but his attempted pushes of words turn into gargled hissing. 


He stumbles down the road quicker, searching desperately for someone to help him. There is no 
one to be found. 


Around the corner, something explodes violently. Accompanying the new blast, there is a sound of 
screaming and glass shattering. Mistakenly, Izuku makes his way towards the sound, hoping he can 
find a pro hero or anyone to help him. 


There is a group of citizens clumped together in a mess, staring at something. 


As he gets closer, people notice his presence and let out horrified screams. Some scurry like rats, 
bumping into each other in manic discombobulation. 


No no help! Please help 


Awkwardly trotting closer he makes it to where the crowd stood. To the right, fire blazes 
uncontrollably, charring the road and the buildings. Izuku’s eyes focus and his blood boils to a 
temperature he can’t control. Red, hot, anger takes full control of his fear, and he runs into the 
blazing inferno. 


Katsuski feels his consciousness fade away as more and more thick solvent is forced into his 
airways. It’s been minutes, translating to hours in the blonde's brain. The feeling of suffocation 
drives him mad. 


Why are they just staring at me?! 


The heroes haven’t budged from their spot by the crowd of civilians. They can’t touch the thing 
without hurting Katsuki, and it infuriates him. 


Cowards! 


“ Back! Everyone stay back!” The sludge villain bellows in fear. It sounds frazzled, like taking 
Katsuki was a last-minute decision and it is trying to work with it. 


Thoughts in his head turn fuzzy as the oxygen he stored in his lungs is burning up. He can feel his 
eyes roll into the back of his head, beginning to lose consciousness almost completely. 


There is a horrendous screech. It starts high and flows to a bellowing, painful growl. Its 
bloodcurdling inhumanness snaps him awake. 


Looking in the direction of the scream his eyes find the crowd and ice shoots through his veins. 
People are scrambling like rats while yelling in spurts of panic; trying to get away from something 
more concerning than the villain trapping Katsuki. 


In the middle of the crowd, there is something very much not human standing right in front of him. 


Hunched over on all fours a large beast is heaving and snarling. Its eyes are venomous green, and 
they are angry. 


The atmosphere thins as the killing intent of the thing leaves everyone fighting to breathe. 


Its colossal stance topples over the heroes when it comes to height. It has to be taller than All 
Might. It looks like a hell hound gone wrong, wheezing in pain and trembling with every step. 
Messy black fur covers its body in a matted, thick nature, accompanied by overwhelming claws 
digging into the pavement below. 


The sight of it leaves Katsuki in discomfort, skin-crawling, and lumps stuck in his throat. It is 
disgustingly nauseating. 


It appears to have two rib cages, one on the inside, and the other poking out of its skin like uneven 
jail cell bars. The bones from its spine are poking out of the back in razors; a rattling sound can be 
heard as it breathes in and out. It’s long tail sticks out horizontally, a jittering sound joining as it 
swishes. There are spines sticking out of the top part of its back and tail accompanying the sharp 
vertebrae- almost like porcupine quills. 


Cocking its head to the side in discomfort, its mouth is opened to reveal rows of large teeth. It 
chokes out gargled hissing as a neon green substance starts pooling from its eye sockets and open 
mouth like vomit. 


It appears hot, and almost magma like, as it lands on the ground and burns a hole through the 
asphalt with a sizzle. 


It wasn’t its size that made it such a source of all panic—not that, nor the dog face with its pointed 
ears, acidic eyes, wet nose, and drooling maw. It wasn’t the weaponized claws nor the sickly 
stature nor the teeth poking at its lips—none of these, though any one of them might well have 
driven anyone to madness. 


It was the feeling of death and decay that flared from its body. 
What the hell is that thing?! 


As it inches forward, Katsuki feels more and more distress down his spine, and he can sense the 
slime monster that’s holding him feel the same. 


A choked growl spits out of its throat, and it's tormented limping and pain shifts to a sudden 
lurching run. 


Hysteria consumes the blonde, even he knows he is fucked with the situation he is in. His lungs are 
being suffocated, the sound of claws scratching the ground ring in his ears. He is completely. 
Utterly. Fucked. 


He braces for the animal to sink its teeth, puncture vital organs, spill his blood or gruesomely 
display his intestines on the street. Right as the monster grows close, he hears the sludge villain 
beg for mercy as if the creature were an omnipotent god. 


“Nononono please! I’m sorry, I’m sorry-” the beast propels its unstable body from the ground and 
opens its jaw wide. In one snap, its gripping on what might be considered the slime creature's head, 
teeth skewering its vulnerable eyeballs. The boiling liquid melts the slime in contact, and Katsuki 
hears it howl in pain. 


Quivering, the sewage tries to wrap itself around the creature in desperation. The wild dog releases 
its hold on its “head” and slams its snout into the center of its body, right where Katsuki is located. 


Katsuki feels something grab his torso and yank. In one motion he is ripped from the clutches of 
the sticky liquid, gasping for air. His torso is in the middle of the mouth of a feral animal, and all it 
would take to end it all in one clean bite, slicing him in half. 


But, it never comes. 


The slime villain cowers in absolute horror- begging, pleading, backing away from the pissed-off 
monster holding Katsuki. 


Katsuki is still breathing sharply, restoring his lungs from the oxygen depletion. Teeth poke at his 
skin as his chest rises and falls in each breath. 


He still waits for the bite to come, for his life to end before starting his high school career. 
His heart is beating in his throat, anticipating the moment. 


Again, it doesn’t come. 


What is it waiting for? 


He can feel the hot breath on his body, the magma pouring out of its mouth is barely missing him. 
His head turns to face the eyes of what is holding him surprisingly gently. 


It droops its head, dropping Katsuki to the ground. Landing on his ass with a thump. He doesn’t 
run, nor does he scream. He just gazes at the face of the revolting horror that saved his life. 


It looks at Katsuki with a deadly glare, almost as if it was angry for having to save him. Before the 
information is processed in his brain, the monster takes off in an ungainly run and leaps onto the 
cowering sludge. 


Everyone is deathly still, including the heroes, and the police officers shielding the rest of the 
public. 


There is a bubbling sound as the acid in the monster's mouth melts the sludge to a diluted degree. 
Biting, ripping, gnarling, and tearing, the wolf creature destroys the sludge that no one was able to 
even touch moments ago. The sludge is in hysteria; screaming, begging, trying to escape the pain 
of the massive jaws clamped over its eyeballs and mouth. 


Katsuki watches the creature rip at the villain like a feral dog. But as he watches, he notices 
bulging tears joining the radioactive green. 


The air is uncharacteristically quiet. 


Before anyone has the chance to break their limbs from the frozen trance, it completely 
disintegrates the sludge villain's entire head, leaving the villain still and cold, and in a puddle of 
green. 


All Might is really fucking late. Like, atypically late for the hero. 


He barges through the crowd and freezes at the now stone cold dead sludge villain on the ground. 
Katsuki watches as the hero shakes his head and moves towards the wolf with an authoritative 
strut. Avoiding the flames bursting from each direction. 


Turning its head, the wolf lets out a whimper; burnt sludge dripping from its jowls. There are tears 
streaming down its face, almost like it's terrified of the actions it just acted on. It backs up as All 
Might grows close. A stream of sweat drips down Katsuki’s forehead. 


Katsuki can feel the overwhelming presence of the hero as All Might passes him, shooting Katsuki 


a toothy grin and a thumbs up. 
Tripping on its own feet, the wolf scuttles quicker. 
“State your business villain!” All Might shouts, sending ice into the last word. 


The creature’s eyes bulge wide, petrified of the way All Might just spoke to him. It opens its mouth 
and only lets out a low gurgle, hacking on the acid collected in its throat. 


“Fine.” 


Before Katsuki can blink, All Might is already in the monster's face, delivering a bone-cracking 
blow to its jaw. 


Flying backward, the wolf skids on the pavement; bones on its back scraping against the rough 
surface. 


Getting up with trembling legs it whimpers louder, sounding afraid. Its ears are pinned to the sides 
anxiously, accompanied by its spined tail tucked between its legs. 


Again, All Might nails it in the face. 
This time it doesn’t get up. 


All Might walks over to the monster and puts a bulking hand on the back of its hairy neck, holding 
it down. 


It doesn’t struggle, it just goes limp under his touch. 


Police cars and vans blast through the barricades, slamming to a stop in a circle around All Might 
and the monster. Sirens blaring and piercing Katsuki’s ears. 


A police officer touches Katsuki’s shoulder, making him jump. He doesn’t hear what the officer 
says to him, because as he makes eye contact with the wolf sprawled on the ground, it whispers 
something very faint. 


HeLp mE, pPIEASe 


And it passes out. 


Izuku wakes on the surface of what looks and feels like a tar pit. Eternal darkness swallowing the 
atmosphere, suffocating and cold. He is no longer at the scene of the hostage situation, but 
somewhere wrong. It's a personalized room from hell. 


His insides twist, feeling absolute terror from the unknowingness of his surroundings. Belly 
cramping from the foggy memories in his head. 


Where is Kach-Bakugou? 


A flash of his classmate pinned under rows of fangs churns his stomach 


The heroes? 

Trembling bodies fear soaked eyes. 

The feeling of All Might's fist connecting with his face returns 
Bile creeps up his esophagus. 

Me? 


He can still feel the acid on his face and the sludge villains body stuck in his teeth 


Izuku just might puke. 


Something skitters. 
Turning his head to the side, his eyes match with green. Angry, sour green. 
The monster he once felt moments ago in his skin is snarling with teeth bared, fur on end. 


It barrels towards him as he did to the slime monster. The floor slushes with each step. Izuku opens 
his mouth to scream, only letting out a squeak. 


His lungs are tight, pressing, pushing, desperately attempting to release a yell. Twisting his body he 
scrambles, clawing at the liquid floor in desperation to getaway. A tangled mess of slick tar and 
limbs; he isn’t fast enough. The loose floor only negates his attempt to escape. 


He waits for it to open its massive mouth over his body and clamp tight, for his blood to spill and 
his organs to fail. It runs past him. Turning around, Izuku finds an exact copy of himself, only it 
stands completely still with absolute numbness. And in an instant, the beat lurches its body towards 
him. 


It grabs his twin and chomps onto his belly, spraying blood everywhere. 
It is horrific. 


With boney claws, it perches over the split body in a crouch, gnawing on his liver as a child that 
nibbles at fresh candy. He can hear its teeth sinking into each piece of flesh, squishing and ripping. 


Izuku can only watch as his blood paints the maw of the beast, he can only watch his intestines be 
ripped in half like licorice. He is being eaten alive. Being replaced by something he doesn’t 
recognize. And Izuku can only 


watch 


Izuku jolts awake to a very violent jerk. 
It was only a dream. 


Only when he opens his eyes fully, he realizes all of it wasn’t a dream. 


He’s sitting in a metal box..or the back of a car? Something jerks him again. 
Yeah, it's a vehicle of some sort. 


It’s light metal walls and floor make his skin shiver. Looking down, he notices his body is still 
shifted in that monstrous form. 


What happened? 


Memories are shoved in his brain all at once. Panic flushes over him as he realizes the extent of the 
situation he’s in. Looking around, Izuku searches for a way out of this. It must be one of the police 
vans, only it's more massive to compensate for Izuku’s size. 


Standing up, he sniffs the area. It's cramped once he stands, spines and bones touching the roof of 
the van. His fur stands on end from the anxiety whispering in his body. He doesn’t know where he 
is or how fast the van is going. 


Muffled voices come from the front, grabbing Izuku’s attention. Pressing a pointed ear to the wall, 
Izuku scoots closer and listens. 


“Man, what a monster ,” the first voice states, it seems to be from a male. 

“T know right, the thing really tore into that sludge villain,” the second voice replies, also male. 
Izuku feels tears welling up in his eyes as he listens. He really doesn’t want to remember that. 
“Man, I can’t believe we have to take it there .” 

“Well.. they didn’t wanna risk a normal jail cell...” 

“It's crazy that it’s not even getting a trial. Just straight to Tartarus.” 


“Tt doesn’t even speak. It’Il be easier for everyone if we just throw it in there and move on with our 
day.” 


Ripping his ear from the wall, he stumbled back and slams into the back of the van. 


Tartarus! ? 


More and more panic and terror-stricken thoughts fill his head, blocking all cognitive thoughts. He 
flips around and tries clawing at the back door, biting, slamming against it with all his weight. 
Nothing is working. He slams, again, and again, and again. His breathing becomes rapid and 
uncontrollable. The side of his body aches from the hard blows. As a caged animal would, he does 
everything he can to escape. He flops to the side in defeat after the metal doesn’t budge, throwing 
the van to the side in the process. 


“Hey! Quit moving around back there!” 


An idea dings in his head. It’s not a very good idea, let's be real, but it's an idea. Standing again, he 
backs up to the left as far as space will allow, and he launches his body with full force into the right 
side. 


Tires squeal and the vehicle shakes and wobbles. It makes Izuku dizzy. 


“Shit!” He hears one of the voices yell before the entire van flips onto its side and slides on the 
pavement with a harsh screech. Izuku is thrown around like a rag doll in the back of the van as it 
collapses. 


Tires of other cars skid to stops. 
Now’s my chance 


With the rest of the physical strength he can muster, he winds one of his clawed paws back and 
swings. Piercing the metal with success, he yanks, tearing the metal like a tuna can. 


Squeezing his massive body through the space; wiggling and grunting like a fish out of water. 
Izuku slips out and scampers down the road, winding between cars and pedestrians. People shriek, 
and he can hear others calling 119. His claws dig into the asphalt, propelling him forward faster 
and faster. 


Izuku’s bright green eyes dart around, searching for anything that can hide or protect him from the 
public. An alleyway to his left catches his eye, and taking a sharp turn he leaps over a faded yellow 
Taxi and canters down the dark path. 


Panting, his breath grows hot as acid pools out, splattering on the brick walls he passes. There is no 
plan, all Izuku is doing is blindly running for his life. 


“Hey!” 


Ears rising in alarm, he looks around to try and identify the voice. His running doesn’t slow as he 
searches. 


“Kid, up here!” the voice repeats. 


Throwing his head upwards towards the roofs of the buildings caging him in, he spots a woman 
booking it at the same pace as him on the roof tiles. 


“Police are on your tail! I have a place you can hide, follow me!” 


At this point, he has no choice- It's either Tartarus prison or a woman running on a roof. Izuku 
hounds the slender woman quickly. It’s not like he has any better options. She leaps rooftop to 
rooftop, leading him through a maze of alleyways. His body begins creaking with agony the longer 
he runs. Muscles feeling torn from using his new limbs so much. 


The woman calls for Izuku to climb to the roof, leaning over the edge and patting at the wall. 
Say what now. 


Izuku looks at her dumbfoundedly, does she really think he can just climb up a brick wall like a 
spider? 


“We don't have time! Use your claws as a grip!” the woman yells, trying to coax him into 
complying. 


Well, he might as well try. Crouching down, he jumps upward vertically. Surprised by how high he 
jumped, he almost forgets to hook to the wall and smacks his snout into it before clinging on. 


Crawling up the slick wall, he feels himself slipping. Nails scratching like nails on a chalkboard, 


his body is descending from the wall. Abruptly, the woman grabs his scruff and pulls upward. The 
sudden motion gets Izuku to accelerate up the wall and practically crash into the woman. Izuku 
almost impales her with the vertebrae poking out of his back as he falls. 


Shooting up, the woman grabs him again and leads him to the stairwell of the building. It seems he 
climbed onto an apartment complex. He towers over the woman by at least three feet, making her 
seem tiny to him. 


Thankfully, Izuku fit through the door of the stairwell and down the stairs- thanking internally 
whoever manufactured this building. 


As Izuku is led through the building, his nose burns from the smell of mold and rusty pipes. The 
building seems practically abandoned currently, and his highly sensitive nose is suffering. 


Shoving Izuku through a splintered door hanging on its hinges by a thread-he literally had to be 
shoved in because of how big he is- the woman slams the door and locks it. 


Letting the situation sink through his core, Izuku’s legs shake and he collapses to the floor in 
complete exhaustion; floor shaking from the action. Every organ in his body, especially his lungs, 
feels like failing. Izuku feels his consciousness fade as his head droops to the cold comforting 
wood floor. 


“Ok I think we are sa- shit man don’t pass out on me right now-” 


He passes out. 


Waking up (again), Izuku moves his body to find its back to normal. Skin smooth to the touch, the 
fur and spines no longer shooting from his body, and his stubby fingernails greet him once again. 
Izuku’s green messy curls flop over his eyes as he moves his head. 


He sits in an unfamiliar place. With shaky hands and slow breaths, he feels around, finding he's 
sitting on some sort of cot. A scratchy blanket is wrapped around his exposed body. There is a line 
of sweat on his forehead, looking practically sickly. As he breathes, he catches the smell of putrid 
mold and mildew again. 


He must still be in that apartment. A shiver goes down his spine with fear, trying to grasp the 
situation at hand. His eyes slowly begin to dart around the room. Not knowing how to describe the 
feeling in his head, he sticks with “I am so fucked when I get home’. 


“Good, you're awake.” 


He turns his head. The lanky woman from before is standing at the doorway, legs and arms 
crossed, leaning against the splintered frame. Honestly, this isn't the weirdest thing he’s 
experienced recently, but it’s still up there. 


“Uhm..” 


“You were in a pretty nasty situation there kid,” sighing, she walks closer to him. “You don’t see 
very many quirks like that around anymore.” 


Long, dull black hair brushes her hips as her legs carry her. 
Izuku analyzes her appearance internally. “Do I-” 


“No. You don’t. Hopefully not at least,” the woman says. Her eyes are tired, grey irises relaxed in 
a sort of half squint. “If you could, I would like to see if you are able to stand.” 


Confused, he flips the blanket off. Legs shaky but stable, he lifts himself from the small cot. He 
isn’t wearing a shirt, but a pair of large grey sweatpants too big for him. That is a question for later. 


The woman nods. “You can sit again if you’d like, usually after large physical alterations like 
yours, it's only natural for your body to not cooperate.” He watches her lips through each word. 
There is a nasty scar sliced through the corner of her lips, cutting down to her pale neck. 


He obeys, sitting back down on the stiff cot below him. Not knowing how to grab the words and 
questions from his head, attentive eyes speak for him. 


“What’s your name kid?” 
“M-midoriya Izuku.” 
“How old are you?” 

“T'm uh 14,” Izuku says. 


“Son of a bitch-” she whispers harshly, pinching the bridge of her nose. “You are pretty young to 
be having the police after ya, Midoriya,” Her voice is on the rough side, but the way she speaks to 
him is understanding and somewhat soft. In a way, its nature calms his nerves. “It seems you are 
pretty new to your quirk, was it some sort of late manifestation?” she asks. 


Gulping, Izuku gazes at the woman standing in front of him. “Yeah..uh..my quirk wasn’t that 
extreme until today.” 


“How so, kid?” 


It feels strange talking to this woman. She isn’t scared of him at all. The woman is just standing 
and listening to him with a gentle, relaxed face. 


Izuku takes a long breath. “Well, ever since I was five, I had a very weak mutation quirk where my 
eyes glowed green and I sprouted these little claws from my fingernails,” Izuku says, demonstrating 
the minuscule claws on one of his hands weakly. 


“Okay..” the woman says, placing a finger on her chin in thought. 

“And uh after school today, I was attacked by that sludge villain in an underpass,” Izuku continues. 
The woman hums, stopping Izuku. “Forced quirk manifestation through stress.” 

“Huh?” 


“Forced quirk manifestation,” she repeats, I can tell that experience was scary and stressful for 
you, kid. Typically when a quirk manifests under stress, it is extremely painful and puts a person 
under massive amounts of panic.” She turns around and walks to a rusty stove with a kettle on it. 
There is a faint whistle escaping from the tip of the faded pot, screaming to be taken off the heat. 
“Tea?” she asks. 


Izuku stares at the two cups she pulled from a cabinet that's door is hanging off its hinges. Tea 
sounds good. The warmth and comfort is something he needs at the moment. He nods at her, 
leading to her pouring liquid into the cups. 


“Tt seems your quirk didn’t have enough stress build up to manifest itself when you were younger,” 
she gaits towards him, holding the steaming cups. “Did your doctor say anything in particular when 
it came in?” she asks, handing him the warm liquid. Her hand is soft and gentle; silver rings litter 
each finger in decoration. 


“T mean, he said it could take years to fully develop. But ten years?” He grips the cup with both 
hands, letting its warmth travel up his arms and into his chest. 


The woman sighs, grabbing a small crate from next to the cot and pulling it under her. “Quirks 
aren’t easy to understand, even after two centuries.” Sitting on the weak crate, the woman places 
the cup to her lips slowly. “Every power has its own individuality and personality, even if it’s as 
simple as a fire quirk,” she says. 


“Okay..” he doesn’t know where she is going with this. 


“That means, every power grows differently too. Considering how painful that was for you, 
thankfully it didn’t happen when you were little, because the pain could have easily killed you.” 
She sips her tea again. 


Yikes. 


“T-I still don’t understand why this is happening to me,” Izuky says, bringing his own up to his lips 
anxiously. 


“And I don't think even a professional could tell you,” she says, shrugging, “that is just the 
upsetting reality of the world’s unfairness.” 


Izuku nods, moving his gaze to the ground in an overthrow of emotions. Hands still grip the cup, 
the heat slowly dying down from the distribution through his skin. 


It really isn’t fair. It never can be fair, and Izuku realizes that, but that doesn’t mean it hurts any 
less. 


“Your life has chosen to throw you a curveball Midoriya, but that doesn’t mean you let it hit you.” 
The woman's long eyelashes flutter as she stares at Izuku. “You aren’t allowed to be scared of 
yourself or your future, not when there are worse things to fear.” Izuku sees her shutter, unsettling 
him a bit. 


“Why did you help me?” A question long overdue. 


She smiles, letting the scar crease with her lips. “I could tell you were young and scared when I 
saw All Might beat the shit out of you. Someone who is still growing mentally should never 
experience fear like yours. I’m tired of seeing people lose their fights against the world’s standards. 
There are too many young criminals out here.” 


For some reason, that last statement makes Izuku’s heart crumble. The memory of the sludge 
villain being torn to bits pops in his head like a flashbang. 


A lump lodged itself in his throat and Izuku fights the urge to break down in tears. Izuku can still 
feel the slime lodges in his teeth, the screams stuck in his head. 


Body trembling, he puts his cup down and combes a hand into his messy curls. 
“Tt wasn’t your fault.” 


It's very faint, but Izuku hears it. He ignores it though, letting panicked breathing take over his once 
controlled. A hiccup escaped his mouth as he tried to force his tears away. 


“Kid, it wasn’t your fault.” 
“T-I killed it, I-I-” 
“Look at me.” 


Izuku snaps his eyes up at the woman. She is now crouched on the ground, closer to him. Two 
hands grab his shoulders and squeeze. 


“Midoriya, you were very, very scared and panicking. You saw a criminal that once almost killed 
you, hurting someone else,” her voice is soft and sad, sounding on the brink of tears herself. 


“You didn’t do it on purpose, it's ok, kid it’s ok.” 


The wells inside his tear ducts crack in half. Tears spill out of his eyes and he chokes a sob, melting 
into the touch of the woman's hands on his arms. 


“I-’m not a bad person,” Izuku cries out, “I-I can’t-” 


“And you aren’t . You aren’t, Midoriya, and you never will be.” 


"T'm a monster!" 


Buried in Water 


Chapter Summary 


Izuku really just can't catch a break. 


Or maybe he can. 
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“Jesus.” 
Flashlights point at jagged claw marks scattered on a dull brick wall. 


“Did that thing seriously climb up there?” A police officer asks, moving their light to the sky, 
towards the roof. 


“Seems it,” another chimes in. 


They had just finished bagging up the sludge villains mangled corpse when they received the 
distress call that the monster escaped the van, almost injuring the drivers in the process. 


Arriving at the scene, they attempted to chase it down, barely missing it because of its few minute 
head start. 


Detective Naomasa Tsukauchi is exhausted. They’ve been searching the city for hours, attempting 
to find the beast that escaped from police captivity. Its unpredictable nature and size make it 
dangerous, and the fact that they lost it makes his headache worsen. Rubbing tired circles on his 
forehead, Tsukauchi walks through the alley trying to locate some sort of clue. A combination of 
tiredness and annoyance covers his eyes as he comes blank. All they have is the panicked 
scrawling on the wall and no way of knowing which way it went. And the apartments in this part 
of town are abandoned, so asking around isn’t an option. 


Sighing, Naomasa clicks his flashlight off and shoves it through his belt. 


“No point in spending all night looking, let’s regroup in the morning. Get some sleep everyone,” 
Naomasa says, letting his officers off to recharge after a rather stressful day for everyone. The sky 
is a dark navy now and there is a sight of stars trying to peek their way through the polluted air. 


This is going to be a considerably difficult case, to say the least. 


Naomasas phone vibrates in his inside pocket. Grabbing it with a free hand, he answers it and 
places it to his ear without looking at the caller. 


“Detective Tsukauchi here,” he says into the phone. 
“Hey, Tsukauchi, it's me.” 


“Oh Toshi, it's you,” Tsukauchi says. He points a finger up to the officers around him, mouthing 
‘sorry, one minute’. He excuses himself to the sidewalk and presses his body against the police car 
parked on the curb. “What can I do for you?” 


“T was just wondering if you required assistance for this investigation, ” his good friend responds. 


“T appreciate the offer, but as of now we don’t even know where to start.” He rubs his eyes to try 
and free them from the strained sensation. 


“T take it the chase was a bust?” 
“Unfortunately.” 


The officers begin to excuse themselves, waving to Tsukauchi as they climb in their cars and drive 
off with headlights blaring. 


“You'll find something eventually, it’s only the first day after all,” Toshinori confidently speaks. 


“T hope you’re right, this thing is unpredictable,” Naomasa adds with worry. “It may have gone 
after a villain this time, but we don’t know its motives,” he pauses, “Who knows, it could be a part 
of that vigilante group we’ ve been chasing.” 


“Don’t say that.” His voice is stern. 


“You're right, that's the last thing we need on our plates right now.” He is so tired his brain feels on 
the verge of falling out. 


“Well, shoot me a call if you need anything. I am happy to help.” 
“Of course Toshi, have a good night.” 
“Goodnight to you as well,” Toshinori replies before ending the call with a beep. 


Looking at the blank screen, Naomasa groans. 


He can tell this is going to be a pain in the ass. 

Peaking his eyes through the slits of a window shade, Izuku watches as the army of police officers 
dilute from the streets outside the building. 

“They gone?” 

“Yeah, it seems like it,” Izuku says to the woman, backing away from the window. 


It took him 20 minutes to stop crying. Honestly, Izuku is a hot mess, but thankfully, the woman 


didn’t judge or sneer at his emotions. She just sat across from him, patiently waiting for the tears to 
stop their spillage. He appreciated the gesture. 


Right now, he is standing over by one of the walls next to the tiny kitchen, now wearing a baggy 
black sweatshirt- much too big for him. The room grew cold as the night fell, and wearing no shirt 
only increased the shivering. The woman lent him a piece of her clothing, but because of her 
height, it fits rather large on him. 


“Hey, uh...” embarrassed, he pauses, remembering he never got the woman's name. 


She turns to him with a half-smile. Her hair is tied into a messy ponytail, revealing piercings 
curling up her ear. Loose strands of black fall in her face as she turns. 


“Dai. You can call me Dai.” 
It's pretty. 


“Oh! Uhm Dai, I never really got the chance to say this but,” Izuku pauses, “thank you.” With 
sincerity, he turns his body and bows. 


“Whatever for?” 
Is she serious right now? 


He lifts his head from the bow and stares at her. “Uhhhh for helping me? Are you joking right 
now?” 


Dai lets out a chest shaking chuckle. “It was nothing kid, really.” 
Nothing my ass 


“You still deserve a thank you though. You did so much for me and you didn’t even know who I 
was.” Izuku straightens his back fully, his curls brushing against his forehead. 


“Tt’s ok, really. I just wanted to help,” Dai says with a soft smile still on her lips. Her phone dings, 
eyes glancing at it on the table. 


“Do you feel alright about getting home on your own?” Dai asks. Grabbing her phone, her fingers 
type expeditiously across the screen. It appears she is sending a text to someone, and quickly. 


Izuku sends her a shallow nod. “Yeah, there is a train station not too far from here. I’m just 
concerned about the home part,” he snorts nervously, tugging at one of the sweatshirt strings. 


“Yeesh, good luck with that,” Dai cringes. 


His mom really is going to hang his ass on a wall for this one. He lost his phone when the monster 
manifested, and he can imagine all of the calls she left on it. 


“Do you think we will ever meet again?” Izuku asks. Part of him wants to see her again, something 
about her presence is calming and he enjoys her company. Plus, she did save him after all, he 
would like to know more about this mysterious woman that ran across buildings for him. 


Dai never drops her smile. Standing up from the squeaky chair, she makes her way over to him and 
hands him a slip of paper. “You never know. You can text me anytime you need kid,” she says 
with a wink. 


Izuku looks at the crinkled piece of paper and takes it. “It was nice meeting you, Dai.” 


“Same to you, Midoriya.” 


“Hey, did the squirt leave?” 


“Yes, make sure to follow him home. Experiencing another stressful experience is the last thing he 
needs.” 


Midoriya left Dai’s apartment a few minutes ago. With a phone pressed to her ear, she peers 
through the window shades and watches as the green-haired kid makes his way down the sidewalk. 
The sky is dark now, but many street lights make up for it. 


“Alright, make sure the kid doesn’t get stabbed, got it,” the male voice on the other end confirms. 
“Thank you, Hiroto.” 
“Anytime, after all, he's one of us,” Hiroto says. 


She sighs. Midoriya is out of view, so she closes the shades with a flop and turns back to the 
kitchen. “Yeah...” 


“Dai-” 

“Hiroto,” Dai says flatly, knowing what he was about to say. 
Hiroto stays silent for a couple of seconds. “Are you sure?” 
“Listen-” 

“The kid’s been through hell, Dai,” Hiroto huffs. 


“The kid still has hope, I can see it in his eyes.” Dai sandwiches her phone between her shoulder 
and ear as she reaches for a black mask hooked on a rusty nail. With a separate hand, she grabs at 
an oversized faded denim jacket draped over a chair. “If there is even a slight chance he can 
become a hero, it would change everything- ” 


“Yeah, uhuh, and if the kid doesn’t? What will you do then?.” Hiroto says snarkily. 


Dai scoffs, throwing the jacket over her other shoulder, and retrieves the phone with her hand. “Do 
you really have to be such a dejected asshole?” 


Hiroto snickers, “I’m only being realistic, sweetheart. Oh fuck I see the kid- I'll shoot you a text 
once he gets home.” 


“You fucking better-” 
The call ends with a harsh beep. 


Sighing a laugh, she grabs the door handle and slips through the door. 


T hope things are different for you, kid. 


Izuku was right when he said his mom was gonna hang his ass on a wall when he got home. She 
was practically in tears when he walked through the door at 10 o’clock. After making sure he was 
in one piece, she scolded him for so long his brain almost fell out. 


His “brilliant” lie to his mom was that his phone got knocked from his hand during the panic. And, 
the reason he took so long to get home was that a police officer escorted him- along with a few 
others- to a building to hideout. Because honestly, if he told her the truth he isn’t sure if she would 
die from a heart attack or break down sobbing. Hell, maybe both. 


As for the question of where his clothes went, he literally didn’t know how to fucking explain that. 
It was awful and not well thought through, he's shocked she even believed him. It could be because 
his mom's mostly focusing on the fact that he’s home in one piece. 


He lays in his bed, failing horribly at trying to fall asleep. Izuku swears he can still hear the 
monster growling in his head as it rips and boils the slime to a nasty soup. So yeah, sleep is a no 
for tonight. 


His blanket is soft on his skin, practically melting to him as he shifts in bed. Izuku’s body is 
overtaxed; just laying down feels like a slice of heaven for him. But unfortunately, that doesn’t 
guarantee easy sleep. So instead, he stares in thought like a trained insomniac. 


“...Please! I’m sorry, I’m sorry-” 


The slime monster pleads in his head on a never-ending torturous loop. It screams in his eardrums, 
rattles his brain, feels so close it's practically on top of him in suffocating agony. 


He gulps down a lump in his throat, feeling emotions crawl up his chest painfully. He can’t 
breathe. Izuku continues to stare at the ceiling, letting a tear slide down his cheek and be soaked on 
his pillow. 


Another voice joins the pained screeches, but its nature is soft and comforting instead of the 
pleading yells. 


“Tt wasn’t your fault...” 


His lip quivers as his eyes squeeze shut, releasing a parade of tears. A hand covers his mouth as a 
broken sob escapes with a muffled cry. 


“Tt wasn’t your fault.” 


“Honey! Are you ready for school!?” 


Izuku’s eyes crack open groggily. Moving his head to the side he lets out a wince as a shot of firey 
pain twists up his jaw. It’s right in the spot All Might nailed him (twice). It's a miracle the hero 
didn’t break his jaw in half, and there is probably a bruise trying to luxuriate itself on his skin. 
With a groan, he glances at the clock on his nightstand, and he suddenly doesn’t feel so very tired 
anymore. 


He’s gonna be late for school. He didn’t think he would be able to sleep last night, but that doesn’t 
matter because he is going to be very very late. 


Throwing his body out of the bed he almost face plants on the ground as his legs tangle themselves 
in the blanket from his bed. 


“Shit!” 
Izuku untwists himself and stumbles to the bathroom. 
“Language!” he hears his mother’s muffled shout through the door. 


It takes him five minutes to get changed and ready. His mom asks if he wants breakfast right as he 
bursts through the front door, swinging his faded yellow bag behind him. Fuck breakfast. 


Running is not a good idea for his crying limbs, but if he is late to school again this week his 
teacher is going to have a cow. Fortunately for him, the school is within walking distance. 


He makes it with two seconds to spare. He practically knocks his desk over from how forceful he 
launches himself into it, startling the people around him. 


“Playing it close today Midoriya,” the teacher says, walking in shortly after Izuku. 
He doesn’t apologize, he just sits at his desk in silence as everyone turns to look at him. 


If it were up to him, he wouldn’t be in school right now- he literally killed a man, so the normalcy 
feels wrong to him. But all things considered, if he all of a sudden didn’t show up to school right 
after a monster escaped police captivity, there would be questions. So unfortunately for him, he has 
to figure out how to not explode in the middle of the school day. 


There is just one issue. Bakugou. How the hell is he going to avoid Bakugou? 


Simple. He can’t. It’s like trying to avoid a swarm of mosquitos; they pester, bite, hover and 
bother, but once you swat one, another one comes in its place persistently. So he prays to whatever 
god there is, that he is left alone for one day. 


To his surprise, he made it through his classes without anyone talking to him or making a scene. It 
was just a quiet school day. Perfectly felicitous for his fragile emotional state. Izuku was pretty 
confident that if Bakugou even spoke to him today he’d be spitting acid on the floor, but oddly 
enough the blonde never approached him. Not even once. It piqued his curiosity but not enough to 
actually do anything about it. 


Izuku keeps his head low as he pushes the heavy front doors of the school open. He is so close to 
being home, so close to hurling himself onto his bed and passing out it almost excites him. 


“Deku!” 

But of course, for Izuku, it isn’t that easy. 

He walks faster. 

“Hey! I’m talking to you, you brat!” 

“Leave me alone!” Izuku pipes back. Moving his pace from a speed walk to a run. 
Bakugou only chases him in response. 


He really doesn’t want to look at him in the eyes. The last time he did his classmate was mortified 
and sitting on the ground near a blazing inferno. 


An eminently sour feeling goes down his throat as he continues to run. 


“Fucking get back here!” Bakugou screams as he chases Izuku down the sidewalk. He can hear 
Bakugou’s aggressive breathing tailing behind him closer. 


“No !? 
Izuku runs fast down the sidewalk. He is barely beating him. 


Bakugou throws his whole body onto Izuku like a football tackle, promptly sending the two 
crashing to the ground. 


Izuku tries to squirm out of the blonde's grip but aborts when he realizes the sheer difference in 
strength between the two. His uniform is grabbed in an upward motion, yanking him to his feet. 


“When I say I need to talk to you, I mean it!” Bakugou shoves Izuku into the fence, rattling the 
metal behind him. 


“What do you want from me?!” Izuku pleads. Izuku really can’t do this today. He can feel a growl 
try to creep itself up his chest but he shoves it down. 


“T said, I wanted to fucking talk to you are you fucking deaf?” 


“Oh, that's rich, what happened to screaming at me?” The new beast inside his head has definitely 
started to affect his mood because usually he never bites back this much. Bakugou is furious 
because of it, and Izuku can feel the grip on his shirt tighten. 


“When did you become such a fucking prick?!” Bakugou yells, shoving his face closer to Izuku's 
pesteringly. 


“There it is..” Izuku rolls his eyes. What even is this conversation. 


“Shut up!” Another shove. “Why do you and that disgusting monster from yesterday have the same 
eyes?” Bakugou is so close Izuku can practically smell his breath. Izuku can feel his heartbeat 
inclining and hands shaking against the fence. 


“T beg your pardon?” Izuku growls with narrowed eyes. 


“The eyes of the wolf.” Bakugou pauses and glances at Izuku’s cheek. “Were green just like yours. 
Deku.” 


Bakugou isn’t stupid, Izuku knows that, but seriously? That’s his connection? Not the big ass 
bruise on his face?? 


“Do you have brain damage? My quirk has been the same for 14 years, Bakugou.” Izuku scoffs 
and looks to the side. 


“How do I know you’re not lying to me, you piece of shit,” Bakugou snarls, shoving him against 
the fence again. 


Izuku is silent for a second, hands shaking against the metal. 
“You think I’d lie about that?!” He feels Bakugou flinch back slightly from the sudden tone. 
Something cracks inside. 


Looking up, Izuku’s eyes are now fully radioactive green from the emotions going haywire in his 
brain. 


“Do you seriously think that I would choose to let you beat me, spit on me,” Izuku pauses and 
takes a shaky breath, “tell me to kill myself?!” 


Izuku feels physically ill looking at Bakugou right now. 
“What did I do!?” Izuku continues. Bakugou’s grip is still tight on his clothes. 


“T didn’t ask for this quirk!” Izuku’s voice booms before he begins to feel tears prick in his eyes. A 
hand is slammed over his mouth with so much acceleration his teeth hurt. Bakugou’s sweaty hand 
is placed over Izuku’s lips in an attempt to shut him up. 


Bakugou’s teeth grind, hurting Izuku’s ears. 

“Do you ever stop talking?!” Bakugou shoves him again, only using the hand on Izuku’s mouth. 
Those words make Izuku feel a range of anger he’s never felt in his entire life. 

Izuku narrows his eyes. 


“Suck it up, Deku. Accept that the fucking weak ass quirk you were born with will never get you 
anywhere, especially as a hero.” Bakugou releases his hold on both his face and shirt, causing 
Izuku to crumble to the ground. 


“Even if you were that wolf, a quirk like that will never make you a hero. It only makes you a 
monster .” 


Bakugou shoves his hands in his pockets and stomps away, leaving Izuku on the ground. 


“7’m not the monster, Bakugou,” Izuku whispers as a tear escapes. 


Keeping his head down, Izuku takes a long way home. Going through that underpass again will 
trigger shit he doesn’t want to relive right now. So, he cuts through the city. 


He wonders what Dai is doing as he makes his way down the busy sidewalk. She is a weird 
woman, really. He doesn’t know her quirk, nor what she does for a living. He doesn’t know if she’s 
a villain or a hero, or if maybe she just works at a small coffee shop. Dai is just a tall woman with 
long black hair and a scar on her face, but she was also someone that lent him a hand. 


Maybe he should text her and thank her again. 


He walks into the city, listening to the busy chatting and cars hoking. A couple of lower-ranked 
heroes walk past him as he reaches a large crowd. People are squished together, watching 
something on one of the big screens on the buildings. Curious, he joins the crowd. 


It's the news channel. 


“Heroes have yet to find the elusive wolf creature that appeared just yesterday evening,” the female 
newscaster says, shuffling the papers in her hands. “It escaped police captivity as it headed to 
Tartarus prison, disappearing in the alleys.” 


Izuku feels a heat flash go through his body. 

“As the heroes and police search for it, we recommend staying home at night-” 
No 

“Travel in big groups-” 

Nonononono 

“And if you come in contact with it, call the police immediately.” 


Izuku backs up and trips over someone’s foot. Landing on the ground harshly, he backs up from the 
crowd in an awkward crab walk. 


A picture of him flashes on the screen, causing some in the crowd to gasp in horror. 
“What is that thing?!” 
“God it’s disgusting...” 


Izuku’s head starts to pound and pound. A familiar growl bellows in his brain. Right here, right 
now is not the time. 


Someone grabs under his armpit and lifts him up. 
“You ok there kid?” 


Izuku turns around, breathing heavily as a pair of yellow eyes greets him. A man with tan skin and 
a black mask checks him over briefly. His voice is deep but comforting. 


“Y-yeah I-I-” Izuku stammers, trying to keep his breathing under control before something bad 
happens. His head explodes as more voices beat against his eardrums. 


“T hope they throw it in prison quickly, my kids don’t need to be scared walking to school..” 
“It’s hideous, must be another one of those villains.” 


Pain shoots down his spine. Panicking, he scrambles to his feet and runs. 


“Kid wait!” The guy that helped him yells after him. He doesn’t stop. 


His breath becomes hotter and thicker- something that sounds like an asthma attack. He pushes 
past people on the sidewalk, turning left into an alleyway. 


Greeted by dimmer lighting, he leans against the wall and grabs at his shirt with a shaky hand. He 
slides down the brick and crawls behind the dumpster next to him. The stench of trash and feces 
makes his eyes water as he pants. 


He winces in pain as his fingernails slowly become replaced by something larger. He tries to shove 
it deep down as hard as he possibly can, but this power is still new. He doesn’t know what to do. 


A wave of pain swallows him, and the frothy white he saw yesterday returns. 


God Izuku is never going to get used to this. At least it wasn’t as painful as the first time. That's the 
only positive outcome of this hot mess. No one has seen him yet (hopefully) and he’s desperately 
trying to find a hiding spot. His size makes it hard to hide, and the alley is a dead end. To his luck, 
someone notices him in the alley and screams. 


Well. So much for being discrete. 


He takes off in a full sprint and enters the light, digging his claws into the ground to add speed once 
again. He just needs to fucking go. 


Izuku hits the busier part of the city he ran from and is immediately greeted by a chorus of screams. 
Cars screech to a halt, some people run in the opposite direction and he can hear some speaking to 
operators on 119 with his heightened hearing. Izuku continues to run on the sidewalk, avoiding the 
heavy traffic on the streets. Panting, he runs as fast as his legs can muster. Bone spines on his back 
rip tree branches off tree bodies, his tail swishes, knocking into tables and chairs. He weaves his 
way through the public and desperately tries not to step on anyone because of his size and limited 
control of his limbs. 


He hates being feared with every inch of his body. Every time someone screams his heart is 
punctured and squeezed. Police sirens blare around the corner, growing closer and closer as he 
panics trying to figure out a plan. Red and blue blind him as he is slowly being ganged up on by 
four cars. Izuku finds an empty intersection and gravitates in that direction, leaping off the 
sidewalk and onto the rough asphalt. A police car skids in front of him with a harsh squeal, almost 
sideswiping his legs in the process. 


If there is one thing Izuku has, that’s his height. Using his size dominance to his advantage, he 
vaults over the police car and darts down the road. As he passes yet another intersection, 
something metal slams into the side of his face from the right. It’s nothing short of a miracle that 
he doesn’t land on anyone as he topples over. Floundering on the ground in an attempt to rise to his 
feet again he notices a metal trash can next to him. There is a dent on the side from some sort of 
impact. 


He got hit in the face with a fucking trash can. 


Something is hurtling towards him and he has one second to slide to his left before a hulking fist is 
colliding with the street. Asphalt cracks from the pressure, exploding into pieces. The skin under 
his thick fur covers itself with road rashes from the sudden movements. His quills puff out from 
the stress, ready to launch themselves at whatever is attacking him. 


His snout turns to find the hero Death Arms standing across from him, cracking his knuckles in an 
attempt to look menacing. Izuku’s lips curl with annoyance, revealing sharp, yellow canines. God, 
why did it have to be Death Arms. 


“Comply with arrest or suffer the consequences!” The hero yells. 


Izuku untwists his limbs and stands. He towers over the hero by three feet, so he makes it leverage 
on his behalf. He crouches his body in a defensive position and pins his ears back, waiting for the 
next blow. 


“Consequences it is!” 


The hero lunges towards Izuku, but he’s ready this time. Death Arms swings a wide left hook 
towards him, too easy to read. Abruptly, Izuku snaps his head to the side and bites down on his 
arm with very little pressure to prevent injury on the hero. He then cracks his head and sends the 
burly man soaring. Death Arms lands and tumbles down the road. 


Izuku cringes at the landing but takes his chance to leave the scene. Turning, he prepares to break 
into a sprint once again when he hears a gunshot. Because of his hearing, he was able to move right 
when it fired. But because of his so-called tremendous luck, the sender of the bullet was Snipe. 


The bullet slices across his eye, splattering blood on the nearby street sign. With a howl, he 
staggers half blindly. Blood pouring from the graze on his face and dripping into his mouth. The 
taste of metallic makes him gag. 


Izuku wheezes and gargles from the pain, trying to clear his now scrambled brain so he can get the 
hell out of here. Snipe walks closer and points his gun at Izuku’s leg as a warning. “Surrender or I 
shoot!” 


He can’t see out of his right eye. Blood begins dripping onto the ground with the acid from his 
mouth creating a nauseating stench as it combines. His fur is on end, spines rattling from the 
anxiety coursing through his body. 


Izuku is trying to painfully vocalize something, anything. Gurgles, hissing, and growling are all 
that can be heard. 


“One more warning!” 


The police cars now surround him in a threatening circle in the intersection. People stand behind 
barricades holding their phones as they observe the fight; clicking pictures, taking videos, 
commenting on his vulgar appearance. It’s sickening to him. 


Izuku tries harder, trying to push more out of his chest, hoping his vocal cords can still register his 
thoughts. He hears Snipe press his finger closer to the trigger. 


“NnngNo” 
Snipe freezes, and so does everyone else in earshot. 
“NonoO bAd” 


It hurts trying to push so much strain on his throat. He stands there trembling like a lost kid, trying 
extremely hard to avoid a bullet and force more garbled words out. 


“T I nOo wAaantgue hUrrurt” 
It appears everyone heard that because they are now deadly silent. 


His throat feels like someone took a razor to the inside of it. Its tender suffering makes it so hard 
for each word, but he keeps pressing. 


‘“HeeAelP Mmm-” 


Out of impatience, Death Arms charges and Izuku flinches. From the sudden movement, it alarms 
Snipe, causing him to pull the trigger and fire. 


There is a bang and a sound of flesh ripping. Izuku wails from the impact, legs buckling from 
under him. He collapses onto the ground in a crumpled mess. It hit him right on the shoulder, near 
the collarbone. The pain is unimaginable, tearing through each nerve and throbbing in his bones. 
He can feel tears cascade down his face, mixing with the blood and acid. 


The heroes and officers close in on his injured body and he feels like screaming at the top of his 
lungs. 


“God it's horrifying...” 


“Disgusting.” 


“Put it out of its misery.” 


“Freak.” 


“What a monster .” 


Izuku can hear the crowds mumbling grow louder and louder. He wants to rip his ears off and cry. 


Freak 


Useless 


Monster 


Interrupting the mutters, a scraping sound makes Izuku’s ears twitch. It's high pitched nature 
scratches the back of his brain like a centipede crawling on skin. In a brilliant sense of deja vu, the 
manhole cover in front of him pops open. 


The heroes stop in their tracks and watch as the heavy metal cap from the sewers rolls on the 
ground. Reptilian hissing echoes through the chambers down below and scaled claw grabs onto the 
asphalt, followed by another. It’s faded green and black physique draws everyone’s attention. Its 
arms are large, so there is no chance the entire thing can fit through the tiny hole in the ground. 
Right? 


No one expected the reptile's bones to snap and crack as its body contorts itself into a sickening 
twist of limbs and spines. Its elbow gets bent to such an acute angle, the bone shanks itself through 
the tough scales of the animal. 


Izuku sees someone from the crowd turn their head and vomit from the horrifying sight. The air 
turns discomforting and bitter, leaving everyone struggling to breathe. It’s body slithers and snaps 
and slithers and snaps until it eventually flops onto the ground. 


“Disgussssting,” it hisses, a long forked tongue flicking through each syllable. 
“Freak” 


Its head is twisted at a wrong angle, Izuku is sure he can see part of its vertebrae trying to poke 
through. It has no lips, so covering its long snout is a row of jagged, sharp teeth in a disgustingly 
crooked manner. Izuku can only sit and watch it twist its broken body as he lays on the ground 
bleeding. 


“The real freakssssss..” 


It begins to fix itself. Bones cracking as they are snapped back in place like lego bricks. Yellow 
psychotic eyes dart around, making sure to look at each and every person in the crowd and in the 
police car circle. It claws as its body twists, drawing on the street like with chalk. Spines on its 
head, back, and tail break off as it moves. 


“‘Monsssstersssss.”’ 


With a final snap, like the satisfying last piece of a puzzle, it stands. It’s as tall as Izuku on its hind 
legs. It stands with an appearance like a velociraptor and a human at the same time, its long claws 
tapping at the ground with impatience and arms dangling long. Its head tilts to the side, eyes 
bulging wide. A prolonged tail swishes to the side. 


“Are people like youuu.” 


Its tail flicks, shooting spines out at the ground in front of the heroes like rounds of warning 
ammunition. Izuku’s eyes widen at the quick action, still laying on the ground as blood pours from 
his wounds. Snipe and Death Arms jump back, avoiding the spines from hitting their feet just 
barely. 


The lizard hybrid turns its body and walks towards Izuku, ground thumping through each step. 
Terrified, Izuku begins to whine and tremble like a kicked puppy. 


It crouches down to his level and scoops his injured body up with no effort even though Izuku is 
bigger in size and weight. Izuku can feel its cold scales against his skin. Throwing Izuku over his 
shoulder like a wounded soldier, it digs its feet into the ground and takes off running. 


No one follows. 


This feels like a part of Izuku’s daily schedule now. 


“Hiroto are you fucking kidding me!” 


He flutters an eye open to the muffled sound of yelling. He doesn’t know where he is, but it seems 
he’s sprawled on yet another cot but in a medical room of some sort this time. The lights are off so 
he can’t see much, but he can practically smell the stench of medical supplies. Izuku is back to his 
body, and without a shirt again. The deja vu hurts his head. Bandages wrap around his shoulder 
and back, covering the gunshot wound. There is another round of bandages covering the eye that 
got grazed, so he is currently only seeing with one eye. 


“What did you want me to do!? Huh?!” A male voice screams back. Their name is Hiroto? 


“T don’t know, maybe not grab the kid in the middle of a FUCKING fight, where everyone and 
their mother could see!” The voice seems familiar. 


Izuku groans and from the volume coming from the other room. 
“HA! Ok Dai, did you WANT me to leave him to bleed out?!” 
The familiar name wakes him up. 

Dai? 

“You're literally ASKING to get your dick ripped off-” 


“Dai?” he says out loud this time. He hopes it’s the Dai he knows because right now he needs to 
see a familiar face. 


“Shit, the kids awake, now you’ ve done it.” The male voice announces. They heard him. 
The dark room he was in is greeted by a now blinding light as the door opens. 
He raises his head as his free green eye squints and adjusts to the new light. Someone walks in. 


“Hey, Midoriya.” The figure kneels down to his head and lays a hand on the top of his mop of hair. 
The hand is soft and he can feel the cool metal of rings as it strokes his fur comfortingly. “You 
doing ok kid?” 


Izuku feels like crying. Dai is kneeling in front of him with her signature grin, scar creasing with 
the facial expression. A whimper comes out of his throat as tears collect in his eyes. 


“Well, you really know when to change your mood.” The male voice from before intrudes, coming 
from the now open door. 


Dai turns around and glares at the figure at the door. “Zip it, ’m not done with you yet.” 


Her hair swishes over her shoulder, tickling his skin as it moves. She turns her head back and looks 
at him. “We gotta stop meeting like this man,” she says. 


He nods with her hand still on his head. Tears fall once again down his one free eye. 


“Your wounds should be healed by now, wanna try standing? You know the drill,” Dai says, 
standing up. 


He cocks his head in confusion. He was shot in the shoulder so how are his wounds healed 
already? Do they have a healer nearby? 


“ll explain everything I promise bud.” 


He complies, unfolding his legs in an attempt to stand. He sighs in relief for feeling no pain when 
he rises. Izuku’s legs feel weak, but he can stand. 


“If you can walk, I would like it if you followed me.” Dai turns around and makes her way to the 
open door and the man standing in it, and Izuku slowly follows. 


Dai along with the man takes him down a large hallway. The walls and floor are a pale, faded 
grey- looking old and worn. They walk for what feels like a couple of minutes before they reach a 
set of large doors, about the same height as if he were fully transformed. It feels awkward walking 
with people he doesn’t know with no shirt on. Not to mention this entire situation belongs in a 
poorly designed action movie. 


Dai pushes the doors open with a shove. 


Izuku moves his head to peek at the inside, seeing a large training room of some sort. Equipment 
looking old or on the makeshift side. There are two people occupying the overwhelming room. A 
woman with short brown hair is sitting on a bench drinking from a plastic water bottle and scrolling 
through her phone, and there is another woman with a cobra head adding weights to a barbell. 


The woman on the bench turns her head at the sound of the door opening and inhales her water, 
choking and spitting it all over herself. 


Dai and the man- that may or may not be named Hiroto- in front of him walk in and Dai waves a 
hand for him to join. 


Nervously, he follows. Hesitantly, he follows them. He isn’t wearing shoes so his feet touch cold 
concrete at each step. 


The cobra woman looks up from her station and a thin smile creases on her snout. 
Her hands wave in front of her in concentrated movements. It appears to be sign language. 
Dai looks to Izuku to translate. 


“She said ‘It’s nice to see you are awake. 


He looks at the snake lady and bows his head slightly. “Thank you..” She is very sweet, but he 
doesn’t know what she is saying so thankfully Dai can translate. 


The coughing woman regains some breath and jogs over to Izuku excitedly. 


“Good to see you didn’t die little guy.” She smacks a hand on his head and rubs his hair 
aggressively. Izuku winces a little from the sudden “affection” but appreciates the thought behind 
it. It feels like he has an older sister greeting him. 


“Yuma, you’re gonna scare him off,” Dai chuckles. 
Yuma.. what a pretty name 
“Oh fuck off!” 


Dai waves for the cobra woman to come join them, getting a smile in response as she walks over. 
As she reaches Izuku, he can see her more clearly. Her neck ribs are relaxed, flattening against her 
skin and her eyes are a beautiful obsidian black. 


Izuku leans away from Yuma’s touch and blinks at the snake woman. 
The only man of the group pipes up. “We gonna do this or are we just gonna pet the kid?” 


Izuku doesn’t see it, but he knows Yuma is rolling her eyes right now. He looks at Hiroto and 
begins to bask in his appearance. It’s the man from earlier, the one that helped him up. Weird, 
that's a coincidence. 


“Here kid, doubt you’d wanna be like that for the rest of the day.” He turns and sees Yuma handing 
him the black sweatshirt she was wearing. Yeah, the deja vu is insane. Yuma must have noticed 
him slightly trembling from the chilly room. Izuku isn’t wearing a shirt after all, and thin bandages 
aren’t the best insulators. He grabs it from her hesitantly and puts it on. He can smell the musk of 
dog hair on it. 


Everyone is being so kind to him. No one has ever shown him this much kindness other than his 
own mother, especially strangers. It is a new feeling to Izuku, but he isn’t complaining. 


“Let’s regroup in the common room, the gym isn’t the best place for questions and answers after 
all. Plus, I bet you’re hungry kid,” Dai places a hand on his shoulder comfortingly. 


His stomach growls in agreement. He didn’t realize how hungry he really was until the noirette 
brought it up. 


He nods and Dai leads the way. 


Food and answers are two things he desperately wants right now. 


The common room is nice. 


He is sitting on a ripped couch in what is considered the common room. The jacket Yuma lent him 
is still on him as he sits with his legs crossed, holding a cracked glass of water in his hands. They 
gave him a plate of a couple of Onigiri and because he was starving, he ate them particularly 
quickly. Yuma is sitting next to him on the couch while the cobra woman sits across from him on 
the kitchen counter, and like Izuku, her legs are twisted over each other. Hiroto is sitting on a 
leather chair while Dai stands. It’s not much, but the room is still comfortable. As he spends more 
time in the building, it seems the place might be underground. 


Dai moves to sit on the couch across from the one Izuku is at and clasps her hands together. 


“Welp. Let’s get started shall we?” Dai asks. 
Everyone nods, including Izuku. He adjusts himself and takes a sip of his water. 


Dai sighs and scratches her head. “Sorry you’re involved in his bud, it’s a lot for someone of your 
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age. 
“Who are you guys?” Izuku asks softly. 


Dai brushes a piece of hair from her face and looks to the other people in the room. “Let’s do a 
quick introduction. As you know, I go by Dai. But I am also Shinigami.” She glances at Hiroto. 


“Hiroto. Or Gamera,” he says with a short and sweet attitude. 

Izuku turns his head to Yuma. 

“Yuma, and I’m also Jinrou.” She says, slightly waving her hand in the introduction. 
The cobra woman moves her hands in introduction as she makes eye contact with Izuku. 
“Her name is Yue, or to others, Medicus,” Dai translates for Izuku. 


Izuku sits, holding his cup in thought. He brushes his finger over the crack in the glass, looking at 
Dai. All the names feel familiar, like some sort of long lost memory, but he doesn’t know why. 


Gamera, Jinrou... they aren’t villain names that ring a bell, so what- 

Izuku looks at Dai and freezes from realization. Everyone in the room droops their heads in shame. 
“You’re those vigilantes...the Oni right?” 

There is a long pause and the room is silent. Dai nods her head slightly. 

Izuku continues to stare at her, and then he shrugs. 

“Oh..dope.” 


Everyone whips their head towards Izuku with absolute shock. Yuma’s mouth is gaping open and 
Yue stifles a laugh from the counter, covering her mouth as her shoulders shake. With two words, 
Izuku ruined the dramatic flare. 


Dai slaps a hand on her forehead and Yuma groans. 
“Oh my god that's the funniest reaction yet,” Hiroto barks a laugh. 
Izuku only continues to stare at them blankly. 


“Dope??? Did you seriously just say ‘dope’ to me revealing that we are a highly dangerous 
vigilante group?” Dai says, a hand still rests on her forehead as she shakes her head. 


“Was that not the right response? I mean you guys have been so nice to me, so I don’t really care 
that you are vigilantes,” Izuku shrugs again. “You also don’t seem like bad people so...” 


He brushes a hand through his tangled hair covering his eyes. 


“God fucking-” 


“T can't- I think I’m going to piss myself,” Hiroto is now holding his stomach, hunching over in his 
seat as he cackles. 


Yue signs something with a giggle. 


“Oh fuck off! I didn’t think he was going to react like that!” Dai yells at Yue and she only laughs 
harder in response, almost falling backward off the countertop. 


“Are you guys sure you’re one of the most threatening vigilante groups?” Izuku joins in with a 
joking tone. “I’m not seeing it.” 


“Honestly, I don’t see it either,” Yuma says, shaking her head in disappointment. 


Something dings in his head. “Wait are you guys the ones that taped that mugger on the wall of the 
police station with duct tape that said, ‘I am a bad guy please arrest me??’”’ Izuku takes another sip 
of his water and he can see everyone relax. 


“Holy shit I forgot we did that.” 

Izuku chuckles and relaxes against the couch cushions. 

The air feels lighter after the reveal and Dai lets out a huff. “Well, hard parts over.” 
Hiroto gets a grip over his laughing and interjects. “Hard part my ass the kid literally didn’t care.” 
“Shut it, lizard man,” Dai hisses. 

He looks around at the bickering bunch and begins to try and comprehend his situation. 
“Can I ask you guys a question?” 

Izuku says, picking at his bottom lip with minor implications of nervousness. 

“Shoot kid,” Dai says shortly after, her soft smile appearing once again. 

“Why me?” 

Dai raises an eyebrow, signaling there needs to be context in his question. 


“Well, you guys saved me from the police which was risky on your part considering how the 
government views you. Not to mention you somehow healed me, clothed me, and fed me. So, 
why? Why me specifically?” He fiddles with the cup in his hand, keeping his gaze down. “I’m 
thankful, and you are all very nice people, but I don’t know why anyone would want to help me.” 
He looks up and sees four pairs of eyes staring at him. 


“Well..you needed help,” Yuma cuts in. “That’s all that mattered.” 
“That was all?” 


“No.” It was Dai this time. “We also wanted to offer something.” She crosses a leg over the other, 
placing an elbow on her knee. She glides a finger over her lips in a thinking manner. 


Izuku scrunches his face in confusion. What would they help him with? There isn’t much that can 
be offered, really. Maybe they want to help him hide from the police or something. 


“We understand what it’s like to be called monsters,” Dai adds, “Disgusting and unheroic.” 


Dai pauses and looks at Izuku with her kind, grey eyes. Amiable and calming. 


“Like us, I can tell you’ve received the short end of the stick. Being told you can’t simply because 
of something you can’t control. Unlike us, I can tell there is still a part of you that is still fighting 
though.” 


Izuku thinks he has a hearing problem. 

“T beg your pardon?” Izuku says confusingly. 
“You still want to be a hero, right?” Dai continues. 
“T-yes, how did you know?” 


“Just a feeling. So tell us something Midoriya, what do you think makes a hero?” Her legs switch 
their position, crossing over each other again. She puts both elbows on her knee and places her chin 
on her clasped hands. 


He doesn’t know where she is going with this, at all. 


“Uh.. a hero is someone who wants to do good. To help people, and protect.” He leans back against 
the couch fully, feeling the soft cushion against him. 


“Exactly.” 


“T still don’t understand what this has to do with me wanting to be a hero.” Izuku scratches his 
temple with his pointer finger. 


Yuma comes in this time. “Kid, what do you think you’ ve been doing?” 
“T-” He doesn’t believe them. 

“Saving that guy from the sludge villain,” Yuma joins. 

“Not actively hurting the heroes even when they hurt you,” Hiroto this time. 
“But my quirk-” Izuku tries to object but is interrupted. 


“A quirk should never define a person’s ability to be a hero,” Dai states. “It is too late for us, but it 
isn’t for you.” Her scar creases with another smile. 


“People think I’m a monster..I-I am a monster-” Izuku feels close to tears again. 


Hiroto sighs, leaning back in his chair. “Kid, quirks don't make monsters. It’s the people that do 
monstrous things that should be deemed as such. And you haven’t done such a thing.” 


Izuku thinks back at what Dai said to him yesterday, and how she shuttered after saying there are 
far worse people out in the world. It’s a little bone-chilling to think about. 


“But I killed-” 
“You didn’t want to. Kid, it was an accident.” 
Tears start to well in Izuku’s eyes. 


“So if it’s alright with you,” Dai pauses, “we want to help you do what we couldn’t. Be a hero.” 


Something breaks inside. Tears drip down his eye again with a sting and his lip quivers. 


Dai raises from the couch and makes her way to him. Hiroto and Yue follow. Dai crouches down 
and places a hand on his shoulder, Yuma scoots closer and does the same to his other one. Yue 
walks behind the couch and places a hand on top of Dai’s, Hiroto does the same to Yuma’s. 


Izuku hiccups and lets out a laugh as more tears fall from his eye and soak through the bandage. 
“Let’s prove the world wrong kid.” 


The hands feel warm- comfortable and soothing on his body. Izuku sits on the couch with four 
people crowded around, gentle touch and kind words only coax out more emotions from his chest. 
People he never met before, telling him they are going to help him make it happen. It is something 
he wanted even his mom to say, his classmates, or even a hero. But, the ones that understood most 
said it instead. 


“You’re gonna be incredible .” 


Chapter End Notes 


Sorry, this chapter is so long ;_; I don't know how to fucking write. 


Funny storytime, I have been working as a food server at an assisted living facility for 
a couple of years, and recently I have gained a very...questionable co-worker. 


This bitch is dumb as hell. She got one brain cell. Like- the other day I was working 
and my other co-worker came up to me and said "uhhhhh so she gave the couple down 
the hall hot chocolate instead of coffee" I was like ??? how do you do that. So, I walk 
up to her and ask why the hell she gave them hot chocolate it's in a completely 
different machine and labeled and this bitch SAID. 

"Oh they are basically the same thing so it doesn't matter" 

NO??? BITCH WHAT- 


Apparently, she once filled two entire coffee pots with hot chocolate when I wasn't 
working. 
How do you accomplish that. I need to lay down. 


Through the Valley 


Chapter Summary 


Izuku gets to know the vigilantes a little more. Each in different unique ways. 


Chapter Notes 


Iam having a fucking stroke 


The song Yuma sings is called Through the Valley by Shawn James :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Naomasa groans as he steps out of a police car, trench coat unfolding itself as he stands. It's been 
three hours since the wolf disappeared with a member of Oni, and so far, his team has found 
nothing that can help them identify where they might be. Naomasa thought the situation was awful 
as it was with just the one unpredictable vigilante, but now that the Oni are involved, his headache 
only grew more intense. 


“Detective,” a male voice calls from behind him. He turns around and his eyes meet with a pair of 
dry red ones. The underground hero, Eraserhead. 


“Eraserhead, thanks for responding to my request.” He fiddles with the pen in his side pocket as he 
speaks with the obviously tired hero. 


“You know this isn’t my typical job, but I can help where I am needed,” Eraserhead says, adjusting 
the grey scarf around his shoulders. The hero specializes in taking care of underground issues as 
well as vigilantes, so Naomasa can tell a full-blown investigation isn’t his forte. But, he’s good at 
his job, so fortunately for him, the hero agreed. 


Naomasa nods in appreciation. “The team thanks you for it, we need all hands on deck.” He leads 
the hero closer to the blocked-off intersection, stopping when they reach the open manhole. He 
pulls out his phone and clicks on a file that was sent to his email, handing it to the hero. “A civilian 
recorded everything as well as the escape and sent it to us.” Eraserhead blinks slowly and opens up 
the video file. “We call the lizard Gamera, but the wolf has no name yet.” 


Eraserhead presses play and lets the phone showcase the fight. His eyes stay focused through the 
entirety of the video, blinking only a couple of times. When it finishes he hands the phone back 
with a disturbed look on his face. 


“There was something off about the wolf, ” He says to Naomasa, pinching at his bottom lip in deep 
thought. 


“Yeah. It was acting emotionally, as if it were terrified of everything going on around it,” Naomasa 
responds, a haunted look covering his face as he says it. 


The hero hums and nods his head. 


There are a few moments of silence before he responds. “I have seen my share of vigilantes to 
know that thing wasn’t doing any of this with a motive.” He looks at Naomasa, eyes narrowing. 


“How so?” Naomasa questions. 


“Tt seems inexperienced in that form, I could see it in the way it moved.” Eraserhead turns his head 
to look at the intersection next to them now covered in police tape. “What unsettled me was that it 
looked absolutely petrified.” 


“What do you think that means?” 
Eraserhead brushes the hair in front of his face away and exhales with a huff. 


“T couldn’t know for sure but, whatever the case, we need to find it. Villain or not, it’s 
inexperienced and dangerous.” 


Naomasa nods in agreement, leading the hero further into the intersection. 


The spines from Gamera are still submerged in the road along with the messy claw marks 
decorating the asphalt near the manhole cover. He is glad he wasn’t there to see the reptile break 
and mend itself together because he would have puked from the sight. He almost did while 
watching the video. The timing was fortuitous for the wolf, if Gamera waited a few more minutes 
to appear, they would have it in custody. 


Naomasa is nervous, to say the least. The vigilante’s the wolf got itself involved with are a very 
unpredictable cluster of people, or with greater concern, they are very difficult to catch. 


He hopes the next time they meet it, they can end this chase for the mysterious wolf creature, and 
the vigilantes. 


For good. 


“You want me to do what now?” 


Izuku and Dai are standing in the kitchen discussing the matter of what he should do next. It’s 
getting late, and Izuku doesn’t feel safe leaving the building he deems a sanctuary. Its walls are 
hiding him as the police search the streets, and walking around alone to get home makes him 
especially nervous. He requested for Dai to call his mother to let her know that he’s sleeping over 
at a friend's house, the sound of another “mother” will be sure to calm down his own- he only 
assumes that she is losing her mind at home right now. 


“Please? I don’t feel comfortable going home right now, and my mom will only feel better hearing 
from another adult that I’m ok,” Izuku pleads. He is thankful tomorrow is the start of the weekend, 
making his situation easier to handle since he has a couple of days to work everything out. 


She looks at him hesitantly but then pulls her cracked phone out from her back pocket. She hands it 
to him to type in his mother's number and hands it back when completed. 


Placing the phone to her ear she waits for his mother to pick it up. A couple of seconds later he 
hears his mother say hello on the other side. 


Dai throws a fake smile on her face and replies, “Hi! Uh, this is Mrs. Suzuki, I am calling to let 


you know that your son is with his friend here.” It sounds like she came up with the last name on 
the bat. 


He covers his mouth, trying to muffle his laugh. She glares at him and shoots a middle finger in his 
direction. Izuku can hear his mother’s cry of relief hearing that he is ok on the other side of the 
phone. 


“Yes Mrs. Midoriya, he is doing alright. My uhh daughter and your son ran into each other during 
the panic, and due to the bad traffic all over the city we thought it was best he spent the night,” Dai 
continues, looking nervous as she speaks to his mom. 


Izuku watches Dai nod her head and hum. “Mhm Mrs. Midortya, he’s right here.” She then shoves 
the phone at Izuku and falls to the ground with a groan. 


He places the phone to his ear. “Hey, mom.” 
“Oh my goodness- hey honey,” his mother sighs with relief. “Are you ok?” 


“Yeah, ’'m ok mom. Suzuki said I could stay over since things are a little crazy, I hope that's ok 
with you.” 


“Yes of course, as long as you’re safe.” 
“Thanks, mom,” Izuku says, glancing at Dai on the ground. 


“Of course honey. Have Mrs. Suzuki text me when you are on your way home. Your new phone 
came in the mail today by the way, so we can set that up when you get home.” 


“Sounds good.” He almost forgot he didn’t have a phone. Losing it when he first changed was 
definitely not the best part of that day. 


“Goodnight Izuku, make sure to say thank you to Mrs. Suzuki for me!” 


Izuku snorts. “Night mom, and I will make sure to say thank you to Mrs. Suzuki.” He looks at Dai 
with a grin and she slaps a hand over her face. 


The call ends and he tosses the phone to Dai on the ground. 
“T am never doing that again,” Dai says, pocketing the phone. 
“Oh come on it was funny,” Izuku giggles. 


“Did I hear sleepover?!” Izuku turns to see Yuma running into the room like an excited child, 
practically slamming into the door frame in the process. 


Izuku lets out another snort. “Yeah, I’m staying the night.” 


“Fuck yeah!” She runs over to him and slams her body into him, wrapping an arm around his 
shoulder. “Can the squirt bunk with me?” 


Dai raises an eyebrow. “You sure that’s a good idea?” 


“It'll be fine, besides it’s not one of those nights,” Yuma says with a wink. Something about the 
tone of those last two words sounds concerning to Izuku, but he lets it slide. 


Dai looks hesitant to the request. She stands to her feet and leans against the counter with a sigh. 


“Okay, but only if it’s ok with Midoriya.” She points a finger to Yuma and Izuku sternly as if she 
were Yuma’s own mother. 


Izuku shrugs with Yuma’s arm still wrapped around him. “I don’t see why not.” He can practically 
feel Yuma’s excitement buzzing through her. Dai gives them a little half-smile. 


“Yes! Thank you, Mrs. Suzuki ,’ Yuma says amusingly. 

Izuku can see the smile on Dai’s face drop immediately. 

Yuma releases her hold on Izuku and books it out of the kitchen laughing. “Run kid!” 

Yuma rolls out a small futon for Izuku on the floor next to hers. She throws a pillow and a few 
blankets on top for extra measure and plops down. Her room is pretty simple, there are a few 
photos on the wall accompanied by a desk and a small closet, but other than that it’s just the futon 
and a tiny stuffed dog on top. There is an old, black guitar perched in the corner of the room as 
well. Her door is what interests him the most though. Unlike the other doors in the building, hers is 


thick and made of steel with different kinds of locks hanging off the side. And there are long claw 
marks scrawled across it. 


Yuma’s short brown hair is tied into a half bun, reminding him of his mother’s own hairstyle. She 
types something on her phone and sets it to the side, looking at Izuku above her. 


“Tt’s not much, but it’s home,” she says with a half-smile on her lips. He sits on his futon, joining 
the woman. 


“No no, it's perfect,” Izuku says, brushing a hand over the blanket to his left. “Thank you.” 


She smiles and limply lets her body fall to the side. She turns to her back and stares at the ceiling. 
He just now noticed how much younger she looks compared to everyone else, she must be in her 
early twenties or late teens. It must be why he felt so comfortable around her when he first met her. 


“Shit. I’m bored,” Yuma says, turning her head to Izuku. “Wanna do something?” 
“What did you have in mind?” 
“How about some truth or truth? It'll give us a chance to get to know each other.” 


He cocks an eyebrow, but shrugs. A little game wouldn’t be so bad. He lays on his back on the 
futon like Yuma, letting his messy hair flare on the pillow. 


“Alright Midoriya, truth or truth?” She asks excitedly. 

He keeps his gaze at the ceiling. “Truth.” 

“What school do you go to now, aaaaaand what highschool do you plan to apply to?” 
Well, that's an interesting start. 


“Uh, I go to Aldera Junior High, and my plan is to apply to Yuuei for high school,” Izuku says, 
keeping it short. 


“Yuuei?!”” Yuma turns her head, he can see a shocked expression on her face in the corner of his 
eye. 


“Yeah...” 


“That’s awesome man! I always wanted to go to that school,” Yuma continues. “Alright, your 
turn.” She signals for him to ask a question in return. 


Moving on from the Yuuei subject, he thinks of something he can ask. 
“Yuma, truth, or truth?” 

“Hmmm, truth.” 

“How old are you?” 

Keeping it simple for now. 

“T’m eighteen.” 

Holy shit, he knew she was younger but not that young. 


“Eighteen?!” It’s Izuku’s turn to sound surprised. His voice practically squeaks as he raises his 
voice. 


She chuckles and places a hand on her stomach. A bright silver ring catches his eye, Dai has a 
similar one on the same finger. “I know, I’ve always looked old for my age.” 


“Anyway, my turn. Truth or truth?” 
“Truth.” 

“Dating anyone?” 

“Puck no,” Izuku deadpans. 


Yuma chuckles, saying something along the lines of ‘same man’ before returning to their normal 
silence. 


“Yuma, truth, or truth?” 
“Truth.” 


They continue back and forth. Asking little questions like where they are from, their favorite foods 
and hobbies, just small little characteristics that make them themselves. Izuku learned that she grew 
up in a small backcountry town, that she enjoys playing guitar and singing, and that her favorite 
food is soba. Her voice is very comforting, like Dai’s. Listening to her speak of her life adds a little 
spark of happiness in his heart. 


Izuku has always been like that, meeting new people has always excited him. It has to do with the 
part in his brain that craves information. But there was still one question he had been dying to 
know. 


“Yuma, truth, or truth?” 
“Truth kid.” 


“What’s your quirk?” 


There's a shift in her presence. She appears mildly uncomfortable and doleful that the question 
ended up appearing. 


“It?s um... I. can turn into a werewolf at nightfall,” Yuma says, lowering her voice. 
The quirk fanatic inside him grows antsy. He wishes he had a notebook with him right now. 
“That's really cool Yuma.” 


Her head turns to him, eyes tired. Big brown eyes look at him like she just doesn’t know what to 
say to him. 


“That quirk is really good for underground hero work!” Izuku tries to cheer up her very visible 
pain. He’s telling the truth, a quirk like that would be perfect for someone who wants to work in 
the shadows. 


“T wish,” she snorts. 
“What does it do?” He asks softly, turning his head fully to her. 


She brushes a piece of hair from her face. “At night, I turn into a werewolf without my consent,” 
she pauses, inhaling sharply, “It’s easy to control unless it’s a full moon, when it's one of those 
nights, I have to lock myself in here.” 


The thick steel door makes sense now. 
And so does the claw marks on it. 


“A quirk like this is unpredictable..I’ ve always been told being a hero was impossible because of 
it,” 


Izuku doesn’t respond. He just watches her anxiously play with the ring on her finger. 


Yuma sniffs awkwardly and brushes a finger under her nose. “Alright, that's enough of that for 
today, wanna hear a song?” She abruptly stands up and snags her guitar from the corner. He can 
tell this is sensitive for her, thus explaining the sudden urge to change the subject. 


“Yeah.. sure.” Izuku’s eyes scan over the slick guitar as she sits back down, facing him. With 
gentle fingers, she tunes it quickly. 


“Got any requests?” Yuma pats the body of the guitar lightly, waiting for a response. 
Izuku sits up and turns to face her. “Surprise me.” 


Adjusting the guitar on her lap, she clears her throat. Letting her fingers dance around on the 
strings, a soft melody begins to play from the instrument. The guitar is a smooth black, looking old 
but new at the same time. She looks down at her feet and opens her mouth. 


“T walk through the valley of the shadow of death.” 
Her voice is beautiful . She bobs a foot under her leg, getting into the rhythm. 


“And I fear no evil because I’m blind to it all.” Her fingers continue the same melody, picking at 
the strings in a rhythm. 


“And my mind and my gun they comfort me.” 
“Because I know [’Il kill my enemies when they come.” 


She begins to knock a fist on the body of the guitar, adding more to the already incredible sound. 
Izuku can practically feel it in his heart. 


“Surely goodness and mercy will follow me all the days of my life.” 
“And I will dwell on this earth forevermore.” 


“Still, I walk beside the still waters, and they restore my soul.” Something changes in her voice. It 
turns brittle and quiet. 


“But I can’t walk on the path of the right because Iam wrong.” Her nails grow sharper against the 
strings, causing her to pick softer. 


“Well, I came upon a man at the top of a hill.” 
“Called himself the savior of the human race.” 
“Said he come to save the world from destruction and pain.” 


Izuku watches her eyes shut, an unexpected tear drips onto the guitar. She opens her eyes and they 
are now blood red, glowing brilliantly in the dim lighting of her room. 


“But I said ‘How can you save the world from itself?” 


Izuku can’t sleep. 


You’d think it’s because a hairy werewolf sleeps beside him- breathing with sharp and rough 
breaths- but it’s actually because he can’t sleep in new environments well. It’s dark, and Izuku 
watches as Yuma’s body rises and falls with each breath. Fur moving from the inhales and throat 
sounding raw from the exhales. 


Her limbs are long and boney, and she’s curled in an attempt of a fetal position but looks more like 
a baby deer. 


Reality bit Izuku in the ass today more than it usually does. He isn’t the only one that is viewed as 
a villain. He’s not the only one that wishes for something different. 


Yuma is so young dealing with this. IZzuku may be younger, but he can tell she’s dealt with this for 
a long time. 


Izuku’s eyes stay on Yuma before he closes them. 


“Rise and shine kiddos! Izuku needs to be home soon before his mom murders him and we never 
see him again!” 


Dai sings as she pokes her head in Yuma’s room. 


Izuku was already half-awake when she came in. Rising, he rubs his eyes tiredly and see’s Yuma 
next to him back to the skin. Her hair covers her face messily and she’s completely out of it. 


“Yuma.” Izuku tries to help wake her up. But she’s out cold. 


“T've got it squirt,” Dai says, taking off one of her shoes. Before he can object, Dai launches it at 
Yuma’s head. It bounces off and Yuma shoots up with a yelp. Rubbing the spot the shoe hit her, 
she scowls at Dai. 


“Owwww do you have to do this every morning!?” She snaps. 


“T wouldn’t have to if you woke up on time, come on let’s go.” Dai snickers and walks out with 
only one shoe on her foot. 


Yuma grumbles and stands up from her futon. 


They are now sitting at the kitchen table, eating a small bowl of rice each as breakfast. It’s not 
much, but the rice is easily welcomed by his hunger. 


Izuku still wears the clothes leant to him, at this point the black sweatshirt and grey sweatpants is 
his signature outfit. Shoving a mouthful of rice in his mouth, he looks at Dai across from him. He 
scratches at the bandage on his eye and Dai notices. 


“You don’t need to wear the bandages anymore, you should be healed.” Dai pipes up. “Just see 
Yue before you go home today.” 


“Oh, ok.” 

Is Yue the one that healed me? 

He shakes the question off, deciding that’s a question he can ask her personally. 
“Don’t worry, she doesn’t bite kid.” 


Izuku turns around and sees Hiroto walk into the common room. He’s wearing his black mask 
again. 


He seats himself next to Izuku and Dai passes him a bow! of rice. Hiroto is hesitant though. He 
side-eyes Izuku and slowly pulls his mask off his face to eat his breakfast. 


Well, now he knows who Hiroto is. 


Replacing the end of his lips is a demented smile of dagger-like teeth extended from his skin. They 
reach almost up to his ears- yellow and brutal- and the skin around them is rough and worn. They 
are the same teeth as the lizard that saved him yesterday. 


Before thinking he blurts something. 

“Thank you.” 

Hiroto glances at Izuku and raises an eyebrow. 

“For what kid?” 

Izuku stares at the teeth as Hiroto speaks. 

“You’re the one that saved me yesterday right?” 
Hiroto nods slowly, holding his chopsticks in his bowl. 


“Then I never had the chance to say thanks. So, thank you.” Izuku bows his head slightly to the 
man next to him and Hiroto only stares at him with confusion. 


“T mean, sure kid, I wasn’t going to let you bleed out on the ground,” Hiroto says, shoving a clump 
of rice in his mangled maw, chewing it awkwardly. 


Izuku hums and pokes at his rice with his chopsticks. 


He looks at Dai across the table, she is humming to herself as she digs through her rice. Vocal 
cords faint and soft. He realized that he’s known her the longest out of everyone, but still knows 
nothing about her. Izuku looks at her gentle hands holding the chopsticks and opens his mouth. 


“Hey Dai, can I ask you something?” 
She looks up from her bowl. “Hm?” 


“T never asked you, but what is your quirk?” 


That was a bad idea. 


Hiroto clears his throat uncomfortably next to him and he can see Dai look to the side. She 
awkwardly takes a bite of her rice and takes a long, long breath. 


“You aren’t ready to know.” 


“Hey, Hiroto?” 


“Hm?” 


Dai instructed Hiroto to take Izuku to Yue’s room after they finished their breakfast since Izuku 
still has no idea where anything is. Dai left the common room before them, looking like she was 
about to combust. He feels bad, it was a touchy subject and it seems he opened a wound that 
wasn’t yet healed. 


They are peacefully enjoying each other's company as they walk down the long hall, the only 
sound being their footsteps. 


Izuku has been thinking about Hiroto’s quirk almost the whole time while he ate. Sure, he 
understands the reptile parts, but not the absurd regeneration. He can still see the pale bones 
sticking out of Hiroto's scales as he contorted his body like an advanced gymnast. 


“There’s one part of your quirk that I’m curious about... The regeneration, is that due to multiple 
quirks?” Izuku tilts his head as they continue to walk. 


Hiroto scratches at his mask and smiles nervously. There is a shiny silver ring on his finger and 
Izuku watches it curiously. “Heh, yeah that’s just a part of my reptile quirk,” he says. “Reptiles 
have faster healing abilities, so, as my quirk mutated more over the years, so did my regeneration.” 
He shrugs and keeps his gaze facing forward. 


The quirk fanatic takes the reins a little. 

“How did you even figure out your body could break that much?” 

Hiroto raises a finger but someone yells from one of the rooms they pass. 
“He fell out of a window and broke his ass!” 

Hiroto chokes on air at the comment and Izuku slaps a hand over his mouth. 
“Shut it Dai!” 

Izuku snorts, keeping a hand over his mouth as he lets out a muffled chuckle. 
“Oi! I didn’t come here to get harassed,” Hiroto barks and points at Izuku. 
This only causes Izuku to laugh harder. 

They reach a room to their right and Hiroto stops in his tracks. 


“She’s in there bud, I'll be with Dai in the other room ok?” Hiroto pats a hand on his shoulder and 
spins around. Izuku watches him walk down the hall with his hands in his pants pockets, taking a 
turn to Dai’s room. He’s going to beat her ass. RIP Dai. 


He turns to the rusty door in front of him and knocks. There are a few moments of silence. 
Izuku then remembers Yue is fucking mute (or deaf he’s not really sure). 
He hopes she’s decent and decides to push the door open. 


Peeking his head in he sees Yue sitting at her desk with sheets of paper cluttered around her. She’s 
looking at the cracked door, waiting for Izuku to make his way in. Her hands raise to sign 
something but they quickly come to a stop. She turns her head and looks for something on her 
desk. Yue waves for him to come in with a free hand as she searches. Grabbing a notepad and a pen 
she scratches a couple of sentences on the paper in half cursive. She holds it up for him as he walks 
closer. 


“Nice to see you are doing well, Midoriya. Would you like me to take those bandages off for 
you?” 


She looks at him with her inky eyes, waiting for a response. He nods, and Yue grabs the chair next 
to her and moves it over to him. Patting the seat, she has him sit. 


She begins to write something else on the yellow paper, and Izuku can hear the scratching of the 


pen as she scrawls her thoughts. He watches her patiently and absorbs her appearance gently with 
his one free eye. She has a pretty necklace around her neck; it’s a ring around a chain of some sort. 
Her top choice is a black turtleneck that compliments her eyes. Izuku likes her simple style, it’s 
something he doesn’t see a lot anymore. 


She turns the paper towards him and he leans closer to read. 


“T’m just going to cut the bandages off and check you over to make sure everything healed 
correctly. Lift your shirt please?” 


He does so. Lifting off the sweatshirt Yuma leant him, Izuku watches Yue grab a pair of medical 
scissors from the drawer next to her desk. Snipping at the fabric, Yue looks at his shoulder wound 
attentively. He watches her eyes dart around and go back to the notepad. 


“Shoulder healed with a scar, I will now move onto your eye hon.” 


He dips his head down slightly so she can snip the bandage off his eye. It feels refreshing for his 
eye to be free from its bondage. Blinking to the light he looks over to Yue scribbling again. He 
feels bad that he can’t understand her sign, but he’s glad she can still communicate somehow. 


“Your eye scarred a bit, but it’s not horrible.” 


He nods to the note. Izuku expected it, even though it's something he doesn’t want to explain to his 
mother, it could be worse. Now that Yue is done, Izuku takes the opportunity to ask the serpent 
woman a question. 


He taps at the notepad and pen. She understands and slides them over to him. 
Quickly writing a messy question, he sets them down and slides them back to her. 
He watches her read the note. 

“Tf you don't mind me asking, are you deaf or mute?” 

She turns her head after finishing and points to her mouth. 

So she is mute... which makes things easier. 

“Thank you for helping me,” Izuku says out loud this time. 

She smiles and dips her head, neck bones flapping outward from the movement. 
Another question comes to mind. 

“How did you heal me so fast? Do you have a healing quirk?” 


She lifts her head and grabs the pen and paper once again. Turning the paper to him when she’s 
done, he reads. 


“Correct. Instead of snake venom in my fangs, I produce a healing agent.” 
He shoots a look towards her. It’s an amazing quirk. 


“Yue, that’s a really cool quirk. Have you considered being a doctor?” He asks. Once again, he’s 
punching himself in the face for not writing this down. He will have to do so when he gets home. 


Her smile fades a little and she writes again. 
“T actually went to med school, but I dropped out a semester before graduating.” 


He tilts his head in confusion. He wonders if it was a family issue or if something permitted her 
from getting a degree. Because really, her power would be incredible for the medical world. 


She scribbles again. 

“No one wanted to be healed by a snake.” 

Izuku looks up and her smile is gone now. 

“Why? That’s absurd-” 

He stops his sentence when the sound of writing cuts him off. 


“People were scared of my appearance. My hissing also made it hard for people to understand 
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me. 


Izuku thinks about that last part. Hissing. She used to speak. He wonders what happened that 
encouraged her to grow mute. 


She writes again, quickly. 
“T can tell you are curious about me being mute.” 


He nods again. He doesn’t want to be rude, his curiosity is just itching his brain. Izuku just wants to 
know if it's selective mutism or if she suffers from an injury that permits it. It’s different for a lot of 
people. 


More writing, but it's fragmatic. 


“Came home after dropping out and my stepfather wasn’t happy. He was drunk. Yelled saying it 
was my hissings fault. So...” 


She stopped writing after that. Yue put’s the pen down and faces Izuku with her shiny black eyes. 
Opening her mouth slightly, she points to her tongue. Or, where her tongue is supposed to be. His 
heart sinks to his feet. 


He cut out her tongue. 


Izuku might be sick. 


Yue notices his reaction and grabs the pen again. 


“Tt’s ok. Even though I never got my degree and I can’t speak, I can still help. There are more 
people out there that can’t afford hospitals than I thought.” 


She’s smiling again. 


Izuku gazes at her. She doesn’t care, because as long as she’s helping people that’s all that matters. 
She doesn’t care. 


Izuku never really paid much attention to anything other than heroes, so vigilantes rarely found 
themselves in his head. But now he realizes, vigilantes are just the same. They just want to help 
people. 


That makes Izuku return the smile, grabbing the pen and paper from her. She glances at him 
confusingly, waiting for what he says. He slides the paper back to her and raises himself from the 
chair. Grabbing his sweatshirt he waves to Yue and walks out the door. Before closing the door he 
sees a Yue with the biggest smile a snake could muster. 


His note said: 


“Thank you, Yue. You are a real hero.” 


Izuku taps a pencil to his head as he sits at his desk writing in a new notebook. It’s fresh pages 
greeted him as he opened it. It’s decided that this journal will be for the people he met, their quirks 
interest him a lot after all. He’s looking at Dai’s page, stumped. All he has down is her appearance 
and her name, as well as a little drawing of her. She’s beautiful, but with her beauty, there is a 
mystery. 


He had to lie to his mom (again) when she saw the scar across his eye. Izuku hates lying to her face 
like that, but it’s for the best in his defense. 


There’s a knock at his door and he looks up. 
“Yeah?” 
His mom walks in holding his new phone. 


“T took the liberty in getting it started up while you were gone, you might want to consider getting a 
new number though,” she says, walking in and handing it to him. 


“Why?” Izuku says, looking at the screen of the new device. 

“You got a lot of random number spams.” 

Izuku hums and unlocks the phone. 

“Let me know if you need anything honey,” his mom says, walking out of his room. 

Wait. There is something. 

“Hey, mom?” 

“Hm?” 

“Do you still have that book on sign language?” 

His mom turns around and raises an eyebrow. “I.. should, but why?” 

Izuku flips to the page he started for Yue in his notebook briefly, before looking back at his mom. 


“Just wanted to pick up a hobby is all..” 


“ll look for it for you.” His mom smiles and shuts the door. 
“Thanks, mom!” 
His phone buzzes, grabbing his attention. 


Looking down it's one of those numbers his mom was talking about. It seems to be in a group chat 
of some sort. He opens the text app and clicks on it, expecting it to be a wrong number situation. 


New Chat: 
Unknown: How the fuck does this work 
Unknown: Do you have fucking dementia? Aren’t you supposed to be the younger one here 


Unknown: | actually don’t thank you, I think I figured it out 


Unknown changed Unknown’s name to Lizard Fursona 
Lizard Fursona: .... 

Unknown: BAHAHA 

Unknown: ??? 

Lizard Fursona: Dai help I’m being cyberbullied 
Unknown: Nah mate that’s on you 

Lizard Fursona: You know what fine 

Lizard Fursona changed Unknown’s name to Birth Giver 
Birth Giver: I am going to punch you in the throat 
Unknown: well you do act like the mom sometimes... 
Unknown changed their name to Boop Noodle 

Boop Noodle: :D 


Unknown: that’s the cutest fucking thing I’ ve ever seen 


Izuku slaps a hand on his face. Of course, they made a group chat. He always had Dai’s number, 
but he never put it in his phone. 


It’s practical the more he thinks about it though, he needed their contact information anyway. 


He closes his notebook and makes his way to his bed, flopping onto the soft comforter as he types 
a response. 


Izuku: I just had a stroke reading that and fucking died 


Boop Noodle: :O 
Lizard Fursona: | didn’t teach him that word 
Unknown: fuck yeah we didn’t get the wrong number 
Izuku: how DID you get my number? 
Unknown: we hacked into the mainframe 
Birth Giver: I got it from your mom 
Unknown: You’re no fun 
Birth Giver changed Unknown’s name to Omegaverse 
Birth Giver: Yes I am 
Izuku: oh dear god 
Omegaverse: I regret everything 
Lizard Fursona: there are CHILDREN HERE- 
Izuku: what child are you speaking of 
Lizard Fursona changed Izuku’s name to Child 
Lizard Fursona: That one 
Child: how dare you 
Birth Giver: ANYWAY, we were wondering if you wanted to come 


tomorrow morning to discuss training since it’s still the weekend 


Training... 


Izuku is just now letting it sink in that he is actually doing this. He lays down fully with a sigh, 
outstretched hands hold his phone above his face, and lets the screen illuminate it. 


Yeah. 


He’s gotten offered help, so of course, he’s going to take it and run with it. 


Izuku smiles and sends his next text. 


Child: That sounds great, what time? 


Chapter End Notes 


Of course I had to add some group chat crack to this, I had to. 
I hope everyone has a good day and stays safe :) 


Wash yo hands god DAMN IT- 


Crazy = Genius 


Chapter Summary 


Is that an antagonist I see? 


Also, some shenanigans or whatever. Gotta give Izuku a little break every once in a 
while. 


Chapter Notes 


I listened to Crazy=Genius by Panic! At the Disco like 60 times writing this 


I've started working on character design drawings for my characters! If you guys want 
I will either slap them here or link a Tumblr on the next chapter or two. 


Anyway, I hope you enjoy my shitty writing lol. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Shouta exhales loudly. Emphasis on the loud. 


He is perched on the roof of a building in Hosu city, examining the streets for anything that 
catches his eye. The dark skies make it hard to search accurately, unfortunately, but the only time 
he has is when the day has lost itself. The wolf is still out there. It’s only been a couple of days, but 
the more it’s out there, the more uneasy the public grows. 


He searches the best he can. It was his biggest priority as an order by the chief of police, and he 
hasn’t stopped. Shouta is growing more exhausted each hour that passes and they don’t catch it. Its 
disappearance is making everyone feel like they have gone insane and hallucinated the entire thing. 
It just..vanished. 


Something yells, grabbing his attention. 


Whipping his neck to the side, he follows the sound. He doesn’t even give himself a second to 
process what it could be, he just bolts. 


Throwing himself in the air, he jumps roof to roof chasing after whatever he just heard. He feels 
like a mad man chasing after a goose, going crazy and screaming every time it flies away. His feet 
beat on the concrete of the roofs as he runs. 


Where is it.. where is it- 


Shouta screeches to a halt, almost falling on his face from the sudden stop. He crouches down, 
making himself appear small and presentless, and peeks down to the alley below. All the oxygen in 
his lungs stays put. 


“Careful with that you idiots!” A strong male voice yells. It's distorted like it's speaking under a 
thick mask. 


Below Shouta is a man in what seems to be a knock-off Bane mask and an all-black suit vest. A 
businessman of some sort. But his presence feels wrong. It’s too dark to make anything else out 
from the guy, but automatically Shouta can feel the laws being broken. 


“Sorry, sir!” Two muffled voices call back. Shouta looks in the direction and catches two men 
wearing dark face masks, carrying what looks to be a wooden crate. They sound like they are 
struggling like the crate is too heavy for only two people. 


“What’s in that crate is more important than your lives, if you drop it you are more than fired,” the 
man who appears to be the boss, spits bitterly. 


“Yes sir!” 


They carry the crate- struggling immensely- down the alley when a large shadow appears on the 
wall to the right of them. Too dark to be a regular shadow, it looks like the entrance of an abyss. 


What is that? 


Shouta leans over the edge slightly more to try and gain a better view. The two men carrying the 
crate step in the direction of the dark mass, stepping through. Like something out of science fiction, 
they walk into the wall. 


Shouta is about to make his move when the boss fixes his tie with gloved hands and says 
something loud enough for him to catch. 


“Aut viam inveniam aut faciam. You will be mine, wolf.” 


He steps through the wall and disappears. 


“Tniti-what now?” 


“You gotta complete initiation before we teach you, kid, it’s our rule,” Yuma says, crossing her 
arms. 


Everyone is clumped together in the training room around Izuku. They are all dressed for a 
workout- Izuku isn’t, but he’s lucky his fashion sense is comfortable enough to move around well. 


“What exactly do you want me to do?” 
“Kill a goat and drink its blood,” Hiroto says in a deadpan. 
I’m sorry what now? 


Hiroto gives Izuku an evil grin, stretching his arms outward and he lets out a harsh laugh. It 
obviously sounds fake. 


“Prove yourself to us boy! Slice the beast's throat and feast on it’s-oof!” Dai smacks the back of 
Hiroto’s head so hard he almost stumbles forward. 


“Can it asshat,” Dai says sternly. “You’re gonna scare him off.” She glares at Hiroto and then 
smiles at Izuku. 


“We are not making you kill a goat, Midoriya.” 


Izuku almost sighs in relief. He was about to make a fucking run for it if he had to slit a goat's 
throat and drink it’s body fluids. Absolutely not, that’s just crossing it. 


“What do I have to do then?” Izuku asks, glancing at Hiroto rubbing the back of his head. 


Yuma clears her throat and walks over to a crate leaned against the wall. She opens it and pulls out 
a large black paintball gun. 


“Paintball?” Izuku says, cocking his head to the side. 

“Land a hit on at least one of us, that’s the goal.” Yuma smiles. 

“And if I don't?” 

“We throw you off a roof,” Hiroto says. Dai immediately smacks the back of his head again. 


Dai looks at Izuku and lightly chuckles. “Nah, you just have to treat us to dinner. We are gonna 
train you no matter, so we just want to see what you can do.” 


Okay... this is a weird way of joining a group. 
He shrugs, what’s the worst that could happen? 
Yuma tosses the gun at Izuku and walks back over. 


This will be fun. Right? 


This is not fun. This is so not fun. 


Izuku is currently running down one of the halls of the building, gripping the gun in his hands like 
a lifeline. Everyone disappeared, making Izuku very nervous. These people are vigilantes, more so, 
they have evaded the police for a very long time. He can’t underestimate them. 


The base is fucking huge. For it being hidden and underground, it's very large. Izuku feels like he’s 
getting lost just running around the halls. Jesus Christ this is insane. 


Something taps his shoulder. 


Almost tripping on his feet, he spins around aiming his gun. But, nothing is there. Another tap. He 
turns around briskly to only repeat the process. Nothing. It’s like a ghost is trying to screw with 
him. 


Something sideswipes him, landing him on his back with a bang. The gun almost falls from his 
hands as he slams against the ground. Groaning, he looks up and finds Yue standing over him with 
a fanged smile. Shooting a middle finger up, she spins around on her heels and runs down the hall. 
Cheeky bastard. 


I thought she just handled med stuff? ? 


With a huff, he stands up and takes off after her. Yue turns the corner, Izuku does the same. But, 
she disappeared. This place is a fucking maze. 


Panting, he continues to make his way down the halls- his body is not agreeing to the sudden 


amount of exercise. Running through the hall, something grabs his ankle and yanks. He flies 
forward like superman and scorpions into the ground, almost breaking his back in the process. 
Izuku’s ribs scream from the impact and he yelps. He wasn’t paying attention enough to the rooms 
he passed apparently. Flipping around and grabbing the gun from the ground, he finds a tail 
wrapped around his ankle. It slithers from his skin and Izuku looks up to find Hiroto standing there 
with a shit-eating grin like Yue’s. 


Izuku points his gun and shoots. Bright green balls blast from the barrel of the gun with a bang. 
Hiroto jumps towards the wall, sprouting reptilian claws from both hands and feet. He clings to the 
wall like a gecko and laughs, tail swishing behind him in a taunt. God that quirk is so cool. 


Izuku shoots again, missing. Hiroto jumps from the wall and spins his body towards Izuku, 
smacking the gun from his hands with a spined tail. 


“Catch me if you can!” Hiroto yells, turning around and running in the opposite direction. 
Izuku groans in frustration and grabs the gun sprawled on the ground across from him. 
Hiroto is fast . Izuku isn’t able to keep up and loses him shortly. 


From all the twists and turns, he finds his way back to the training room. He kicks the door and 
points the gun in preparation, a finger hovers over the trigger nervously. He can feel his heart in his 
throat as he walks into the room farther. He didn’t sign up for this bull shit. 


“Ah shit, you found me!” Yuma jumps out from behind a weight stand. Izuku immediately points 
his gun at Yuma and shoots. 


Yuma leaps to the side, barely avoiding the ball of paint. Green splatters against the wall behind 

her as she vaults herself over a bench. She rolls onto the ground closer to Izuku and he shoots again, 
leading Yuma to dodge and grab the bar of a pull up stand. She swings her legs onto the bar and 
dangles upside down. 


“Come on you can do better than that!” She yells, sticking her tongue out in a teasing manner. 


Izuku growls and shoots at Yuma. She swings her body to the side in a dodge and unhooks her 
legs. Flipping to the ground, she smiles. 


“Puck!” Izuku yells in frustration. These guys are insane. 


Izuku points his gun at Yuma but hesitates when her smile deepens, pointing a finger at something 
behind him. Whirling around, the barrel of the gun points at Dai. 


“Sup kid.” Dai waves, before gracefully performing a wheel kick onto the gun in his hands. It 
smacks against the wall with a crack, the force of it leaving his hands was so abrupt it stung. Izuku 
backs up, startled. 


““Wha-” 


Dai quickly moves towards Izuku. In a panic, he swings a fist. That was a mistake. Dai grabs his 
fits and throws her legs upward, hooking them around his neck and flipping him to the ground. His 
throat is tight as her legs squeeze around his neck, pulling an arm to the side and trapping him 
completely in her grasp. It happened so fast, Izuku barely registers that he is on the ground. He 
tries to breathe but it’s hard as his airways are constricted more. He squeaks and taps her leg 
desperately. 


Chuckling she lets her grasp slip, releasing him. 
Izuku rubs his throat and huffs. “How did-” 


“Nice try kid, looks like you owe us dinner,” Dai says with a smug smile, standing and offering 
him a hand. 


Taking her hand, Izuku is lifted to his feet. Everything hurts. 
Hiroto and Yue run into the training room, panting with smiles on their faces. 
“Damn it,” Izuku curses, rubbing his head in a combination of frustration and pain. 


Dai snorts. “Don’t feel bad, when Yuma joined she was taken down in three minutes,” She says, 
pointing a thumb at Yuma. 


Yuma gasps at the comment. “Oi! We don't talk about that!” 


Izuku sighs tiredly and makes his way over to a bench. He sits down with a groan, feeling all of the 
muscles in his body scream. His throat is still recovering. 


“What exactly was the point of this?” Izuku asks, looking at the four vigilantes. 
“Tt’s a little bit of fun,” Yuma shrugs, retrieving the paintball gun that’s sprawled on the ground. 
Izuku rolls his eyes. “Fun? I can’t feel my legs.” 


Dai chuckles and walks closer to Izuku. “We wanted to show you what you are going to learn from 
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us. 
Izuku cocks an eyebrow up. “By beating the shit out of me?” 
“Precisely!” Hiroto chirps in. Dai side-eyes him for the comment. 


“What did you see when you encountered each of us?” Dai asks, raising a hand to point to 
everyone. 


Izuku thinks for a moment. Everyone used different techniques to take him down, varying in the 
quirk control and fast movements. 


“Uh, Yue snuck up on me somehow, Hiroto used his quirk to disarm me,” Izuku pauses, getting 
nods from the two he just named. “Yuma did some sort of parkour? And Dai just kicked my ass 
so...” Hiroto snorts at that. 


Dai crosses her arms and pops her hip out slightly. “Pretty much yeah. Minus Hiroto, did you 
notice that we didn’t use quirks?” she asks. 


Izuku nods. 
“Quirks aren’t everything. It's also the skills you learn.” Dai affirms. 
“So...” Izuku pauses, tapping a finger on his chin. 


“Quirk control, the art of silent moving, agility, parkour, and martial arts,” Dai lists. “Those are our 
skills, and we are going to teach you them.” 


That makes sense. He knows a lot of heroes that use martial arts as well as other skills that improve 
their efficiency. It’s a smart concept to think about early. 


“Alright...” 


“You're still aiming for Yuuei, right Midoriya?” Yuma chimes in. Getting everyone to perk up at 
the question. 


“T am yes,” Izuku answers. 


“Then we have a goal.” Dai this time. She uncrosses her arms and places one of her hands on her 
hip. 


“Through the next ten months, we will train you hard and long. When the time comes for the 
entrance exam,” she pauses, grabbing the paintball gun from Yuma. “We will play this game 
again, to see how far you have come.” She points the gun at Izuku, the scar on her face creasing 
with a smirk. 


Izuku’s back straightens, feeling a smile appear on his own face. 
Let’s do this... 
He stands, looking Dai in the eye intensely and eagerly. 


“Alright, what do you guys want for dinner?” 


They ended up choosing fast food. Honestly, Izuku expected the four of them to pick the most 
expensive restaurant in the vicinity. But no, they wanted burgers and fries. Izuku isn’t really 
complaining, it's been a while since he’s done this with anyone- the only person that wanted to take 
him out was his own mother. 


Izuku had to walk in and grab the food, they wouldn’t explain why, but apparently, they were 
kicked out of this restaurant in particular for some reason. They chose to sit on one of the rooftops 
and eat, looking down at the busy streets and bright lights of the alive city. It adds a change in 
scenery. The sky changes, bringing bright oranges and reds instead of blue. It’s pretty watching it. 


Hiroto takes his mask off and unwraps his burger, taking a big bite. Chewing, he looks at Izuku, 
who is currently trying to open his own food now. 


“T’ve never really done this before,” Izuku says, finally peeling the wrapping off of his food. 
Hiroto swallows. “What? Eat food on a roof?” 
Yue takes a sip of her drink, looking at the two. 


Izuku shakes his head and takes a bite. “I’ve never really hung out with anyone before,” he 
clarifies. He feels the stress of soreness in his arms as he holds his burger in his hands. They really 
beat the shit out of him earlier, and already he feels the aftermath. 


“Don’t you have friends? I can’t imagine that you don’t,” Yuma chirps, shoving a mouthful of 
greasy fries into her mouth. 


“Nah.” Izuku looks down at the streets. ““No one wanted to associate themselves with the useless 


weirdo with glowing green eyes.” Izuku shrugs and takes another bite. 


It’s silent for a moment. Izuku hears someone seat themselves next to him. He turns his head and 
Dai is sitting there cross-legged, eating her burger nonchalantly. 


“That’s stupid,” Yuma argues. 
“T did have a friend for a while.” 
Dai turns her head. Everyone looks at him, holding their food. 


“We were kids though. As I said, no one wanted to be friends with someone that looked like me.” 
He thinks of Bakugou. The blonde really was his best friend for a while, but unfortunately, 
Bakugou let society's standards lead him and his decisions. He’s done putting in the energy to care 
anymore for Bakugou, there’s no point if he gets treated like dog shit. “I haven’t really had one 
since then.” He shrugs again. 


Yuma shoves the rest of her fries into her mouth like a chipmunk. “Well you’ve got us now!” she 
tries to say with the food in her mouth. Dai wraps an arm around Izuku and squeezes him close. 
She rubs his arm in a motherly fashion and then let's go. It’s probably her way of giving a quick 
sign of comfort. It makes Izuku feel warmth in his heart. 


“Wait!” Yuma yells, “So that means you’ ve never had a slumber party before??” It’s almost 
comical how childlike Yuma is. 


“Nope,” Izuku answers, shaking his head. “My first sleepover besides when I was like five was 
with you.” 


“OK yeah, that's depressing.” Yuma is practically deadpan saying that. “That just means we gotta 
have one tonight!” Yuma looks at Dai, almost like she's asking for permission. 


Dai shrugs. “As long as Midoriya gets permission from his mom.” 
Izuku nods, smiling as he takes a final bite of his burger, crumbling the paper in his hands. 


“Yessss!” Yuma shoots her arms up triumphantly. Dai stands, getting everyone else to follow with 
the same action. Yue holds her drink in one hand, almost empty. 


Yuma steps a tiny bit closer to Hiroto. “First one back to base doesn’t have to do dishes tomorrow!” 
In one motion, Yuma extends her arm out and shoves Hiroto off the roof. Arms flailing, he flies 
back and drops down. 


Izuku slaps a hand over his mouth, but everyone else just starts laughing. There’s a crashing sound 
like he landed in a dumpster. Silence. 


“FUCK YOU!” It’s so loud it literally echoes. 
Izuku laughs at that. 
Dai grabs Izuku’s arm and drags him, running across the roof. 


He hears a grunt and glances back. Hiroto is climbing up the wall with his reptilian claws. He 
almost pulls himself up all the way when Yue chucks her cup at his face. The lid pops off spraying 
ice everywhere. He lets go of the roof and drops back down. 


Izuku laughs harder, making it difficult to run. 


Hiroto crashes in the same spot judging by the sound. 
“DAMN IT!” 


Yue grins like she’s proud of herself, and follows behind Izuku. 


Izuku lays on the couch face down, texting his mom to let her know that he won't be home tonight. 
There are blankets and pillows all over the common room, forming into a sort of comfy moshpit of 
bedding. A small mug with a spoon is perched on the floor next to him. They all decided to have 
some ice cream after they made it back, so Dai dished up some of the cold treat for everyone. 


“WOO {72 


Izuku turns his head slightly to find Yuma in the air above him. He doesn’t have time to make an 
escape. She lands on top of him harshly, making Izuku groan in pain as his face smashes into the 
corner of the couch. He almost bites the fabric from the force. 


She starts laughing and he can’t help but join, her laugh is just contagious. Yuma really does act 
like the sister he never had. 


“Hey Yuma, think fast!’ He feels her head lift from his shoulder blades to look up at who’s calling 
her. Izuku does the same to see what it is. IZuku sees something white flying towards him and he 
quickly buries his face on the couch. 


Yuma didn’t think fast. With a splat, whatever was thrown smacks against Yuma’s face. He looks 
back and finds Yuma’s face covered in whipped cream. He starts giggling at her misfortune and 
she growls. Wiping it off her face, she smashes some of the food onto his face. Yeah, he deserved 
that. He shoves her off his back, causing her to yelp and fall onto the ground. 


He hears Hiroto start laughing. He must have been the one that launched the whipped cream at the 
two. Yuma looks at Hiroto and reaches for one of the pillows on the ground. Standing to her knees 
she hucks the pillow at Hiroto. 


Hiroto dodges and lets it smack against the wall. Picking it up, he returns it back to the sender. 
Yuma catches the pillow and Izuku watches as she fully stands to her feet. Hiroto runs into the 
kitchen where Dai is, ducking behind the counter. The pillow flies into the kitchen and towards 
Dai, she sidesteps easily. She’s putting ice cream in a mug as Hiroto jumps up and throws the 
pillow back, only his aim is really bad this time. The pillow smacks into Izuku’s face, practically 
taking the whipped cream with it. 


The pillow plops on the couch, getting Izuku to smile and grab it. He stands up and throws it at 
Yuma, the smile deepening on his face. Yuma throws it at Hiroto again with whipped cream still 
on her face. Dai moves to the side, spraying whipped cream into the cup. The pillow hits Hiroto 
with so much force he lets out a screech and flails backward into the wall. 


Dai grabs her cup and walks to the couch. Hiroto throws the pillow at Dai while she has her back 
turned but she ducks. The pillow slams against Izuku instead. Dai sits on the couch where Izuku 
was, holding her ice cream mug. Hiroto makes his way in front of the counter and throws the 
pillow back at Dai and she catches it with her free hand. 


“That wasn’t me,” Hiroto says, panicking. 


Dai smiles and puts her mug on the floor. Hiroto and Yuma scatter like rats as Dai gets ready to 
throw the pillow. Dai throws it, causing Yuma to vault herself over the leather chair and Hiroto to 


Superman over the counter. The pillow smacks Hiroto on the ass and he screams. His feet get 
caught on the edge of the table and he flies to the ground clumsily. Something crashes as if he 
landed on pots and pans. Izuku just stands laughing at the chaos. He wraps an arm around his belly 
as he hunches over slightly. 


Yue walks into the room incredibly confused. Her black eyes stare at Izuku, practically saying “I 
was gone five minutes what the fuck happened?” That only makes Izuku cackle harder. 


Dai chuckles and reaches back down for her mug. She walks to the blankets on the ground and 
makes herself comfortable in a seated position. Yuma climbs from behind the couch and grabs 
another pillow. Raising the pillow overhead- preparing to land a career-ending blow on Dai’s 
skull- when another pillow smacks onto Yuma’s head and she flies to the side. The thrown off 
balance causes her to land on the ground. Yue snickers, making it obvious that it came from her. 


“Son of a bitch!” Yuma yells as she rubs her head. Izuku looks at her and continues to laugh. His 
stomach is starting to hurt. Yuma frowns and reaches for one of his legs, pulling towards her. Like 
a rug was pulled from under him, Izuku slips and falls on his back. There are a couple of blankets 
that cushioned his fall but he still groans from the impact. His laughing dies down as he lays. 


Hiroto and Yue make their way over to the blankets and sit, joining Izuku and the other two 
already seated. 


“Man you’re bad at pillow fights kid,” Yuma says. Izuku immediately grabs the pillow next to him 
and smacks her on the face. 


“Are you guys always like this?” Izuku asks, moving his hands to his stomach. He stares at the 
ceiling with tired eyes. 


“What? Are we always so amazing?” Yuma says as she removes the pillow from her face. 
Izuku snorts and rolls his eyes. “No, are you guys always so positive?” 


“Nah,” Hiroto says, “but it’s always nice to let loose sometimes.” He flops onto his back, putting 
his arms behind his head. “We are in this together, after all, it would be depressing if all we did 
was wallow in self-pity.” 


Izuku hums in agreement. It makes sense, he wishes he was able to be positive before meeting 
these people. All he really did was wallow in his sadness. 


Yue lays down too, followed by Dai. She sets her mug on the ground momentarily, sighing as she 
puts her hand on her stomach. 


“Thank you,” Izuku blurts. Dai turns her head to look at Izuku, brow raised. 

“You sure do say thank you a lot dude,” Yuma says with a slight chuckle in her voice. 
“T mean it though.” 

Dai smiles softly. 


Izuku brushes a hand through his hair and sighs. He smiles at the ceiling, feeling an emotion that 
he doesn’t know well. Happiness. 


“T haven't had this much fun in years..” 


Chapter End Notes 


School is going to be the goddamn death of me I swear to god. Pre Calc can suck my 
DICK 


If everyone here is in school how is everything going for you? Are you guys doing ok 
in online? Times are rough rn, I understand that a lot. It's my senior year and I feel like 
my brain is decomposing. At least I get the first wave of the COVID vaccine because I 
work with old people. There really are some plus sides to working in hell 2.0 I guess. 


Anyway, stay safe everyone! 


Loser 


Chapter Summary 


Eraserhead runs into a little...or big problem. It may be more difficult to capture the 
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“Cerberus? Really ?” 


Shouta says on the phone. He’s standing on the ledge of a roof, participating in yet another patrol 
to find the wolf. Apparently, they decided to name it after a month of calling it ‘the wolf’, and they 
went with Cerberus. Are they joking? It doesn’t even have three heads- 


“Tt’s the best they could come up with..” Detective Tsukauchi says on the other end. 

Shouta snorts. They really could have been more creative, but oh well, Cerberus it is. 
“Got anything today?” Tsukauchi asks. 

Shouta exhales. “The answer is the same as it was for the past few weeks. Nothing.” 


Shouta’s leads have been dry as ever, and no matter where he looks he can’t seem to spot anything. 
Some people have supposedly spotted it, but it’s never actively doing anything. There is something 
weird going on, and it makes Shouta’s brain hurt. 


“Well..as always, let me know if anything comes to your eye,” Tsukauchi says. 
“Of course.” 


The call goes blank. Shouta shoves his phone in his pouch and continues to scan the quiet streets. 
The many street lights illuminate the streets, causing the streets to glow yellow. Typically it’s alive 
with crowds and late-night shopping, but all things considered, people are still paranoid. He 
doesn’t blame them, it’s right to be on edge. 


His phone buzzes again. Confused, he digs it out of his pouch and answers it. 


“Hello?” 


“Hey, me again, I just got word that Cerberus was sighted moving fast near Hosu General 
Hospital.” That was quick. Tsukauchi sounds out of breath like he just ran across the station at high 
speed. 


“Got it,” Shouta says, ending the call. He turns in the direction of the location and runs. Shouta 
hopes he can make it in time, there's no telling what it’s doing there. 


Hosu isn’t far from where he is, fortunately for him. 


Shouta moves fast, thumping his feet on the rooftops and flinging across the buildings in smooth 
swoops. Until there it is. The hospital, but no Cerberus. 


The wind is cold, blowing his hair over his goggled eyes. He lands on the pavement in front of the 
hospital, observing the quiet streets. Dim street lights barely light up the area, making it difficult to 
look around. He might have been too late, Cerberus is massive after all, who knows how fast it can 
run. 


Panting snags his attention. It sounds of something like a tired dog running, breathing harshly out 
of its mouth, tongue sticking out wet and sticky. Nails clack on the cement, grabbing Shouta’s head 
and turning it to the sound. 


Something hot and glistering is flying towards Shouta at a speed he can barely register. With a 
gasp, he throws his scarf up and grabs a nearby lamp post. He dodges the light, but right as he 
starts to grapple himself up, something sharp slices his calf. A pained wince escapes his lips and he 
looks down. 


“Surrender yourself you beast!” A deep voice booms, sounding all too familiar. 


Shouta makes eye contact with burning blue irises and annoyingly bright flame. Angry and 
persistent. God damn it. 


“Endeavor? What is the meaning of this?” Shouta vocalizes. He feels hot liquid on his leg soak 
through his pant leg and boot. Lovely. 


Endeavor turns to his name, flames moving with his body movement. They are far more brilliant in 
the bleak lighting. 


“I’m trying to catch this monster you’ ve failed to capture, what does it look like ’'m doing?!” 
Endeavor yells, holding a flame in his hand, readying for an attack. 


Shouta turns his head and sees Cerbeus moving fast down the road. He notices blood staining one 
of the sharp vertebrae. It must be responsible for the gash on Shouta’s leg.. Because of the misfired 
flame, Shouta was too distracted to notice it apparently. 


Its movements are panicked, as all the other times he has seen it. It seems to be running from the 
hero. Someone is gripping onto one of its bones, like a passenger to the wolf. That's..odd. They are 
small, almost frail like gripping onto the side of the wolf for dear life. 


He unhooks his scarf and lands- roughly- on the ground. With a grunt, he looks down to see 
dribbles of blood from his leg. 


Endeavor runs past him, trying to catch up to Cerberus. Shouta pushes past the pain in his leg and 
follows behind the hero. He can feel the squishing of blood in his boot the more he runs. Soggy 
and uncomfortable. 


“Who’s attached to it?” Shouta asks as he catches up. 
“How am I supposed to know?” 
Fucking prick... 


Shouta catches up to Endeavor, now running next to him as best as he can. His leg hurts like a bitch 
but it's nothing he hasn’t dealt with before. 


“Goddamn bastard...” Endeavor mumbles as he runs faster. Cerberus only continues to run down 
the road, trying to avoid him and Endeavor at all costs. Shouta notices the train station down the 
road, growing closer as they run. The lights and signs of the tracks ahead begin to flash, warning 
for an upcoming train. 


Shouta winces through each step behind Endeavor, his leg really got fucked up. 


“We can corner it at the station!” Shouta yells. He doesn’t like to work with other heroes, 
especially someone with a status like Endeavor, but he doesn’t really have a choice in this. 


““We?!’ How do you expect to help with this?!” Endeavor glances at Shouta with a disgusted look 
on his face. Goddamn stereotypical- 


Shouta growls at the comment, man the guy’s a walking douche.. 
“Just cooperate!” 
He can hear Endeavor tsk in an argument, but the man turns his head and continues after Cerberus. 


The train appears from the corner, and Cerberus isn’t slowing down. The horn blares loudly, 
accompanying the clicks of wheels on metal. 


“Oh no you don't!” Endeavor sends a concentration of flame below him, blasting off in the air 
towards Cerberus. With new speeds, he catches up to Cerberus and its passenger. 


Radioactive green, shocked eyes turn and look at Endeavor. Endeavor declines and rolls on the 
ground with a huff. Cerberus attempts to leap over the train, but midair Endeavor grabs its tail and 
throws it to the side violently. There was so much force in the throw that Shouta could see 
Cerberus’s neck almost snap from the motion. 


With a crash, glass shatters, and concrete cracks. Endeavor threw it into the side of the building to 
their right. Shouta can see a hand sticking out from underneath the beast. Cerberus must have 
crushed whoever was attached to it. 


Cerberus wines with panic in its voice as it weakly rises slightly. Acid pools out of its mouth and 
eyes, sizzling onto the ground. Endeavor approaches it, causing Cerberus to growl angrily. Teeth 
bare and acid spills faster. It goes to bite the hero out of defense, but a hand clasps over its muzzle, 
clamping its mouth shut. 


Shouta gets closer to it, feeling quite useless in the situation. It seems Endeavor has this handled. 
As he gets closer he notices a scar sliced across its eye, reminding him of when it was shot twice. 


Cerberus’s body moves to try and escape Endeavor's death grip on its face. Shouta sees its legs 
shaking, body hovering as it leans against the ruined building. The person he thought was crushed, 
is safely under Cerberus. It’s protecting them. 


It growls louder and louder the longer Endeavor holds it. It sounds and looks like a protective dog 
with its owner. Spines start to puff and shake in irritation. Shouta needs to de-escalate this before 
Endeavor either loses an arm or the person under Cerberus gets injured. With a flash of his power, 
Shouta erases Endeavor’s and Cerberus’s quirk as quickly as he can. Endeavor’s flames are 
extinguished, getting a pissed look in response to the action. He still holds Cerberus’s same mouth 
closed though. That’s not right, Cerberus should.. No that can’t be a mutation. Is it more animal 
DNA than human? Or is it a beast? 


Something shakes the ground as if a heavy object dropped behind him. He turns, keeping his eyes 
open. It’s hairy and lanky. Oh god- 


A claw swipes at Shouta and he jumps to the side. He blinks. Endeavor lets go of Cerberus once 
his familiar flames return to his body, fluttering and smoking. He turns to let a blast go at the beast 
that decided to accompany them. The animal dodges and canters awkwardly around them, reaching 
Cerberus’s side, teeth bared. Shouta gets a better look at it and..is that.. Jinrou?? Shouta moves to a 
ready position, grabbing his scarf. He’s had a couple of run-ins with Jinrou, and he knows this 
power can’t be erased. A quirk that caused shared DNA with a wolf. She is a complicated one. 
Maybe Cerberus is similar.. 


She nudges Cerberus with a bony elbow, red glowing eyes penetrating Shouta’s skull with 
annoyance. Cerberus looks at Shouta before lifting its body more. Endeavor attempts to run 
towards the two but Jinrou crouches and spins her body. With a crack, she lands a harsh blow on 
the hero with her leg, sending him flying. 


Shouta watches as Endeavor slams against a light post, denting it to a degree where it almost 
breaks. Shouta prepares to launch his scarf at Jinrou but she doesn’t move. She doesn’t attack 
Shouta. 


Leaning down, she helps Cerberus to its feet instead. Endeavor grunts and slowly raises to his feet, 
getting a glare from Jinrou in response. Her bright eyes put chills down Shouta’s spine. Cerberus 
stands to its feet fully, taller than Jinrou by a foot at least. 


Shouta glances at the ground and finds a little girl on the ground under Cerberus. It seems she 
passed out. Blonde tangled hair covers her face messily like it hasn’t been brushed in weeks. Her 
chest rises and falls steadily, calming Shouta’s heart slightly. 


Cerberus moves from on top of her, getting lead by Jinrou to the side. It points its nose at Shouta 
and then at the girl like it wants him to help her. Big green eyes practically beg. Endeavor shoots a 
flame at the two with a yell. Cerberus dodges and Jinrou runs, dragging Cerberus with her. Sharp 
nails scrape on the asphalt as they speed past Shouta and Endeavor, turning into a nearby alley. 


Endeavor hounds them down and Shouta almost follows when he hears the little girl exhale loudly. 
He stops and turns, walking towards her. He crouches to check for injuries, placing a gentle hand 
on her arm. She’s a little beat up, most likely from the harsh blow Endeavor gave. Other than that, 
she is ok, just unconscious. 


“DAMN IT!” Shouta hears Endeavor scream. It doesn’t sound like something he would yell if he 
were in a tough fight, it sounds like he lost them. 
“You say Cerberus was carrying her?” 


Detective Tsukauchi looks at Shouta while holding a notepad and pen-like he’s trying to 
understand the situation that just happened. Police officers flood the train station, slapping police 


tape on any surface that will allow. An ambulance’s lights flash, making everything glow red and 
blue brilliantly. 


“She was clinging onto Cerberus as it ran. We weren't aware of who it was because she’s so small. 
And when Endeavor threw it, the girl was knocked unconscious it seems,” Shouta answers, 
brushing a hand through his hair. “Who is the girl anyway? Some kind of hostage?” 


Tsukauchi sighs and shakes his head. 


“The girl's name is Hina Ito, she’s seven. And she was on our missing person list for the past four 
weeks .” 


Shouta feels like he got slapped on the face with a cold hand. He looks to the side, finding the little 
girl sitting on the edge of an ambulance. She clutches to a juice pouch like it's a life line, staring 
forward. One of the EMTs wraps a little blanket around her to soothe the overwhelming emotions. 
She looks tired. 


“What?” Shouta asks, swallowing the shock down his esophagus. “Was Cerberus involved with 
her capture?” 


Another shake of the head. Tsukauchi scribbles something on his notepad and glances at the 
broken glass on the ground. 


“T couldn’t ask her much because she’s still in shock, but from what she told me, it seems Cerberus 
is the one that helped her.” 


“You’re saying Cerberus and Jinrou are the ones responsible for her rescue?” Shouta asks. 
A nod this time. 


“The big doggies were so nice to me, they saved me from the bad man that took me from my 
mommy’ is the exact wording if you needed that.” Tsukauchi taps his pen on his notepad. “There 
was a small note in her pocket with an address, it must be where her kidnapper is.” 


Shouta hums. “I guess we can confirm Cerberus is working with vigilantes..” 


“Tt doesn’t matter if Cerberus did a good thing today. It’s highly dangerous and still responsible for 
a death, not to mention it’s involved with the Oni,” the detective pauses, “we need to catch it, and 
soon.” 


Shouta nods, looking at the crime scene once more with dry eyes. Cerberus really was protecting 
that girl..huh. Interesting. 


Oh for the love of God. 


Shouta got a call at the ass crack of dawn, alerting him that Cerberus is at Dagobah beach. He just 
finished his patrol too. An odd location choice for a creature in hiding, but he doesn’t question it. 


Leaping roof to roof quickly, he makes it to the beach. Thankfully for him, the beach wasn’t far 
from where he stood. Wrapping his scarf around a nearby lamppost, he swings to the ground, 
landing quietly. The breeze of the ocean burns his already dry eyes as he walks, and the stench of 
garbage and pollution blinds his senses. 


Something inhuman grunts. 


Walking over by the concrete staircase, he peers over the metal railing. The beach is filthy; it’s 
really unfortunate people let it get this bad. Some of the trash is on the sidewalk next to him, 
causing him to raise an eyebrow. Fur moves in the breeze, making his head snap to the side. 


He can’t see much through the dense forest of trash on the sand, but something is moving. The 
sound of metal screeching and crunching pierces his eardrums. Turning his head, the wind blows 
long black hair into his face. Swiping it to the side, something very large is suddenly next to him. 
Shouta usually can sense when something is trying to sneak up on him, but this really startled him. 
It came out of nowhere. 


His eyes meet with Cerberus, having to strain his neck to look up to its face. It’s just standing there, 
spines rattling in the wind. The darkness of the sky makes its eyes glow terrifyingly green. There is 
something in its mouth, like a dog holding a big bone. Only, it looks like a large rusty fridge. 
Uncharacteristically, Shouta hesitates. He moves to activate his quirk but remembers he can’t. Well 
great, he’s practically useless. 


He grabs his scarf but stops when the fridge is dropped from the maw of the wolf. Slamming 
against the concrete in the pile of garbage already piling up. 


It doesn’t move to attack Shouta, it just stares at him. He swallows a lump in his throat before 
Cerberus turns around. He feels useless looking at the thing. 


“Hey!” Shouta yells, causing it to turn it’s head slightly. Shouta’s grip on his scarf grows tight. 
“You need to come with me.” 


It closes its eyes and lets out a rough sigh like it's tired of hearing that. 


It hops over the staircase and onto the beach, sand shooting up from its heavy landing. It is calm 
and not worried whatsoever of Shouta’s presence. Odd. It seems like a completely different animal 
from weeks ago. 


Shouta watches it trot around the beach, pushing pieces of trash with its snout into a concentrated 
pile. Metal clangs and claws scrape through sand, he doesn’t really know what he’s looking at right 
now. Opening its mouth wide, it chomps onto the small collection of trash, picking it up. It walks 
back over to the staircase and leaps next to Shouta once again, dropping the trash. 


Is it cleaning the beach? 
Once again, it turns and jumps back into the sand. 


Shouta watches it do this at least four more times. Dropping trash on the sidewalk, leaping into the 
sand, collecting more trash. But, the last ttme Cerberus drops a piece of heavy metal on the ground, 
it unexpectedly turns around and full-on runs across the road. Startled, Shouta grabs his scarf and 
chases after it. If it were any other criminal, he would have caught them the second he laid eyes on 
them. But, this is different. Right when he came so close to such a large animal, he felt like he 
couldn’t do anything but watch. 


Running across the street, he tails Cerberus as it books it. He regrets not detaining it sooner, 
because he really doesn’t know what it’s aiming to do. It takes a sharp turn into an alley, nails 
scratching against the ground. He follows, but right as he turns, the wolf climbs up the back wall of 
the dead end. It reaches the roof and turns its head, staring at Shouta. 


It blinks, before turning around and disappearing down the rooftops. 


Fuck . 


Shouta is getting frustrated. 


He’s punching himself for not capturing Cerberus around three months back because no matter 
how many times he checks the beach or the city, it finds a way to leave before he can snatch it. 
Trash piles higher on the concrete by the sand, but every time he reaches the beach, there is no one 
to be found. The wolf is smart, which is very concerning. 


The past months have been strange. Its behavior is bizarre, making Shouta raise a brow in 
confusion. It's been seen running around the city, more so around criminal activity, but it never is 
the one actively doing damage. Criminals that are turned in say it just stood and watched , as 
another force took them down. Like some scavenger waiting for an animal to drop dead. Missing 
children are found more frequently, having things to say about a big ‘doggy’ saving them. 


Just once more, he decides to check the beach. It's his only lead for the night since no one has 
reported anything. 


Shouta’s feet touch concrete sprinkled with sand as he looks out at the water. He can actually kind 
of see the ocean now. He hears a sigh and moves his gaze to the sand. Well, there it is. 


Cerberus is just laying down, staring at the ocean. The moonlight illuminates its spines and bones 
as the wind blows. It is sitting there quietly, observing the slow waves. 


Shouta walks down the stairs, entering thick sand. He hates sand with all his being. He hates it. 
With a quiet tsk, he makes his way towards Cerberus, cursing internally. The wolf turns its head at 
the sound of sand crunching. Its eyes look tired. He can see a scar sliced across its eye, faint but 
visible. 


Shouta says nothing, he just walks closer. Cerberus does nothing, it just moves it’s head back to the 
water like it knows Shouta wouldn’t hurt it. 


Shouta moves next to it, feeling tiny compared to its large body. He clears his throat awkwardly, 
but Cerberus stays focused on the water. Shouta can feel the sand already entering his boots, 
irritating him slightly. 


“You need to comply to arrest, Cerberus.” 
It doesn’t respond. 


Shouta opens his mouth but is interrupted by a tender how]; echoing and bellowing through the 
quiet parts of the city. It sounds like a wolf call. Jinrou. 


Cerberus perks its ears up. Raising its head upward, it points its nose at the moon, parting its lips to 
let out a response. Shouta expects something like its normal gurgling ugly screech- ear piercing and 
awful. 


The howl that is pushed out of Cerberus’s throat is soft. It’s loud, repeating the same echo effect at 
the last one. But, it blissfully thumps through his eardrums, like a song. 


Cerberus lowers its head and raises to its feet. Sand sticks to its fur like burrs. Glancing at Shouta, 
it turns and runs towards the direction of the howl. 


Shouta doesn’t follow. 


Shouta has “caught” Cerberus at Takoba beach more. Once a week, it lays in the sand. It seems 
like it's letting Shouta find it now. Ever so often, the beach grows a tiny bit clearer, and the wolf 
lays in the sand. He still isn’t sure why the wolf is cleaning the beach in the first place, it puzzles 
him. But, he can’t complain, it’s nice to see the water for once. 


Shouta stomps through the sand once again. He really needs better shoes for this. He can see 
Cerberus’s ears twitch from the sound, but it keeps its head forward. It's extremely early in the 
morning. No one is out, making everything feel still and quiet and the only sounds are the sand 
crunching and the waves splashing. 


‘‘Why are you here?” 


Cerberus speaks. The sudden question catches Shouta off guard slightly and he almost chokes on 
air. Its speech is clearer than the last time he heard it speak through a phone months ago, still 
sounding deep and monstrous, but there is clarity. 


Shouta opens his mouth but is cut off. 
‘Supposed to capture me, so why? Why do you do nothing?” 


It sounds conflicted, almost confused at Shouta’s actions. To be fair so is Shouta. He doesn’t really 
know why he hasn’t yet. He is incredibly frustrated that he hasn’t caught Cerberus yet, but every 
time he comes in contact with it, he can’t. He hesitates. A part of him wants to understand Cerberus 
more than capture it. Why can't he erase its quirk, why it attacked the sludge villain, why it all of a 
sudden is helping, why it is just sitting there. It frustrates him more that he doesn’t know. 


“T don’t know,” Shouta says with a sigh. He looks at Cerberus, blinking under his goggles. He lifts 
them off his face, letting them hang around his neck. 


Cerberus huffs, sounding like a half-laugh. 


Shouta sighs and shoves down all the hatred he has for the beach, and he sits. Pants meeting dry 
sand, he finds himself next to the wolf. He wraps an arm around his knee, pulling it to his chest and 
letting the other lay limply on the ground, relaxed. Cerberus glances at him. 


They stay silent, staring at the ocean together. Waves come close to them, rising and falling into 
the deep darkness. 


Shouta breaks the silence. 
“Who are you Cerberus?” 
Cerberus is silent. Shortly after, it rises to its feet, making Shouta feel extremely small. 


It runs off. 


“Cerberus, wait. Let me speak to you.” 
Cerberus is about ready to take off running again from the beach, but Shouta stops it. 


“T don’t intend on hurting you.” He pauses, walking closer to the wolf. “I just want to understand 


you,” Shouta says softly, with his scratchy deep voice. 


It sighs, going into a seated position. Its tail swishes impatiently as Shouta moves closer to it. He 
no longer feels on edge and indecisive around the wolf, oddly enough. 


“Please,” Shouta pauses, looking at the green eyes of Cerberus. “Things will only get worse for 
you if you don’t explain.” 


Cerberus blinks, staying in its seated position. Good, it seems it’s going to listen. For once it isn’t 
disinclined to stay. 


Cerberus looks down at Shouta, towering over him as always. It waits for Shouta to speak. 
“Why are you cleaning this beach?” He decides to start with something small. 

Cerberus looks at the pile of junk on the concrete above them, and then back at Shouta. 
“Wanted to help.” It says, deep and short. It averts its gaze from Shouta, looking irritated. 
“Why?” 

No response, it just blinks. Stubborn... 

Ok.. new question. 


“Ts this..a quirk?” Shouta points to Cerberus’s body with his index finger slightly. “More 
specifically were you born with this quirk?” 


Cerberus returns its gaze to Shouta. 
It takes a deep breath, nostrils flaring outward from the action. ‘‘Wasn’t always like this.” 
“Quirk experimentation?” Shouta asks without thinking. 


Cerberus shakes its head immediately, a shocked look on its face emerges like it doesn’t know why 
he asked that. 


“JT had a weak quirk when I was five till most of my life. A stressful event caused my quirk to 
fully manifest.” 


It taps a nail against the sand impatiently. 

“So, that's technically a transformative form?” 

Cerberus nods hesitantly. 

Ok...if it really isn’t a full mutation, then how is he unable to erase it..this doesn't make sense. 
Shouta taps the side of his chin a couple of times before opening his mouth. 


‘Why is my quirk of interest to you?’ Cerberus snarks. It sounds revolted by the mention of its 
own power. 


“T can’t erase it.” 


Cerberus’s body completely freezes. 


“Mutations I can’t erase, but you..you don’t have one.” 
Cerberus’s lip curls in annoyance at his accusation. 


It makes no sense...a transformation quirk I can’t erase? How does a mutation quirk come in late? 
More importantly, it seems its DNA was altered, screwing with the mutation all together. 
Something isn’t adding up. 


Cerberus tilts its head. Green eyes blink slowly and its quills puff slightly. 
Shouta clears his throat. “You say your quirk came in at five?” 

Cerberus un-tilts its head and nods again. 

Shouta moves a little closer to Cerberus. 


“Mutations don’t come in that late. I ask you about your quirk because I wonder why I am unable 
to erase it. Your quirk I should be able to erase. It seems you don't have a mutation quirk, but more 
so altered DNA...” He swallows. “Jinrou..that werewolf you seem to be working with, she has 
altered DNA, which means she isn’t technically human. So, I can’t erase it.” 


Cerberus looks at Shouta like it doesn’t speak the same language. It seems a crisis is happening in 
its brain. 


“T have not personally come in contact with the rest of the Oni, but I assume Gamera’s maybe 
similar-” 


“Doctor said mutation. Doctor said-doctor made sense.” It sounds panicked now. 
Shouta holds his breath. “I can’t erase physical alterations or things without human DNA.” 


Forthwithingly, Cerberus stands to its feet. The movement causes Shouta to take a couple of steps 
back, almost tripping in the thick sand. 


“It’s a mutation. I am human, I AM human-” 


Shouta puts his hands up, sensing that Cerberus has grown distressed and upset. He can see its quill 
puff out farther and acid creep its way from its mouth. Shouta can feel the tremendous amount of 
agitation and disturbance in Cerberus’s presence, practically radiating out of its body. 


“Cerberus what doctor did you see? They should know the difference between a mutation and a 
transformation- ” 


Hacking a clump of acid onto the sand, it heaves. Oh no, if this thing has a panic attack things will 
get messy. 


“J hUuMAaNn.” its speech reverts back into something he hasn't heard in months. Shouta’s heart 
rate picks up. It chokes again, spitting acid below it. Its body starts to shake slightly. 


“Cerb-” 


Cerberus crouches down and launches its body up the concrete staircase from where it stood. Sand 
explodes from under its feet, flying into Shouta’s face and hair. Rubbing his eyes, he watches as 
Cerberus struggles to run straight down the road. 


Damn it.. 


Shouta slightly regrets having that conversation with Cerberus. He has spent the past couple of 
weeks searching perilously for the wolf. Running across buildings, double-checking the beach, 
peeking in alleys. Nothing. 


Sighing, he stands from his crouch. The wind on the roof he stands on is strong, blowing his hair in 
four different directions. 


Taking a deep breath, he prepares to call it a night. But, something calls him back to the beach. He 
has a feeling something may be there, so he decides to check one more time before going home. 


Surely enough, Cerberus is back at the beach. The sand looks cleaner, and the wolf sits still on the 
ground. The breeze brushes through its fur and spines, almost making Shouta feel relieved. He 
walks down the stairs, joining Cerberus once again. 


He sits, sighing. Shouta crosses his legs and hugs his knees to his chest. It's slightly chilly from the 
breeze, causing Shouta to feel goosebumps on his skin. Cerberus growls quietly. 


“T don’t want to hurt you.” 
It stays facing forward, avoiding Shouta’s glance. 
“T just want to understand you.” 


Cerberus exhales deeply through its nose again. A minuscule growl joins its breath. Shouta can see 
its rib cages decompress through the loss of air. 


“Who are you?” Shouta looks back at the sea. 
He hears a sizzle. Looking back, he sees acid drip from Cerberus’s eyes and onto the sand. 


“Are you scared, Cerberus?” Shouta asks, continuing to look at the wolf. His eyes soften as he 
hears Cerberus exhale a shaky breath. “Are you being forced to do any of this? Cerberus talk to 


” 


me- 
“Look away.” 


Shouta blinks, but he does so. Turning his head to the side, he stares at a patch of trash on the 
beach. 


A cracking sound enters Shouta’s ears. It sounds like bones breaking and mending themselves into 
new positions. A low grumble comes from Cerberus before it goes quiet. He turns his head back 
over and something in his heart twinges. 


There is now a boy sitting in the wolf’s place. He is wearing a tight all-black combat suit with a 
hood and mask. It's ripped, currently mending itself together carefully. Memory threads. He looks 
very young from the limited features he can see. Hugging his legs to his chest, the boy stares 
forward. 


Shouta opens his mouth and pushes out a question. 
“How old are you kid?” He asks softly. 


The boy hesitates, keeping his gaze forward. 


ee 

Shouta might be sick. 

“And when did your quirk fully manifest?” 

The kid swallows, adjusting the mask on his face slightly. 


“The same day I killed the sludge villain.” His voice is brittle and cracking, sounding on the verge 
of tears. 


He's just a kid. 


My god, he is just a kid , and he is being threatened to be sent to Tartarus. God damn it, it was 
literally just an accident. 


Shouta sighs and stares forward. Another low grumble joins the sound of the waves. Shouta 
glances at Cerberus and finds he is back in his wolf form. Head down in the sand, Cerberus closes 
his eyes and lets tears- real tears- fall. 


“Go ahead. Take me away. I deserve it anyway..” 


Shouta doesn’t want to. His heart aches as he looks at Cerberus. The kid . He reaches out to the 
side and gently places a hand on Cerberus’s head. He expects his hands to feel scratchiness, but it's 
soft. Cerberus jolts slightly to the touch but relaxes shortly after. 


“T will do no such thing kid.” 


“I’m dropping the case.” 


Shouta sits on a rooftop, holding his phone to his ear. He needs to tell Tsukauchi that he isn’t 
comfortable with trying to arrest someone that didn’t want any of this. The sight of the kid's terror 
stays tattooed in his brain, stinging and throbbing, still sore and fresh. 


Tsukauchi sighs on the other end. “J was going to call you anyway...” 
Shouta opens his mouth but stops. 

“We’ve got it handled.” He sounds mildly irritated. 

Shouta adjusts the phone on his ear. “Pardon me?” 


Tsukauchi clears his throat and Shouta can hear something struggling in the background. Like the 
detective is at a crime scene right now. 


“Detective, what do you have handled?” 
The other end is silent for a few moments. 
“We caught Cerberus.” 

Shouta sits there in disbelief for a second. 


“You don’t need to worry about it anymore Eraserhead. I noticed your.. Uncharacteristic failure to 
bring in the vigilante, so I had some other heroes work on it as well.” 


He can hear something cry in the background, sounding like a kicked puppy. Shouta feels his 
temper lose control slightly. “Where are you right now?” 


Tsukauchi sighs tiredly. 


Shouta growls. “Detective I swear to god if you don’t tell me your location now I will find you my 
own way!” 


“You obviously have an attachment, I can’t allow that.” 

“Detective!” Shouta stands quickly, almost falling off the roof from the fast motion. 
“Goodnight, Eraserhead.” 

“Tt’s a kid!” 

Tsukauchi doesn’t hang up. 

“What?” 

“Tt’s a fucking kid detective! Now tell me your location NOW or I will lose it!” 
The detective is silent. 

Shouta growls in frustration and grips the phone tighter. 

“No, we will handle...this.” 


The phone clicks to an end. 


Yep. Shouta’s gonna lose it. He understands that Tsukauchi is tired and just wants this to end, but 
for fucks sake...this is a child, and he won't even- damn it! Is this seriously the system we live in?! 
At least talk to the kid and figure something out.. 


Rubbing a hand over his eyes, he feels a headache creep under his skin. He is tempted to huck his 
phone off the roof, letting it crack on the asphalt of the road. Instead, he huffs and shoves it in his 
pouch. 


Running a hand through his hair, he tries to think of something he can do. The only thing he can 
think of is searching the normal areas Cerberus goes to. There's a lot. He doesn’t have a lot of time. 
Internally cursing he decides to start with the beach. At this hour, there is a chance the kid’s there. 


A gut-wrenching scream boils his blood. It sounds like Cerberus, and the scream was something on 
the terrifying side. It echoes from the direction of the beach. Thank god. 


Shouta runs as fast as he can, almost tripping over his feet as he continues closer and closer. 
His hair blows messily behind him, closer and closer he runs. 

Please, please- 

Police sirens wail. He’s close. Good lord, please . 


He reaches the beach, finding police cars swarming the place. The sun is just barely coming up, 
lighting up only parts of the beach. There is the sound and sight of a struggle. Officers circle 
around two large beings, holding their guns in front of their faces. Cerberus is in the middle of the 


circle, covered in sand as if he rolled in it for hours. He’s being held down at the neck by All 
Might, wiggling like a worm. Cerberus struggles, cries, chokes, but nothing. No one can match the 
sheer strength of the number one himself. Shouta might be sick. 


He spots the detective in the circle. 
“Detective Tsukauchi!” 

Tsukauchi turns and immediately frowns. 
“Eraserhead leave!” 

Some of the officers turn their heads. 


Shouta disobeys. He runs towards the circle, jumping over the metal fence instead of going down 
the stairs. 


“You’re hurting him!” He yells at All Might, who only presses harder on Cerberus’s neck, choking 
him further. 


All Might doesn’t listen, he reaches his hand back, grabbing something from an officer in the 
circle. It’s a muzzle . 


“T wish to not do any damage to you, vigilante, but you must cooperate.” All Might brings the 
muzzle towards Cerberus’s face. 


Cerberus cries, shaking his body violently in a struggle. He looks horrified at the large muzzle 
coming closer to his mouth. 


Shouta attempts to move closer and de-escalate this. Someone is going to get hurt if the kid loses 
control. The detective grabs his arm and squeezes. 


“Eraserhead stop it |” 


All Might grabs Cerberus’s jaw and clamps it shut, shoving the metal muzzle over his mouth. 
Cerberus screams loudly, spitting acid out of the holes of the jail on his mouth. All Might ignores it 
and grabs one of his backbones. Cerberus is lifted to his feet, shaking with absolute horror. 


A big van backs up in the sand, opening the back. They are planning on sending Cerberus away to 
Tartarus now?! 


Tears drip from Cerberus’s eyes, landing on the sand. 

Shouta has had it. The detective keeps a tight grip on his arm. 

“Detective, listen to me now, he doesn’t deserve this! It was an accident!” 
“Let us do our job Eraser-” 


Shouta turns and lands a crack on Tsukauchi’s jaw. The detective lets go of him and flies back, 
rubbing his mouth with anger in his eyes. One of the officers in the circle goes to grab Shouta, 
attempting to shove him to the ground. 


Shouta sees Cerberus growl something horrendous from his mouth, skin scrunching above the 
muzzle in anger. He shakes his body violently, attempting to free himself from All Might’s grasp. 
Nothing works, the hero only grips harder. 


Shouta’s eyes meet with Cerberus’s. The kid twists his body, snapping the bone in All Might’s 
grasp in half . Shouta gasps loudly as Cerberus starts bolting forward. He leaps and lands on top of 
the van. 


“Fire!” One of the officers screams, pressing the trigger on his gun. One after another, the beach is 
lit up with blazing gunfire. 


Shouta struggles in the officer's grip. “You’re firing at a kid! Ceasefire!” Shouta can see All 
Might's eyes widen slightly at that. 


Cerberus jumps in the air and dodges what he can, spinning with incredible agility. Landing in the 
sand, a bullet lands itself on his hind leg, pushing a yelp out of his mouth. No one is that fast. 


“Cease fire!” The detective yells, glaring at Shouta in the process. 


All Might rushes forward but freezes completely still when Shouta turns his head with hot, angry 
eyes. Like he knows he will erase his quirk. 


Cerberus shakes his head, pawing at the muzzle on his face. He wines and runs forward, almost 
tripping up the stairs. Shouta looks at the detective and back at All Might, before slamming an 
elbow into the officer and booking it towards Cerberus. 


“Eraserhead!” 


Shouta wraps his scarf around one of the lamp posts and launches himself forward. He excels 
towards Cerberus until he manages to grab a bone. He sits himself between two of the bones- one 
elongated, the other broken- and places a hand on Cerberus’s side. 


“Keep going kid, I'll make sure they don’t get close.” 


Cerberus wines, spitting blood and acid from his mouth and into the muzzle. He turns into one of 
those connected alleys- the ones that maze into each other. For a short while, Cerberus makes him 
and Shouta lost in the dank, narrow alleys. They reach a dead end. 


Cerberus stops, legs shaking. 


Shouta slides off his back and immediately Cerberus collapses. Shouta can see his eyes flutter 
closed. The hum of a helicopter can be heard miles away. 


“Hey kid, I need you to stay awake for me ok?” 


Shouta moves to take the muzzle off Cerberus, unclipping it from behind his ears and gently 
pulling it off. The metal clamps clang against each other as Cerberus opens his mouth in relief. 


“Can you shift back?” Shouta asks. 

Cerberus winces and shakes his head. 

“Can’t. Not if the bullet is in me.”’ Cerberus breathes unevenly, pained. 
Fuck 


Shouta moves to check his injury, it’s too dark to tell if it passed through his leg or not. Blood 
soaks fur, that’s all he can judge. But guessing by the thickness of the muscle in the limb, there is a 
chance it didn’t. 


“Shit.” Shouta takes his goggles off and rubs his eyes. He is in deep shit when the detective finds 
him. 


“It’s fine.” Cerberus winces again. “I’m where I need to be.” 
“What?” 


Cerberus weakly slides to the side, moving a metal trash can out of the way. Poking a nail ina 
crack in the cement. Shouta focuses his eyes and notices lines in the cement, outlining the ground 
like a puzzle piece. There is a tiny hole in the middle of it. 


Cerberus moves his claw and sticks a nail in the hole, pressing down. There is a click. 
The cement groans before sliding open. It's a passage of some sort. Is it his..base? 
“Why are you letting me see this?” Shouta asks. 

Cerberus turns his head slightly. 

“Because I trust you.” 


Cerberus slides his body into the hole, dropping down. The opening closes immediately, and 
Shouta is left standing in the alleyway, holding the muzzle in his hands. 


“Cerberus what are you doing here?” 


Weeks, and then months pass. Shouta hasn’t seen Cerberus once. Until now. He sighs, walking 
towards the sand. He isn’t in his uniform, just a jacket and some pants as well as his scarf- civilian 
clothes. The beach is spotless . The kid finished. He did it. The water is beautiful, practically 
glittering in the fresh moon. 


Sitting on the beach isn’t the usual Cerberus he sees, the kid isn’t in his wolf form. 
“T could ask you the same question.” 


Shouta sighs a chuckle and joins Cerberus’s side on the sand. Letting the ground squish beneath 
him. 


“T’ve been wondering about something, kid.” Shouta looks at the kid with a half-smile- or his best 
attempt at one. 


“Shoot,” he says. 

“How did you get yourself involved with Oni?” 

Cerberus snorts, smiling. Squeezing his arms around his knees tight, he sighs. 
“Have you ever been discriminated against for something you can’t control?” 


Shouta blinks. Growing up, a non-flashy quirk never really did it for some people, but he could 
never say he was to a major extent...sure, heroes like Endeavor spit at his presence, but he was 
never bothered by it. 


Cerberus inhales. “These vigilantes understand the most what it is like,” he pauses, looking at 
Shouta with soft eyes, “they offered to help me. To help me feel...useful.” 


Shouta hums. 
“They made me realize life was worth living. They are my friends.” 


Shouta stares at him, eyes scanning the kid’s limited facial expressions. He’s calm. He can see a 
smidge of hair poking from under the hood- green and curly. 


He looks down and notices the kid start tapping a finger on his leg like he wants to ask a question 
himself. 


“T only got a suspension if that’s what you’re wondering.” 


Cerberus blinks, showing only his concerned eyes under a mask and hood. It looks like he’s 
shocked for the read mind, but more so that Shouta is so nonchalant about it. 


Honestly, Shouta is surprised. It’s a miracle his hero license wasn’t stripped the moment he 
showed up to the police station with a muzzle and no Cerberus. He pulled some dumb ass stunt, but 
it seemed the detective had some compassion inside. Shouta explained in depth why he did it, and 
the detective soaked the information in, saying he’d try his best to help. So basically, no promises 
is what Shouta heard. The detective is exhausted- it’s visible through the deep eye bags under his 
eyeballs- so Shouta didn’t push it. 


“Yeah, that was what I was wondering..” the kid pauses, “but I also wanted to know why you 
helped me. All you gained was punishment..” he looks down, letting a hand drop to the sand. A 
finger draws a circle in the sand. “I don’t exactly see how I’m so special.” 


Shouta smiles slightly. “You didn’t want this, I don’t think you should be punished for an extreme 
quirk manifestation.” Shouta shrugs, getting a confused glance from Cerberus. “Accidents happen, 
and punishing everyone that makes a mistake only leads to more downfalls.” 


Cerberus nods and inhales, ready to vocalize something. 


“Don’t worry about it kid. I go back in time for the Yuuei entrance exams in a couple of weeks.” 
He sighs tiredly, staring at the water ahead. God, he really doesn’t want to put up with another year 
of students like last year’s. 


“Yuuei? You’re a teacher?” The kid looks at him intrigued. Shouta looks closer for a minute and 
notices how green the kids' irises actually are. 


Shouta nods. He doesn’t fear talking to the kid about this stuff anymore. 
“Ts it true All Might is teaching there this year?” 

How did the kid hear about that- 

“Yes. Unfortunately,” Shouta growls. 

The kid pinches the bridge of his nose and sighs. 

“Fuck.” 


“Watch it, problem child.” God, where did the kid get a mouth like that.. 


Cerberus narrows his eyes slightly. “Problem child?” 


It kinda just slipped out. Shouta shakes his head. “Never mind that, why do you sound so upset 
about it?” 


Cerberus moves his head forward again, stretching his legs outward and relaxed. 
“T would rather not talk to him on campus.” 

Shouta freezes for a moment. Wait a minute- 

“Are you-” 


“Yup,” Cerberus says, popping the p. “Gonna do anything about it?” He teases in a mocking 
manner. 


Is he going to do anything about it? He decides to ask something. 
“Well, do you want to be a hero kid?” Shouta asks, looking at Cerberus with serious eyes. 


Cerberus looks at him weirdly before nodding his head. Shouta shoves his hands in his pockets and 
smiles. 


“Then [ll see you on campus.” 

Shouta walks home, feeling the warmth of the sun welcome him. The morning became crisp, day 
anew. Ski turning peachy sweet. Shouta thinks to himself briefly as he walks. 

Yuuei, huh..good luck kid. 


Keeping his hands in his pockets, Shouta walks down the sidewalk. His eyes are dry in the morning 
air, causing him to curse internally. He needs a nap after this. 


Something shatters in the alley in front of him. It might be glass. Walking as if he were weightless, 
he peers around the corner, gripping at his scarf. 


There is a man sprawled out on the concrete on top of a bed of glass. Shouta raises his eyebrows. 
The man must have been thrown out of a window. 


Heavy footsteps enter the alley. The man groans and tries to lift himself, but is stopped when a 
large boot stomps on his back, shoving him back into the glass shards. 


“T’m sorry! I didn’t mean it, I didn’t mean it!” The man pleads under the pressure. 


“You let my champion go.” The owner of the boot says, his voice is muffled and deep, sounding 
familiar. Shouta squints, picking out a metal mask from the dim lighting. It's that man, the one that 
speaks Latin. 


“T-It tricked me, sir!” 


The masked man only scoffs. “Then you are just a fool.” He presses down harder on the man's 
back, causing him to squeak from the lack of oxygen. 


“T’ll do anything! Just please don’t-" The masked man grabs something from his pocket and slams 
it into the neck of the one under him. A gasp escapes his lips before passing out. 


“Through consequence, you become what you let get away...” The masked man shoves whatever 
he stabbed the other man with back in his pocket, stepping off his back. 


The masked man snaps his fingers, and a black void appears on the ground in front of him. No, not 
this time. Shouta launches his scarf towards the man. With a pair of glaring eyes, he sidesteps away 
from the cloth. He saw it coming. Turning around, the man walks back into the shadow, 
disappearing. 


Shouta curses internally. God that guy is shady. 


The man on the ground lets out a soft groan, snapping Shouta out of his funk. There is blood 
trickling from the neck of the man. He quickly snatches his phone out of his pouch and dials. 


Placing the phone to his ear, he turns around to check his surroundings. 


“T need an ambulance at this location..” 
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This is a shit show. That's all I'm gonna say 
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Moonlight is crisp and new, shining brightly over the tired streets and sidewalks. Izuku walks with 
hands shoved in pockets, hood overhead, and a simple mask. The stars are just barely visible. 
Pollution covers the sky like a thin bed sheet, almost translucent, covering the brightness. Izuku 
sighs as he glances at the sky, wishing he could see the stars just once. 


Izuku hasn’t really let it sink in that Yuuei entrance exams are in a few days. Months before, he 
was a helpless boy with a quirk that scared even himself, no hope in his fragile heart. Tears, 
confusion, fear- those were all emotions he felt at a constant. Smiling under his mask, he continues 
to walk down the dimly lit sidewalk. He’s no longer that boy. Izuku’s now someone that doesn’t 
experience those emotions regularly anymore, but new ones instead. It’s remarkable, really. Who 
would have thought that a change in friends- a change in perspective more importantly- would 
completely alter his outlook of everything around him. 


People are not created equal, Izuku learned that lesson a very long time ago. But, he didn’t let it eat 
and fester like a parasite in his stomach, instead, he let it drive him. Izuku was not going to sit and 
wine, he was going to work hard. Blood and sweat, it was all worth it. Izuku’s self-confidence, 
mental health, quirk control, and overall physical health could never be better. It was all because he 
got the closure he needed to kick his old Debbie downer self in the head. For fucks sake he has 
made it far, farther than he thought in today’s unfortunate society. He had to give himself some 
credit. He’s proud of himself and grateful he found people like the Oni that cared for his well 
being. They weren’t people that spit at his existence, but they were ones that were spit at as well. 
Nothing can beat being friends with people that understand. Without them -and Eraserhead, he 
would never forget about him- he’d be rotting in a jail cell right about now. It makes Izuku smile. 


Distracted in deep thought, Izuku doesn’t fully process someone running towards him from the 
alley next to him. Harshly, the figure slams into Izuku, almost knocking him to the ground. Izuku 


grunts and rubs his shoulder, looking down to find a man trembling and on the ground. 
And.. 
Is he wearing a hospital gown? 


Izuku blinks, but shortly after he kneels down, offering a hand. “I’m so sorry sir are you alright? I 
didn’t notice you there-” 


“HELP ME!” 


Izuku flinches, retracing his hand. The man's voice breaks from distress, sounding absolutely 
terrified. He must have been running from something, or someone. 


The man raises to his knees shakily, grabbing onto Izuku’s shirt. Fingers twist into the hem of 
Izuku’s shirt, making him nervous as the man begs for help. He tries to back up but can’t because 
of the death drip on his clothing. The man is borderline in tears, lip wobbling and eyes glistening. 


“Sir, are you ok?” Izuku asks, voice slightly shaky from the scenario. “I can help, but only if you 
tell me what’s wrong.” 


The man looks at Izuku with wide eyes, continuing to grip the cloth. Izuku’s heartbeat picks up. 


“T-I-I- AHG!” The man lets go of Izuku’s shit mid-sentence, crumbling to the ground in pain. He 
grabs at his neck, his whole body shaking. 


“Sir-”” 


The man pants unevenly, sounding of pained wheezes, asthma-like. He gags, leaning to the side 
like he’s about to spill the contents of his stomach onto the concrete. 


Hot blood chokes from his mouth instead, splattering onto the ground. He grabs his stomach in 
pain, hunching forward. Izuku reaches a hand out again, attempting to calm the man and his 
obvious meltdown. But he stops when a growl hums in the man’s chest. It doesn’t sound human, 
but oddly feline-like. The man’s hands shake aggressively, allowing claws to manifest and scrape 
against the sidewalk like nails on a chalkboard, further demonstrating the escalation of this 
situation. Fuck this isn’t good, he might have to call Dai- 


The man screams in agony, clawing at his neck, not realizing that he’s leaving marks. Blood oozes 
from the scratch marks as he scrapes his skin raw. It’s like some tick attached itself to his skin, 
sucking the life out of him and he’s desperately trying to get it off. He looks extremely stressed out. 
Not good. 


“Sir, whatever is wrong I need you to take a deep breath.” 


The man only continues to hyper fixate on a single spot on his neck, clawing, scratching. Izuku 
backs up slightly. Another clot of blood shoots out of his mouth. Izuku looks at the man's 
distressed face, finding glowing yellow eyes. Those were not there before. The man hunches his 
back and howls, Izuku needs to get the fuck out of here. Izuku turns but his ankle is grabbed, 
tightly. 


Izuku looks back as the blood drains from his head, he finds the man staring at him, tears pouring 
out of his eyes. Long, wire-like whiskers poke from the sides of his cupid's bow. 


“Help me, help- help-” A long tongue slithers out of his mouth, mimicking a similar action to 


Hiroto’s reptile form. Hair grows on his forearms rapidly, looking painful. “Inter-in-inter-” It’s a 
mumble. 


A pause. 
“What?” 


The man lunges at him, catching Izuku off guard. He stumbles back, landing ass-first onto the 
ground. He expects to feel the sharp claws on his flesh at any moment, but surprisingly, the only 
pain he feels is his lower body from the impact. Izuku looks to the man, finding him struggling. A 
dark piece of matter has itself wrapped around the man’s ankle tightly, like some sort of whip. That 
must have been what stopped the man. It pulls back. 


The man claws, struggling, crying, trying to make his way to Izuku but fails miserably. Tears spill 
from the man’s eyes faster. Izuku can’t move. The absolute terror in the man’s face drains the color 
from Izuku’s skin. The man’s tongue flies out messily from the tribulation through his body. 
Something flaps from his neck, it looks like one of those skin things on a frilled dragon. What is 
this guy?! 


“TInterficias me! Interficias me! Obsecro!” 


Before Izuku can even get up to help the poor man experiencing incredible pain and suffering, the 
man is dragged harshly into the alley, Izuku can practically hear the skin under his hospital gown 
rip to shreds. The man disappears into the void of black, leaving Izuku with a line of sweat now 
covering his forehead. 


What the fuck was that.. 


Izuku swallows, sitting in silence for what feels like minutes. That was really weird. The man’s 
quirk transformation didn’t look natural, more specifically, it looked and sounded painful. It was 
intense, leaving Izuku with tight muscles and a dry throat. What language came from his tongue? It 
sounded Latin.. 


Snapping his mind into focus, Izuku stands slowly. He shuffles past the alley and makes his way 
down the sidewalk once again. He knows better than to investigate something like that. His hero 
complex argues, but that was insane . God that creeped him out, hopefully, that doesn’t screw with 
his head tonight. He’s gonna need the focus. Izuku pulls his hood over his head slightly more, 
almost completely covering his hair, shoving a lump down his esophagus. Throwing his hands in 
his pockets once again, he tries to move a little quicker. The last thing he needed was to get nabbed 
in the middle of the road. Hopefully, Dai can tell him what the hell he just witnessed. 


“Alright, punk let's see you shine.” 


Izuku stands in the middle of a circle- actually wearing workout clothes, surprise. Yuma chucks a 
paintball gun at him, clacking in his grasp. Smiling, he brushes a hand over the barrel. 


“Think you can do it, Cerbey ,” Yuma teases, crossing her arms. Izuku scoffs at the nickname, 
smiling afterward. 


“Oh I know I can do it,” Izuku answers, grinning, “I had good teachers after all.” Izuku taps Dai 
next to him with the gun. He hasn’t really had a chance to talk to her yet he just realized. As soon 
as he dropped down into the hideout, Yuma whisked him away, excited that today is the day. At 
least he had a chance to look up some of what that man said to him on his phone on the way to the 


building. It was a rough translation since he didn’t know the spelling, but through sounding it out 
and going through a couple of translation sites, he was able to find the meaning. Izuku’s always 
been like that. When curiosity hits, he searches. 


Kill me, please. 

It put something in his head that didn’t feel..nice. It almost made him regret having that curiosity. 
“Wanna add to the challenge?” Dai says, cocking her eyebrows. 

Izuku nods, adjusting his stance slightly. He’s gonna need to focus. 

“Hit all of us, and you’re off dish duty for a month and we buy you dinner.” 

Yuma opens her mouth. 


“ But ,” Dai pauses, holding a finger up, “if you don't hit all of us, you’re on dish duty and you 
owe us dinner.” 


Izuku puts a finger on his chin. 
“Challenge accepted.” 
Dai smiles, snapping her fingers. 
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“Alright, you know the rule squirt, countdown five minutes!” Dai gets into a ready position, 
preparing to boost off, but Izuku grabs her arm. Everyone else runs out the door, booking it fast 
down the hallway. Turning her head in confusion, she stops and waits. 


“Can I ask you something?” Izuku stands, still holding Dai’s arm loosely. 
Nodding her head, she adjusts her stance to something better. 


Izuku opens his mouth but then pauses. He didn’t realize how complicated this was. “Actually..it 
can wait,” Izuku says, getting an eyebrow raise in response from Dai. He can’t exactly explain a 
guy with what looked like a cat lizard quirk getting stolen from a shadow in less than a minute. 


“You sure?” 
“Yeah, it might take a while to..explain..” Izuku trails off, looking to the ground nervously. 


“Alright..suit yourself,” Dai says, shrugging. Izuku lets her arm go and Dai makes a run for it. He 
watches as the training room door slams shut, before squeezing the paintball gun with both hands. 
Here we go. 


“Shit shitshitshitshitshitshitSHiT!” 


Izuku laughs to himself as he chases Yuma down the hall. 


“T forgot you could do that!” Yuma yells, continuing to run as fast as her muscles will allow. 


Izuku runs faster than normal speed, catching up to her. What Yuma speaks of is Izuku’s enhanced 
limbs from Hiroto’s lessons. Hairy, long legs carry him down the hall quicker. His tall stature 
makes for quick movements to his advantage. Nails from his paws click on the ground through 


each step like a pair of heels. 


Turning sharply suddenly, Yuma leaps and presses her legs on the wall, shooting herself towards 
Izuku. She’s attempting to take Izuku down and make a run for it. Yeah, as if. 


Izuku watches her body attentively as she flies towards him. In a matter of milliseconds, Izuku 
processes that her body is at a certain angle that plants a target right on her stomach perfectly. 
Rolling backward to his back, Izuku waits for Yuma to get close enough and he shoves his legs 
upward. Widened eyes, Yuma realizes she fucked up. 


Bullseye. 


Izuku hits the target he envisioned on her stomach, and with both feet, he launches her behind him 
with his legs. Landing on the ground roughly, Yuma lets out a grunt. Izuku quickly turns to his 
stomach and points his gun. Before Yuma can get up or fully process her body on the ground, 
Izuku pulls the trigger. 


Bang, out. 

“FUCK!” Yuma yells as the bright green ball of paint explodes onto her shoulder painfully. 
Izuku snorts, lifting himself to his feet swiftly. 

Yuma continues to lay on the ground, unmoving. She looks limp. Dead. Izuku rolls his eyes. 
“What the hell are you doing?” 

“You have shot me, therefore I am dead,” Yuma mumbles, face on the ground. 


Izuku smiles and shakes his head. Turning around, he runs down the hall, leaving Yuma “dead” on 
the ground. “Ok, Shakespeare.” 


“You better bury me with my guitar!” Izuku hears Yuma yell and he can’t help but chuckle. She’s 
such a goof. 


Izuku rounds the corner, holding the gun in his hands. Compared to ten months ago, he feels no 
nerves. Replacing those nerves is steady confidence. 


Making it farther down the hall, he senses something. It feels off, almost like a warning signal 
down his spine. Like someone’s finger drags itself across his back gently. Or something like a 
ghost trailing behind him, waiting for the perfect opportunity to poke at his shoulder and scare 
him. Izuku swallows and screeches to a halt, he turns aggressively and swings his gun with the 
body motion. The barrel of the gun connects with a crack. It sounds like he smacked someone’s 
skull. 


Izuku watches Yue fly back and collide with the ground. She rubs her scaley head and groans, eyes 
squeezed shut. Yikes, that had to hurt. Izuku cringes apologetically. 


“Shit sorry Yue-” 


Something grabs his ankle and yanks. Neck snapping forward, body becoming light, Izuku finds 
himself upside down in the air. Fucking Hiroto. He was distracted and didn’t notice him. God the 
deja vu.. 


“Double-teaming?? That’s uncharacteristic,” Izuku teases. He locks eyes with Hiroto, finding his 


long scaly tail wrapped around his leg. Blood begins to rush to Izuku’s head, making him feel 
slightly lightheaded. He’s still holding the gun in one of his hands, but he isn’t pointing it at 
anyone. Izuku would shoot at Hiroto or even Yue who is still on the ground. But really, Hiroto 
could fling him across the room at any moment. It’s best to wait for an opening. 


“Hey man, I love ya but I’m not doing dishes for a month.” Hiroto points a thumb at his chest and 
Izuku rolls his eyes. 


“That’s unfortunate,” Izuku says, looking up at the tail wrapped around his leg. His brain 
remembers a very unnecessary memory from the internet. Kids are curious creatures, especially 
when there is access to the internet. As a kid, browsing the internet was a given that he’d find 
random facts, it was only natural he came across pages on how to get a python off of a body part. 


Izuku sees the tip of Hiroto’s tail peeking out from the grip. Welp, this is gonna hurt Izuku’s back, 
thank god he’s gotten more flexible. Izuku eyes Hiroto before hunching upward into a crunch. 
With all his core strength and flexibility, Izuku’s face reaches Hiroto’s tail around his ankle. 


“Wh-” 
Izuku opens his mouth and bites . 


“Mother FUCKER!” Hiroto shouts in pain, unwrapping his tail and dropping Izuku to the ground. 
He lands on his back- which is not pleasant. Not knowing how much time he has, he stays on his 
back and looks back at Hiroto who’s holding his tail in pain. Raising the paintball gun, he shoots 
the gun upside down. With luck, he hits Hiroto on the thigh. Hiroto doesn’t really yell in pain from 
that, but gives Izuku a look that speaks “I’m impressed but I’m still going to beat your ass”. 


“You little-” 


“Hey man you said it yourself,” Izuku pauses and sits up, “dish duty sucks.” He shrugs and lifts 
himself to his feet, feeling a wave of achy pain down his spine. Yeah, he saw that coming. He did 
fold himself in half after all. 


The same feeling of fingers down his spine alerts him. Turning, he pulls the trigger of the gun 
again. With a splat, bright green displays itself across Yue’s breast. Flinching from the blow, Yue 
backs up. Putting a hand on her chest, the skin on her hands comes back green. Yue smiles and 
sighs with stained fingers. 


“Impressive, I can’t sneak up on you anymore.” 


“T learned from the best.” Izuku grins at Yue and Hiroto and takes off down the hall in another 
sprint. Three down, one to go. Now, where are you Dai... 


Dai is the one Izuku is worried about most. Honestly..a simple definition of Dai is she's a hardass. 
Not once , has Izuku been capable of beating her in a sparring match. He will give himself some 
credit, he’s been close before, but no matter the position or situation Dai finds a way to flip it. 
Honestly, Izuku wouldn’t be surprised if her quirk was being extremely good at everything. He 
still doesn’t even know what her quirk is, so it’s fun to guess sometimes. 


Izuku continues to run, keeping the gun to his chest like a friend. His legs still extend long, claws 
clicking on the ground as he steps. His eyes scan the premises, desperately looking for the black- 
haired woman. He can feel his heart rate rise as sweat collects on his forehead. He’s come so far, 
he can’t lose now. 


Izuku can feel his muscles yelling at him, protesting that they need a break. Izuku doesn’t listen, 


instead, he perseveres through the soreness. Turning another corner in the maze of a building, he 
stops. The grip on his gun grows tight, he can hear the plastic creak. Dai’s just standing there with 
her arms crossed. 


“Just me left?” 
Izuku nods, preparing his body for attack. 
Dai smiles and hums. “Well done.” 


She doesn’t give him a chance to think. Running towards him quickly, Dai launches herself at the 
wall like Yuma earlier, only she accomplishes a higher height. She left no opening, unlike Yuma, 
practically giving Dai the opportunity to land on his shoulders and wrap her legs around Izuku’s 
neck. Izuku chokes before Dai twists her body to the side, flinging Izuku to the ground due to 
absolutely no balance. Dai lands, and finds her way to Izuku’s chest, putting a knee on his ribs with 
inclining pressure. She pins his arms down 


Shit . 


Izuku struggles under her, trying to worm himself from underneath the pressure of her body. He 
tries swiveling his hips, lifting himself. But his body won’t budge. Izuku may have grown in 
muscle mass, but Dai is a strong woman. She will always be stronger than him. 


“Proud of you kid, but unfortunately for you, you still can’t beat me,” Dai says smugly, getting 
closer to his face. 


“Wanna bet?” Izuku says, raising an eyebrow. He continues to struggle under her, not giving up. 


“You’ve come far, Midoriya,” Dai says softly, “but you still can’t pin me down.” A smirk emerges 
on her lips like she’s trying to preserve herself as deadly. Izuku doesn’t fear it, she typically does 
the same in training. He chuckles under her weight. His curly hair brushes his forehead as he lays 
on the ground, trying to figure out how to get out of this trap. 


“Come on, you underestimate me.” 


Izuku grabs Dai’s sleeve-thank god she’s wearing a long sleeve shirt- and he pulls. At the same 
time, he changes his legs back to normal and sneaks them from under her, wrapping them criss- 
cross around her leg that’s knelt on his chest. Flipping his body to the side with all his strength, he 
gets on top of her. Holding her knee in an awkward and uncomfortable position, he smiles. 


“Oh how the tables have turned, teach.” 


Dai smiles back, only it’s cheeky. The next thing Izuku knows is that he’s under Dai again. How 
the- 


“Oh, how the tables have turned.” 
Izuku frowns. 


The position Izuku is in now has no openings. Dai has him in a prison. It’s as if Dai gave those last 
openings to Izuku like some sort of handout. 


“You’re unfair,” Izuku sighs. 


“Oh please,” Dai snorts. 


Izuku stares for a moment. 
Please... 


That word throws a thought in his head, stirring memories around like a distasteful soup. The man, 
the shadow, the fear . 


Obsecro.. 
Dai’s eyes widen. 


Oh, shit did he say that out loud? Oh well, it’s not like he mumbled about something 
embarrassing- 


Dai lets go of one of his wrists and places a hand dangerously close to his throat. Something in her 
eyes..change. It makes Izuku immensely uncomfortable. 


“Where did you hear that?” Dai snaps, making Izuku flinch slightly. 
ad Pas 


“Where did you hear that?” More firm and loud this time. Izuku has never seen her like this. She 
sounds and looks horrified. 


The look in her eyes resembles a flashback. And not the kind that causes someone to cower and 
scream bloody murder, but the kind that makes you think you’re still there . Like you're still in the 
war of Vietnam, and someone is coming to kill you. Shoot you, chop your head off, blow you up. 
Izuku swallows, feeling Dai’s cold fingertips on his skin. Her hand presses tighter- if the pressure 
on his throat grows any more, he might lose the ability to breathe. 


“Dai, y-you’re scaring me..” Izuku wheezes. 

Dai’s eyes dart around in fear like she no longer can see Izuku below her. 

“Vivamus.” 

Dai’s lips barely part when she says that, but something about that word makes Izuku panic. 


“Memento mori, memento mori..” Dai whispers, freaking Izuku out further. Izuku squirms, trying 
to escape her grasp but fails when she presses hard on his trachea. Izuku lets out a pained squeak as 
his airway closes. 


“Memento mori!” 


Dai’s other hand leaves Izuku’s wrist. She raises it above his head. It’s shaking violently, looking 
as if her brain is fighting an involuntary action. Tears well in her eyes as her hand grows closer to 
his face. He can’t move, the fear pulsating through his veins keeps him locked to the floor. Dai’s 
teeth grind together, hurting Izuku’s ears. Her breaths are angry . She looks at Izuku like he is the 
enemy. 


“Dai..” Izuku tries to vocalize but fails. A tear falls from Dai’s wet eyes and lands on Izuku’s 
cheek. Izuku’s vision is blurring, the loss of oxygen is bringing him to a state of unconsciousness. 
He can feel tears of his own start to appear. He closes his eyes. 


“Daj!” 


The weight is released off his throat and body in an instant. Izuku inhales sharply and coughs, 
rubbing his neck. In out, in out, in out. Izuku attempts to get his breathing back to normal after 
being constricted. Tear filled eyes glance at a distressed Dai under Hiroto on the ground. Hiroto 
has her pinned, and Dai is thrashing, struggling, screaming. Izuku’s heart rate never slows, it 
continues to thump and thump against his chest as he watches as his mentor has a meltdown. 


A hand gently places itself on his shoulder. He flinches but relaxes when he glances back. Yue 
crouches behind him, staring at Dai and Hiroto with great concern. 


“Dai hey hey shhh,” Hiroto says, holding Dai tightly. 
Dai screeches, nearing a state that should be considered feral. 
“Interficias me!” 


The blood in Izuku’s head drops to his stomach. He can hear someone’s feet beating on the ground 
behind him. Turning, Izuku sees Yuma running down the hall. She must have heard the 
screaming. 


Dai is now hysterically crying. The sight makes Izuku want to vomit. It’s so bizarre and not.. right 


“Dai! Hey HEY!” Hiroto grabs both sides of Dai’s head and makes her face him. “Look at me.” 
Dai’s chest rises and falls quickly, breathing heavily. 

“You’re not there.” 

Dai stares at him. 

“You’re not there.” 

A pause. 

ry” 


Hiroto moves his hand from her face to behind her, pulling her upward from the ground. He 
envelopes her in a tight embrace, bringing her upright. His hands tangle in her long hair, gripping 
messily on her shirt. 


Yuma and Yue stand behind Izuku with fearful expressions on their faces. They seem just as 
confused and terrified as Izuku. 


Dai’s cries turn muffled as she digs her face into Hiroto’s shoulder. She wraps her arms around his 
torso and squeezes. Izuku watches. Yuma watches. Yue watches. That’s all they can do. 


Izuku plays with the hem of his shirt nervously. Yuma and he sit on the couch in the common room 
silently, practically hearing the ticks of a clock. Yue shuffles out of the kitchen and over to the 
couch. Izuku watches Yue crouch down to Izuku’s eye level in front of him, holding a glass of 
water. She holds it out to him, signing with her other hand. 


“Drink. Please.” 


He takes it from her, holding it with both hands. Moving one of his hands from the glass he signs 
back. 


“Thank you.” 

Yue nods and moves to the leather chair across from him. 

They wait. 

And they wait. 

Hiroto walks through the doorway and Izuku almost faints from the relief. 

He starts to stand but stops when Hiroto puts his hand up. He narrows his eyes, confused. 
“Where’s Dai?” Izuku asks, lowering back to the couch. 

“Resting.” Hiroto sounds exhausted . 

“Hiroto what-” 

Hiroto sighs, walking up to Izuku. Like Yue before, he crouches to eye level. 


“Buddy this..this was a lot.” He places a soft hand on his knee. His eyebrows are creased upward 
with worry. Izuku subconsciously rubs his throat with a hand, keeping eye contact with Hiroto. 


“The timing wasn’t great I know.” Hiroto continues. 

“What happened ?” Izuku says before Hiroto has the chance to add to his sentence. 
A sigh. 

“You know what post-traumatic stress disorder is, right?” 

Izuku nods. He remembers learning about PTSD a little when watching hero interviews. Does Dai.. 


“Dai has had..a very rough past,” Hiroto says hesitantly and carefully. His voice is brittle like he’s 
trying very hard to be quiet. “And unfortunately, because of that past, she has moments like what 
you just saw.” 


Izuku swallows. He can still feel her hand around his neck, squeezing and pressing. The fear and 
anger on her face will forever stay imprinted on his brain. 


“How come this has never happened until now?” 

Hiroto tilts his head. 

“T-I mean, I’ve been training with you guys for ten months. Why did I just now see an attack?” 
“Because nothing has triggered one,” Hiroto says calmly, “Midoriya, be honest with me.” 
Izuku nods. 

“Do you remember anything before she panicked?” 

“Where did you hear that?” 


“Uhm, yeah. I was mumbling to myself and didn’t realize. I said something I heard earlier on my 
way here.” 


“What was it?” 

“T-it was just a word. Obsecro.” 
Hiroto’s face pales. 

“shit.” 


Izuku can see Yuma and Yue looking at each other. They seem as equally confused as Izuku as to 
why Hiroto looks like he’s about to collapse. 


“Wh.” 
“Midoriya, where did you hear that?” 
“Where did you hear that?” 

Izuku swallows again. 


“On my way here..there was a man in a hospital gown that bumped into me. He was obviously 
panicked and in a lot of stress,” Izuku pauses, looking at Hiroto’s attentive facial features, 
“something weird happened..like it was similar to when my quirk first manifested. The only thing 
that was different was that something grabbed him and dragged him away before he could fully 
transform, or at least before I could really get a grasp of the situation.” 


Hiroto hums, placing a hand on his face. 

“That’s when he said it. He was saying ‘kill me, please’ in I think it was Latin?” 
“That was Latin,” Hiroto says a little too fast. 

Izuku’s mouth opens. 

“Kid, I’m so glad you’re ok. I’m even more thankful you were not hurt, but..” 
“But?” 

“T think you should go home. At least for the next couple of days.” 

What? 


Izuku blinks in confusion. Hiroto is acting..weird. He’s never seen the man so disturbed, let alone 
SO..quiet. 


“What? Why?” Izuku asks, glancing at Yuma and then back at Hiroto. 


“It has been a Jong day bud. I know you want answers, I understand. But, Dai needs a little time to 
process what just happened.” 


“But-” 


“Kid, please . Dai is very upset right now, especially after scaring the living daylights out of you. I 
think we all need a few moments to breathe.” Hiroto squeezes his knee firmly. He’s serious. 


Izuku wants to argue, he wants to stay. But, his heart says to listen to Hiroto. Today really was a 
lot. 


“Okay.” 
Hiroto clears his throat and nods. Lifting from his kneel, he swiftly points at Yuma. 


“Walk him to the exit, I-I need to sit down for a bit.” Hiroto puts a hand on his head, before trading 
places with Yuma on the couch. 


Yuma walks to the door frame, waiting for Izuku to follow. Izuku looks to Yue, and then to a tired 
Hiroto. He stands to his feet and follows Yuma out of the common room. It’s best to not argue. 


Once they get a few feet from the room, Yuma nudges him. 

“T don’t know either.” Her voice is slightly louder than a whisper. 
Izuku raises an eyebrow as they continue to walk. 

“Don’t know what?” 

“Dai’s past.” 

That certainly hit Izuku like a brick. 


“Hiroto’s the only one that knows. Same with her quirk, Yue and I have never seen it, nor do we 
even know what it’s called .” Yuma keeps her gaze forward as they walk and talk. This is all a little 
too much for Izuku to process right now. 


A pregnant pause. 
“How come you ’ve never asked?” 


Yuma hums. “I have. So has Yue. Dai is just..not comfortable with sharing that part of herself, and 
it wouldn’t be fair of us to push.” Yuma’s glance shifts to the side. They walk past Dai’s bedroom 
door, quietly gazing at it. 


“Dai has done a lot for us. She took me, Yue, and you in. She never cared about our pasts and said 
that they never matter, because all that does matter is what is ahead. So, I never made it apparent 
that I needed to know hers. I guess you could say it's...a way of saying thank you.” 


Izuku doesn’t answer. 


“Listen..I know you don’t know us very well, especially Dai. But..Dai is.. Dai. We are us. That’s 
all that matters, right?” Yuma looks at Izuku and stops. They reached the exit. 


“Yeah..” 


Yuma smiles. “Well, if I don’t see you before your exams, good luck.” She wraps an arm around 
his shoulder and squeezes him close. “We’re proud of you. I hope you know that.” 


Izuku sighs a laugh. “Yeah..thanks Yuma.” 
“Of course squirt.” She lets go of him and waves goodbye. “Don’t fuck up!” 


“Tl try!” Izuku yells back before looking at the exit door and exhaling a long breath. 


Izuku taps his pencil on his head in thought. Staring down at the paper in front of him, he scratches 


at his table out of habit with prolonged claws, adding more damage to his ruined desk. He’s got 
exams tomorrow, so it’s only natural for Izuku to feel stressed to the bone. Going to school doesn’t 
really help that case, it just makes it worse. Plus, he never really stopped thinking about Dai.. 
chewing at his lip anxiously, he continues to lock eyes on the slim sheet of paper on his desk. 


He’s so lost in thought, Izuku doesn’t hear his teacher call out to him repeatedly. 


“Mid...ia.” 
“Midoriya!” 


Snapping out of his trance, he throws his head upward. He almost breaks his pencil in half from the 
volume of his teacher's voice. 


“What is the answer to number five?” 


Oh Jesus, he kind of forgot they were in a lesson right now. Everyone in front of him turns in their 
seats to look at him- chairs squeaking and desks creaking through simple movements. 


Does he know the answer to number five? Looking down at his paper he notices the sheer 
blankness of it. Great. He looks back up at the board and squints. Ok yeah, balancing equations, 
easy. Darting his eyes from paper to board, he can tell his teacher is getting agitated. 


“Midoriya if you don’t know just-” 
“Put four with Chlorine on the reactants side. Four with Hydrogen Chloride on the products side.” 
His teacher blinks. 


Izuku resumes looking back down at his paper, letting everyone just stare at him blankly. His class 
hasn’t really fully learned balancing chemical equations. It wasn’t necessarily a required subject for 
third years, but his teacher wanted to show them what they’d expect in high school. Or even 
possibly the written exams. Izuku is just lucky he is friends with a snake who went to medical 
school. 


“okay good job Midoriya. Please pay attention from now on...” 


Izuku nods without lifting his head to achieve eye contact. Everyone turns back around hesitantly, 
weirded out by Izuku’s knowledge of chemistry. He can’t really tell what’s worse anymore, getting 
the answer right, or staring off into goddamn space and pretending to get it wrong. He rolls his 
eyes. God, he can’t wait to leave this class. 


Izuku’s phone buzzes, making his leg feel tingly. Glancing at his teacher-whom is writing on the 
board with chalk- he pulls his device from his pants pocket. 


Chat: (4) “adults” and their child 


Alcoholic stepfather: hey, hey Midoriya 


Child in question: what i'm in class 


Alcoholic stepfather: it’s importantttt 


Izuku looks up from his phone to make sure his teacher can’t see him typing under his desk. He’s 
in the clear. 


Child in question: Alright, what did you do 


Alcoholic stepfather: something great, you better be thankful 


Child in question: If it doesn’t involve getting me out of class 
I don’t want it 


Mom(2): wait a minute- 


Alcoholic stepfather sent a photo 


Izuku almost chokes on air. Without thinking, he slaps a hand over his mouth, trying not to laugh 
and scream at the same time. The room goes deathly silent. 


“Do you need a moment Midoriya?” His teacher stands there holding a piece of chalk in his hand, 
clearly annoyed by the interruption. 


Izuku’s face flushes bright red. Eying the phone under his desk, he nods. 


Standing up, he rushes out of the class and shuts the door behind him. Putting a hand over his 
mouth he attempts to stop hysterically laughing in the hallway- he’s failing so far. 


The picture Hiroto sent was straight out of the Deadpool movie. He looks at the photo closer and 
sees Hiroto waving at the camera from down below in an alley, his ankles look fucked. Sticking in 
awkward angles, bones probably penetrating skin from his ankles, Hiroto stands proudly. Under 
him, is a bundle of unconscious criminals with their bodies in the shape of letters across the 
concrete. 


“Good luck!” 


He did NOT. 


Child in question: I got kicked out of class for that thank you 


Alcoholic stepfather: see I told you you'd like it 


The cool aunt: YOU DID NOT- 


The pet snake: I am assuming you put a timer on your phone and then 


Jumped off a building, thus breaking your ankles, just to get a photo? 


Child in question: I- 


Alcoholic stepfather: You know what I don’t appreciate this energy 


Child in question: but did you?? 


Alcoholic stepfather: we don't talk about it 


Mom(2): you’re a hazard to society 


Alcoholic stepfather: for the love of god stop being mean to me 


Child in question: my guy 


Mom(2): why was this necessary 


Alcoholic stepfather: Midoriya needs encouragement 


The cool aunt: from half-dead criminals? 


Alcoholic stepfather: ...yes 


Child in question: I thought it was enlightening 


Mom(2): plz rail me with a train, it will hurt less than this conversation 


Mom(2): *hit me 


Child in question: HOW DOES THAT EVEN- 


The cool aunt: aight pack it up Thomas the tank engine 


Child in question: IM DONE- 


The pet snake: JAIL 


Mom(2): it costs zero yen to not hit send 


Child in question: this conversation is giving me a stroke im leaving 


Alcoholic stepfather: great you traumatized our only child 


The cool aunt: I DID NOT 


Alcoholic stepfather: don’t capslock me 


Izuku turns his phone off and sighs a chuckle. He hasn’t really talked with them- even through text- 
after what happened. It almost feels like a weight was yanked off his shoulders and he can finally 
breathe normally. Thankfully from what Izuku saw, Dai must be feeling better- or at least the 
definition of “better” for Dai. Izuku is still a little shaken from her attack a few days ago, and they 
haven’t really vocalized since. Hopefully after exams tomorrow, things will somewhat feel normal. 
To be honest, nothing is normal with those four. But, this right now, is not normal for them . It 
makes Izuku’s skin itch that things are so..complicated right now with Dai and her emotions. He 
isn’t going to not be there for her though when she is ready, Dai’s done too much for him. That 
would be cruel. 


Izuku shoves his phone in his pocket, ignoring the rapid buzzing from chat. 


He inhales and opens the classroom door, avoiding the eyes glued on him. He just needs to make it 
a little bit longer.. 


Izuku stares at his ceiling with dry, tired eyes. Of course, the night before exams, sleep isn’t an 
option. He tosses and turns, switches his position, gets more blankets, drinks some water. 
Everything he does, nothing can get him to drift off into the sweet sensation of sleep. All he really 
can do is look at the ceiling in the dark and twist his fingers in his blanket anxiously. 


Izuku takes one of his hands and rubs it lightly over his eyes. Fingertips graze over the uneven scar 
tissue sliced diagonally across his eye. A sigh leaves his parched lips. It's useless, Izuku has too 
much on his mind. The brain always overrules a tried body. He glances to the side, eyes meeting 
his alarm clock. 02:30. Damn it. 


His room lightens up slightly, accompanied by a faint buzz. Turning his head to the side, Izuku 
sees his phone light upon his desk. Well, he might as well check. It’s not like he was sleeping 
anyway. 


Lifting his cover off his body, the cool air welcomes him with a chill. Shivering slightly, Izuku 
lazily hops off his bed to grab his phone. Rubbing his eyes, he unlocks the screen to see who texted 
him. 


Dai: 


I’m sorry 


Izuku pauses for a second, staring at the screen with soft eyes. He types back. 


Izuku: 


Are you ok? 


Dai: 


What the hell are you doing awake 


Izuku rolls his eyes. Of course, Izuku worries about her and she flips it around. 


Izuku: 
You’re avoiding the question 
Dai: 


Listen can we..talk 


Thank GOD. Izuku might explode if they don’t 


Izuku: 
Of course 
Dai: 
Like 
Dai: 
In-person? 
Izuku blinks. 
Izuku: 
Do you want me to come over? 
Dai: 


No no you have exams today, you need sleep 


Izuku: 


I'd love to wait but If I don’t talk to you soon will fail my exams 


Izuku: 
I’m worried about you 
Dai: 


You don’t have to worry, that’s my job 


Izuku stares at his phone. Unbelievable. 


Izuku: 


Fuck off let me care about you 


It takes her a bit to respond. Izuku watches as the three dots pop up and down like she’s having a 
hard time articulating her thoughts. 


Dai: 
If you can, meet me at B 
Izuku: 


OmWw 


Izuku puts his phone down immediately. Shuffling over to his closet he throws on his suit as quick 
as he can. After zipping up, he makes his way to his window, unlocking the latch and sliding it 
open. The breeze blows slowly on his face as he leans out. Taking a deep breath, he steps out and 
holds onto the edge of the window. Concentrating on all the energy in his brain, he pushes it 
through all of his limbs. Like electric currents, he feels the buzz and sparks through each bone and 
muscle as they extend and grow. Cracks and moans, body half transformed, he pushes off from the 
side of the building. Accelerating fast, he grabs onto the ledge of the roof next door. Hoisting 
himself up, he stands for a moment. Deep breath. Push. Growing taller and shifting to all fours, he 
growls and canters across the roof. The tiles of the roof cling and clang together as his nails dig. 


Leap after leap, running and running, Izuku makes his way to B. B, isn’t really a special meeting 
spot. The Oni have four meeting spots, all named A-D. It just makes it easier to remember, and it's 
a Safety precaution. B isn’t far. It’s sandwiched right in the middle of the map between Izuku’s 


home and the hideout. More specifically, it's the roof of the abandoned apartment complex Dai 
first took him to ten months ago. 


Jumping onto the roof of the apartment complex, he skids from the force of the jump. Nails 
screech on the roof uncomfortably as he stops. Sticking his nose up, he smells for Dai. The wind 
blows in his direction, shoving the sweet smell of jasmine into his sensitive nose. Dai. 


“Hey, kid..” 


Izuku’s ears perk up. Across from him, Dai peaks from the side of the staircase entrance. Even in 
darkness, he can see her sadness. Rushing forward, he doesn’t bother changing back. Dai moves 
from the structure and half-smiles. Izuku almost crashes into her, forgetting that he’s massive. He 
feels like crying as her gentle fingers brush against his fur. Hands moving to each side of his head, 
she looks at him. 


“T’m so sorry.” Voice almost too soft, she places her forehead onto his. After a moment, Izuku 
sniffs and backs out of her touch. He takes the energy flowing, dancing, jumping around in each 
limb, and he raises it back into his head. 


“Dai what-” Izuku reaches eye level, and then below eye level. His suit mends itself together 
carefully, he can feel it as it closes up each rip and tightens up. 


“What happened ?” 


Dai sighs and walks past Izuku and over to the ledge of the roof. Izuku watches as she sits, legs 
dangling. A hand pats next to her on the ground. Izuku obeys. 


Legs swinging anxiously over the ledge of the roof, Izuku stares off into the bright city lights. 
Twinkling in the distance, the lights, streets, and buildings shine amazingly. 


“T assume you know that no one really..knows about my past.” 
Izuku nods, moving his head to face her. 

“No one can know.” 

Izuku blinks slowly, studying her face carefully. She’s serious. 
“Dai..” 


“Hiroto is the only one that knows because..well he was with me in my past. More specifically my 
rough patches.” 


Dai looks and sounds uncomfortable. This really isn’t a nice subject for her to be speaking about. 
He just stays silent, listening to her and being patient. 


“T can’t tell you that past yet. I-I’m not ready for you to know.” 

“Dai, it’s ok I-” 

“But I do want you to know that what you said.. scared the shit out of me.” 
A pause. 


“All I can say is I never really thought I would hear Latin in Japan.. ever again.” 


Izuku silently stares at her. She looks tired. Her long hair blows in the wind, tangling behind her 
and sweeping the roof under them. 


“T’m really sorry I scared you like that buddy,” Dai says, voice cracking with emotions. “I’m a 
mess of a person. I-I’m not right in the head, I'm complicated, and sometimes, I-I feel like some k- 
kind of-” She sounds like she’s crying now. Through the bright lights of the city, tears glisten. 


“Monster,” Izuku finishes for her. He never stops looking at her. 


Dai chuckles sadly, nodding and wiping a tear from her eye with a thumb. “I’m a hypocrite I know. 
I tell you you’re not a monster- which you aren’t- for your experiences. But here I am..” 


Izuku thinks for a second. The word monster.. 

“T..I think that the word monster isn’t really a.. bad thing anymore?” he blurts. 
Dai opens her mouth but Izuku cuts her off. 

“T’ve thought about this sometimes, especially after talking with you but..” 
Izuku breathes. 


“Dai...we didn’t do any of this without full remorse. I didn’t kill the sludge villain because I wanted 
to, I did because I was terrified ...” Izuku pauses and takes another breath. 


Dai nods, allowing for another tear to fall. 


“T guess what I’m saying is..yeah sure, call us monsters. But, I think monsters get scared too, you 
know? And there is nothing wrong with that.” 


Dai continues to stare at him. 


“Everyone has a little monster within them; it just depends on the degree, not the kind. If that 
makes sense?” 


Dai nods, continuing to let Izuku speak his mind patiently. 


“T guess I fully started to realize this when Eraserhead refused to arrest me. He saw that yes, I 
physically was a monster, but I didn’t want to do monstrous things.” Izuku shrugs, moving his gaze 
back to the city. 


“T don’t know what happened to you, or why you think you’re some kind of bad person but.. as you 
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said to me what seems like a long time ago is, “you aren’t and you never will be’”. 
“Kid...” 


“You aren’t a bad person Dai. You help people, you go out of your way to save even people that 
don’t deserve saving because you want to. Whatever happened to you, doesn’t mean you’re an 
awful person. And whatever happened, if you aren’t ready to tell me then that's completely fine.” 
Izuku looks down at his feet, feeling the breeze move his hair in different directions. 


“Yeah, you scared me Dai, you really did. But what scared me most was that you were so scared of 
yourself .” Izuku looks back up and finds Dai with more tears in her eyes. 


“Sorry if that made no sense, I tend to ramble nonsense most of the time. But, I think what ’'m 
trying to say is that..it's ok.” Izuku blinks, and opens his mouth again but is cut off when Dai grabs 


him. Wrapping her arms around him, she buries her face into the crook of his shoulder. Hesitantly, 
Izuku wraps his arms around her back, feeling the tingle of her hair on his skin. 


“Tt’s ok Dai.” 


“Man fuck you, when did you get so grown up?” Dai says against his shoulder. Her voice is 
muffled because of his clothes. 


Izuku chuckles. “I don’t know. Someones gotta be the adult here.” 


“Oh stop.” Dai’s fingers find Izuku’s hair and she plays with the ends of the curls. His mom does 
the same when they hug. 


“Thank you, kid.” 

Izuku smiles. 

“Of course. I care about you Dai, you’re like my weird second mom.” 
Dai snorts against his shoulder. 


“Just because you care for me, doesn’t mean I can’t do the same for you,” Izuku adds. Dai nods 
against him. 


“Just promise me you'll tell me when you’ re ready.” 
A pause. 


“Yeah, kid..I promise.” 


“T swear, it has to be him.” 


Dai is in the kitchen with Hiroto, the lights are dimmed and the air is quiet. Dai is still a little 
emotionally exhausted from her conversation with Midoriya, so she leans against the counter for 
support. She hasn’t really..had a chance to talk to Hiroto about this in the past few days. Laying in 
bed and thinking was all she could really bring herself to do. 


“Dai the guy’s been dead for two years. When the kid mentioned a Latin speaker, I feared the 
worst too but, come on.” Hiroto crosses his arms, leaning against the fridge. 


“And how do you know that?” Dai spits quietly, trying to keep her volume low. She feels so many 
emotions inside all at once, it is hard fighting off the urge to scream. 


“Because after we did that to him, there is no way he didn't bleed out. For everyone’s sake, try not 
to think of the worst. It had to have been a coincidence.” 


Dai is silent for a second. She feels her hand gently lift. Hiroto’s hand holds hers softly, looking 
down at the rings on her fingers. He twists the one on her ring finger off, revealing a circular burn 
scar. He rubs it with his thumb, keeping his gaze downward. 


“Ts it really a coincidence if it involves a quirk like that?” 
Hiroto sighs. 


“He’s gone Dai, he has to be gone.” 


She feels like crying. She knows he’s gone, she knows . But for some reason, his presence feels too 
close for comfort. Like a hand wraps itself around her neck, fingers tapping, clenching, squeezing 
her skin to suffocate. 


Hiroto pulls her hand, bringing her close. He wraps an arm around her shoulders and holds her to 
his chest. Dai can hear his heartbeat as her head pressed against him. 


“T-I know, I know,” Dai stutters. 
Hiroto puts a hand on her head and stays like that for a moment. 


“T hope to god you’re right.” Her voice cracks. 


Hiroto sighs, and Dai can hear it in his chest. A fat tear falls from the corner of her right eye, 
staining Hiroto’s shirt. He stays silent as she weeps quietly in his grasp. 


Chapter End Notes 


Iam going to eat a BRICK 
my stepdad tested positive for covid and my mom and he failed to tell me he even felt 
sick and that he was getting tested 


:))))) 


So basically, if you hear of a 17-year-old girl booking it from the police for homicide, 
you know why. 

I tested negative and I'm getting tested again but I still have to quarantine for obvious 
reasons SOOOOOO I love my entire existence rn. | may or may not post early for the 
next chapter if I feel like it. Hopefully, this chapter wasn't too much or whatever, we 
will be getting into the entrance exam and shit in the next chapter. Have a good one! 


Save Your Tears 


Chapter Summary 


Entrance exam and the first day of school! 


Izuku teaches Bakugou a little lesson ;) 


Chapter Notes 


Hello! Sorry, this one is a bit later than usual I've been stressed with the whole covid 
situation so writing just wasn't my first priority lol. 


This weeks song is save your tears by the weeknd 


I hope yall like this chapter! I will probably include some more art to my next chapter 
if I get around to it haha. 


Also what the hell, this fic is almost at 1000 hits?! You guys actually like my illiterate 
gibberish? That's insane that means so much to me omg. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Izuku gazes at the gate of Yuuei. Jesus Christ, it’s huge. This is giving him anxiety just looking at 
the campus. Yuma would be buzzing with excitement if she ever got a chance to walk in.. Gripping 
at his backpack strap tightly, he swallows and steps inside. He glances at the people walking 
around him, finding pairs of friends to loners. He’s one of those loners. His nervousness grows 
larger as he approaches the building. Can he really do this? 


“Move it dumbass.” 


Izuku jumps. Looking back he finds Bakugou walking behind him with a disgusted glare on his 
face. Izuku feels his face fall and eyes narrow. God, he better not be in the same room as him. 


“Nice to see you too Bakugou..” Izuku rolls his eyes and lets Bakugou pass him. Bakugou clicks 
his tongue with annoyance as he walks past Izuku, shoving his hands in his pockets. 


Izuku sighs and continues to walk towards the door. 


“Man, someone’s not very nice this morning,” a feminine voice says next to Izuku. Izuku’s eyes 
slide to the side and find a perky girl with pink cheeks and brown short hair. She’s smiling at 
Izuku. 


“Yeah he’s...peachy,” Izuku says with a grumble, “trust me when I say this is him being mellow.” 
The girl covers her mouth and chuckles. 


“You nervous?” The girl asks, keeping a strong gaze towards him. Hm, she’s pretty. Izuku smiles 
back. 


“You could say that,” Izuku says with a semi laugh, “what about you?” 


“Oh definitely, this place is huge !” The girl exclaims. They reach the door and Izuku pulls it open, 
letting the girl pass through. She nods a thank you as they both walk in. Good lord , how is he 
going to find his way around this school? He looks around slowly, it’s definitely an upgrade to 
junior high... 


Someone that looks like a guide smiles and points them in the direction they need to go for the 
meeting. Izuku and the girl thank him and head down. 


The meeting spot is a large auditorium of some sort, and there are a Jot of people. Izuku swallows 
down the nervous lump in his throat like bile and walks down the steps to find a seat. The girl taps 
his arm and points to two empty seats. They both sit in the crowded room, practically taking in 
everyone’s body heat. Izuku pulls out the card he was given earlier with all of his information. He 
blinks as he reads through all the information. 


“ALRITINMGHT EVERYBODY!” A voice booms through the room, almost making the seat 
shake from under them. Everyone grows quiet and Izuku can feel a familiar shiver down his brain 
stem. Izuku recognizes that voice, not everyone can sound that loud and obnoxious. Narrowing his 
eyes, he finds Present Mic standing enthusiastically on the stage. His old fanboy self would be 
having a heart attack right now but, he just looks at the hero with a half-smile. Present Mic is 
actually a hero that attended a chase for him and Yuma a couple of months back. They needed 
someone as loud as him to help, especially when it involved dogs and heightened hearing. God, he 
can practically still feel his ears ringing. 


“Oh my god, it’s Present Mic! I listen to his radio show like all the time!” The girl next to him 
whispers excitedly. Izuku shoots her a smile and then looks back down. 


“CAN I GET A YEAHHHHHH!?” The hero shouts. 
The room is dead silent. 
Awkward. 


Izuku clears his throat uncomfortably as everyone in the room just stares at the hero on the stage. 
This is going to be a long day. 


Izuku stretches his arms as he stands in front of an even larger gate than the school’s entrance. Why 
is everything so absurdly huge here?? He has on something similar to the combat suit he wears out 
with the Oni, only it’s red and black, and less...vigilante-like. It has no hood or mask, he can’t risk 
looking that similar to Cerberus. He’d wear a normal tracksuit or workout clothes, but he can’t risk 
shredding his clothes without the comfort of memory threads either. 


“Oh yeah, I never asked but what happened to your eye?” The girl he’d been with earlier found 
herself next to Izuku. Luckily he has someone familiar in here. She’s tapping her eye, showing that 
she’s talking about the long scar sliced across his eye. 


He tries to think of a lie when the buzzers scream. Oh god, he wasn’t paying attention. 


?? 


“T slammed into a street sign!” Izuku shouts a lie as he starts to run with the crowd. “Good luck!” 
He doesn’t give her a chance to respond, he’s already in. 


Running down the streets of the faux city, he thinks of a plan. Present Mic explained that each 
robot had point values, and smashing them is all you have to do. Honestly, that’s..odd to Izuku. A 
hero entrance exam without any saving? Isn’t that basically the whole point of being a hero- 


Lost in thought, he doesn’t notice the robot slide in front of him. Because of his experience with 
sneak attacks and working with Yue, he moves quicker than his brain registers the situation. 
Jumping in the air, he shoves a concentration of energy into his legs, letting them become large 
and hairy. With a crack, he spins and kicks the robot’s head clean off. Sparks fly and it drops 
limply. Huffing, he glances at the robot before taking off with his enhanced legs. Three points. 


In the corner of his eye, he spots someone on the ground getting cornered by a three-pointer. They 
look terrified and completely frazzled like this is something they didn’t sign up for. Changing 
course, Izuku tiptoe runs up to the robot. Leaping, he lands on its back. Shoving some more energy 
into his limbs, he creates a large claw and shoves it into the robot’s neck, puncturing the metal. 
Feeling what must be the equivalent of a spinal cord, Izuku rips. Digging his toenails into the 
metal, he backbends and begins to pull the robot’s spine out of its armor. Unclipping his nails from 
the metal, he flips back and completely yanks the spine out. Six points. 


Dropping the spine on the ground, Izuku glances at the person on the ground. They are shaking 
and their leg looks beat up, but not broken or anything serious. 


“Are you ok? Can you stand?” Izuku bends down and offers a hand- more specifically his clawed 
hand. The person nods and grabs onto one of Izuku’s nails since his hand is enormous compared to 
theirs. He hoists them up and gives them a once over. “Take a quick breather and then head back 
out, don’t let these things intimidate you, they’re pretty useless if you find a weak spot.” Izuku 
winks at them. 


“Thank you,” they say, looking at Izuku’s appendages. Izuku smiles and nods before taking off in 
the opposite direction. 


Shouta stares at the screens in front of him and his colleagues, observing all of the students in the 
exams. 


“We've got some promising young students here today,” Nedzu says, sipping from a small cup of 
tea. He eyes All Might next to him, making Shouta raise an eyebrow. 


There are a lot of participants this year, and most of them are around the same as last year. He 
watches as a blonde completely obliterates a robot with an exploding palm, looking absolutely 
feral. Shouta sighs and takes a sip of coffee. It’s too early for this. 


“Now that’s something you don’t see every day.” Shouta hears Mic say at one of the screens. 
Shouta looks up from his cup, coffee still in his mouth mid swallow. He looks at the screen and 
finds a boy with large animalistic features on his limbs, looking wolf-like . And unlike all of the 
other participants, he’s helping the other students. It seems his goal isn’t getting the most points, 
but more so to help those that are struggling. He doesn’t just destroy- more like absolutely 
mutilating gruesomely- robots that corner people, but he also helps them and makes sure they are 
ok. Huh, did the boy figure it out? Looking closer at his features, he notices a long scar sliced 
across one of the boy’s determined eyes. Shouta chokes on his coffee and almost does a spit take. 


Coughing, he tries to regain his breath. It’s Cerberus. 


“Who’s that?” Shouta hears All Might speak up. 


“Midoriya Izuku,” Nedzu responds, taking another sip of his tea, “interesting one, isn’t he?” 
All Might nods, continuing to look at the screen. 


“T don’t think I’ve seen someone get this many points before,” Midnight speaks up. She’s right, 
with combat points on top of rescue, the kid might have broken a record. Feeling a smile creep on 
his face, he almost senses proudness inside. 


“Alright, I think it’s time.” 


Everyone looks at Nedzu as he hovers a paw over one of the buttons. Shouta groans internally as 
the principal presses the button. He hates this part. 


Izuku can feel his bones start to cry and protest as he moves quickly down the street in search of 
more robots. He thinks he did pretty good so far on points, but if he wants a guaranteed in, he needs 
a few more. Something suddenly feels wrong. Slowing to a stop, he waits and looks around. No 
one else has noticed this feeling. Looking down, he sees pieces of gravel start to vibrate and shake. 
Something big is coming, he can feel the vibrations through his nails and up to his spine. 
Something moves, grabbing his attention. 


Oh. Oh my god. 


Metal screeches and asphalt crunches as wheels roll. That’s the zero pointer?! Izuku’s mouth gapes 
open as he stares at the enormous robot the size of Godzilla looking down at him. He watches as 
people run past him in fear, trying to get away from that thing. It could literally crush someone, 
what is this school thinking?! Izuku prepares to turn tail but stops when he hears someone 
whimper. 


“H-help!” Izuku turns back in the direction of the robot and finds that girl from earlier trapped 
under rubble. Her leg is wholly sandwiched in between chunks of rock. She’ Il be crushed to death 
if someone doesn’t help her. Everyone around him continues to cower away, fearful of the insanely 
huge robot rolling towards them. Izuku tries to think of a plan. The robot is moving slowly so that 
gives him some time, but not very much. He could pry the girl out of the rubble, but he can’t risk it. 
He doesn’t know the extent of her injuries. Tapping a toenail on the ground in thought, he looks up 
at the robot. Bingo. 


Izuku pushes off into a sprint, getting weird looks from the people he passes. He shoves more and 
more energy into his body, but not all of it. He keeps some of it in his brain, leaving his body 
looking like something similar to Yuma’s form. He stays half transformed without the bones and 
spines on his back, and more so like a regular werewolf. He can’t fully transform here or he’s toast. 
Jumping from all fours, he flings himself to the building to his left and runs. Hiroto taught him how 
to use his claws like snowshoes as he runs, so any surface can be used for running. Izuku smiles as 
he runs awkwardly on the building, internally thanking Hiroto for the skill. As he approaches the 
robot, he hunches his body and presses his legs and arms on the wall. He releases. Shooting 
towards the robot, he slams his clawed hands into the metal, hanging on for dear life. Tail swishing 
under him, he looks down and finds that the robot is getting closer to the girl. Shit. 


Izuku growls as he climbs up the metal. Reaching the robot’s head, he notices a gap between its 
head and the armor on its back. Just like he thought. It has a weak spot like all the other robots. 
Taking a deep breath, he squeezes himself down into the gap. If he’s going to bring this thing 
down, he needs to do it internally. Worming around in the wires and metal plates, he makes his 
way to the center. Every robot has a core that supplies the energy, Izuku just needs to find it. 
Looking around in the dark insides of the robot he spots something that kind of looks like it could 


be a core. It’s too big for him to just rip out with his hands. Welp, fuck it. 


Letting the rest of the energy stored in his head free, he grows larger and larger. Bones and spines 

shoot out and his snout grows uncomfortably. A growl echoes inside the robot as he claws his way 
to the core. Reaching it, he opens his mouth that’s filled with hot acid and he chomps down hard . 

It explodes. Ow. 


Izuku feels the robot begin to stop and hunch forward. It doesn’t fall. Perfect. Letting go of the 
core, he lets the energy flow back up into his head partially. IZuku makes his way to what he thinks 
is the chest plate and he claws the metal open like a tuna can. The bright light of the sun partially 
blinds him as he squeezes out of the hole like an alien parasite. Sliding out, he puts one of his 
clawed hands half into the metal and he drops. The sound of metal ripping is hot and painful to his 
ears, making him cringe uncomfortably. Reaching the comforting asphalt of the ground once again, 
he chances fully human and runs over to the girl trapped under the rubble to make sure she’s ok. 


“Are you ok?” He crouches down to her eye level and gets a nod in return. She looks up at the dead 
robot above her and then back over to him. She faints. Shit. Izuku catches her head before she 
smacks it onto the ground. The last thing she needs is a concussion. 


“That was really something dear,” an elderly voice says behind him. He turns and finds a very 
short woman in a medical coat with a cane. Ah, it’s Recovery Girl. Yue would be screaming right 
now if she got to meet Recovery Girl. 


“Are you hurt?” She asks Izuku. He shakes his head and she raises an eyebrow and glances at his 
face. Oh, right. He probably looks stupid because of the explosion straight to the face. “I’m ok I 
promise.” She nods and looks at the girl on the ground. 


“T didn’t want to remove her from the rubble in case it was preventing bleeding so I went for the 
robot instead.” 


Recovery Girl shuffles over to him and the girl. Waving a couple of medical robots over to the 
rubble, she instructs them to lift the rocks. 


“You’re a smart one, not a lot of people think to do that,” she says as she bends down to deliver a 
soft kiss to the girl’s head. Izuku chuckles and rubs his head sheepishly. 


“T have a friend that’s in the medical field.” 


Recovery Girl hums. “Well if you’re ok, you can head over to the rest of the group. Good luck with 
results hon.” 


Izuku bows and runs over to the uninjured group walking out of the gate. He feels a smile creep 
onto his face. That went surprisingly well. Now comes the worst part, waiting for the results. 
“Oh my god, I am going to combust.” 


Izuku snorts as he watches Yuma pace around in his living room. He’s scrolling through his phone 
on the couch lazily. It’s been a couple of weeks since the entrance exam, and the results should be 
out sometime today. 


“You stressing is making me stress, shush,” Izuku says. 


“Yo Midoriya your mom wants to know if you want Katsudon tonight!” Hiroto shouts from the 
kitchen. Izuku looks over the back of the couch. 


“Ts that even a real question?” He says with a slight laugh. 
“Katsudon it is.” 


He invited the Oni over for dinner tonight. Yeah, he was nervous about what his mom was going to 
think of four adults coming over, but she was surprisingly fine with it. She mostly just seemed too 
thrilled by the idea of meeting the people that have been in Izuku’s life for the past year to really 
even care. The vigilante part had to stay out though. He isn’t about to watch her pass out tonight. 
So today, the Oni are just a bunch of normal civilians. 


Something crashes in the kitchen. 

“Wasn’t me!” Hiroto shouts. 

“T’m gonna kick your ass out of the kitchen if you do that again,” Dai responds. 

Yes. Normal. 

He can hear his mom giggle as she throws something into a pan, it makes him smile deeper. 


Yuma screams and it startles Izuku so much he practically falls off the couch. Something crashes 
again in the kitchen. 


“Damn it Hiroto!” 


“IT’S HEREITSHEREIT’S HERE!” Yuma shouts excitedly. She’s jumping with joy as she holds 
an envelope in her hand with a Yuuei seal on it. Izuku jumps to his feet and rushes over to Yuma, 
snatching the envelope out of her hands. Everyone in the kitchen rushes over to the two excitedly. 
His mom looks like she’s ready to pass out. Izuku brings the envelope over to the living room and 
sits back onto the couch. Everyone crowds around and behind him so close he can feel the energy 
radiating off of them. Yue places her hands on his shoulders and squeezes. 


Inhaling, he rips the envelope open. A plastic device pops out and lands on the coffee table in front 
of him. It clacks and immediately lights up. He feels Yue flinch slightly as a hologram appears in 
front of them. 


“Ts this thing on- oh shit-” Izuku’s eyes widen as he watches Eraserhead stand awkwardly on the 
hologram as if he’s never done this before in his life. “Hey kid, I don’t usually do these things, but 
I found it appropriate all things considered.” 


Izuku can already feel tears welling up in his eyes. 


“T saw you during the exam and was impressed. You did what no other student did, and that was 
prioritize other people over your own results.” A slight smile appears on Eraserhead’s lips. Izuku 
might explode. The anticipation is killing everyone. 


A screen pops up behind Eraserhead and Izuku’s eyes almost fall out of his face. 


“As seen here, these are your results from the exam. You passed the written just fine, and your 
practical? God damn kid- I am NOT going to watch my language,” he scowls at someone off- 
camera and then returns to his normal composure. 


“You received 120 points combined in the practical exam, setting a record .” 


Izuku’s mouth hangs open slightly. 


“Holy SHIT kid!” Hiroto shouts in his ear. 
“Shh!” Dai shushes him, pointing to the screen. Eraserhead isn’t done yet. 


“You said it yourself, problem child, you want to be a hero. So, ’Il see you in class Midoriya Izuku 


bed 


Eraserhead winks and the hologram shuts off. The room is quiet for a long second. Yuma squeals, 
breaking the silence, and everyone cheers. Tears fall from his eyes as he looks down at the device, 
he did it. He DID it. Hiroto grabs Izuku from under his armpits and hoists him up, throwing him 
onto his shoulders. 


“You did it kid!” 
“I’m so proud of you honey!” 
Everyone jumps around with excitement and glee. 


“IT knew you could do it squirt!” 


Hiroto lets Izuku down and everyone smacks into him. Dai wraps her arms around his body and 
everyone follows. Izuku is now hysterically crying as everyone squeezes tight. He leans his head 
against Yuma’s and smiles. They stay like that for a while. 


“T am so, so proud of you Midoriya,” Dai whispers. Izuku’s heart warms from those words. He 
looks up with tear-filled eyes to his mom, who is standing there with a stupidly wide smile on her 
face. Tears fall from her own face as she watches his friends hug him tightly. 


Hiroto sniffs. “Hey uh is something burning?” 

His mom almost leaps out of her own skin. 

“Oh shoot shoot shoot!” She scurries over to the kitchen in a panic and Izuku snorts. 
“Tl help!” Hiroto yells and runs after her. 

“No, you won't!” Dai responds as she lets go of Izuku and chases after Hiroto. 


Izuku is left with Yue and Yuma laughing in the living room. Yue moves to face him and gives 
him the warmest smile a serpent could give. Yuma slams a hand onto his head and ruffles his 
curls. 


“Knew you could do it, kid,” Yuma says with a cheeky smile, “now let’s go help with dinner.” 


Izuku nods and walks to the kitchen with Yuma and Yue next to him. Hiroto suddenly runs past 
them and an object flies towards Izuku, causing him to squeak and duck. Turning around he sees a 
wooden spoon clack onto the ground. 


“Sorry, Midoriya!” Dai says apologetically. The spoon must have been for Hiroto. 
“Can you guys like not throw things in my house?” Izuku says with a chuckle. 
His mom laughs. “Oh I don’t mind honey, they are making things exciting.” 


He rolls his eyes with a smile and goes to find something to do in the kitchen to help his mom. 


“Well duh, we are just so much fun,” Yuma says, grabbing a piece of cooked pork from the plate 
on the table. Izuku swats at her but she shoves it in her mouth, smiling with cheeks full. 


“Dai was it?” His mom asks, turning her head to Dai next to her. 
Dai hums and nods her head, grabbing a towel to help move over one of the pans. 


“How did you stumble upon my Izuku?” His mom keeps her gaze down at the pan in front of her, 
stirring the eggs around. “Don’t get me wrong hon, you’re all so sweet but I never expected people 
like you to befriend him.” 


Dai glances over at Izuku briefly before looking back over at his mom. “Well uh, we ran into him a 
couple of times actually. The first time during the sludge attack and the second the next day. There 
was something about him that caught my eye.” 


“How so?” his mom asks. 


Dai puts the towel over her shoulder and leans against the counter. “We live in a difficult world 
Mrs. Midoriya,” she sighs and looks at Izuku, “he was put down and shit on for something he can’t 
control, and I could see in his eyes that..well he was just about ready to give up.” 


Izuku moves to sit at the table, continuing to look at Dai and his mother carefully. 
Dai looks at Izuku with soft eyes. “I was tired of watching people give up.” 


His mom moves the pan off the burner slowly. “Well, I appreciate you and your want to help my 
son. I could tell that Izuku was so much happier during these past few months, and I’m glad you’re 
the reason for that.” 


“We were happy to,” Hiroto chimes in, walking back into the kitchen. He gets a glare from Dai for 
coming back into the room, but she drops it. 


“Even though you did lie to me about where you were for a while,” his mom adds, pointing her 
spoon at Izuku. He cringes. 


“T said I was sorry for that!” 


His mom giggles, bringing the spoon back to the pan. “It’s alright, I’m just glad you finally let me 
meet your friends.” 


Yue taps Izuku’s shoulder, causing him to look back at her. She smiles like she has something 
planned and signs something. His eyes widen. 


“No no no absolutely not.” He whispers a little too loud. Yue’s scaley smile only widens. 


“What did she say?” his mom asks, curious as to what Yue was saying with her hands. Yue 
snickers and signs to Dai. 


Dai gasps. “You want to see Midoriya’s baby pictures? What a wonderful idea!” Izuku facepalms. 


His mom's face lights up. “There are a few albums on the shelf over there! After dinner, I can show 
you some of my old home videos if you would like!” 


“Noooooo00000,” Izuku groans and slides down his chair. “I regret bringing you guys now.” 


“Oh come on, it was bound to happen eventually,” Hiroto jokes, already walking towards the shelf 


to grab his pick. 
“T hate all of you.” 
“No, you don’t,” Yuma elbows him before following Hiroto and Yue. 


“Oh Izuku, what’s so bad about them?” His mom laughs, mixing the ingredients together in a big 
bowl. 


“They’re embarrassing!” 

He hears Hiroto belt a laugh from the living room. 
“Damn kid you had one hell of an All Might phase!” 
“Awww the little onesie is so cuuuute,”’ Yuma cuts in. 


“Oh man, I gotta see this.” Dai heads towards the living room and Izuku covers his face with his 
hands with immense embarrassment. He can sense the color of his skin turn tomato red as Dai goes 
to sit with everyone else. He feels his mom's touch suddenly. Lifting his face from his hands, he 
sees her rubbing a gentle hand through his thick hair. 


“What is it?” Izuku asks. 


“Nothing honey, I’m just happy for you.” She leans forward and places a quick kiss on his 
forehead. Letting go of his head, she walks towards the living room. 


“If you guys want, I have all of his old drawings saved from when he was little.” 


Izuku’s eyes widen. “NO!” 


“Are you sure you don’t want us to walk with you?” Dai says on the other end of the phone. 


Izuku snorts a laugh into the phone. His phone is in between his shoulder and ear as he tries to 
fiddle with his tie. No use, he doesn’t know what the hell he’s doing. 


“Nah, I'd rather not show up to my first day of school with four vigilantes as my bodyguards.” 


“Can I at least come over and help you with your tie?” Hiroto shouts from across the room on the 
other end. 


Izuku pauses and looks down at the monstrosity of a tie he has on. “....no.” 
“Fine, I’m teaching you after school because I know it’s bad.” 

“Hey!” 

“Oh hush Hiroto. Anyway, good luck on your first day squirt! Kick ass!” 


“Got it, mother.” Izuku laughs as the phone call ends. He shoves his phone in his pocket and picks 
his backpack up. Looking at his tie one more time he cringes. Yeesh. Oh well, he’ll just have to 
deal with it for today. 


Running down the stairs, his mom is waiting there patiently. 


“Are you ready for your first-day honey?” 


Izuku nods as he slips his shoes on. He reaches for the door handle when his mom stops him. He 
looks back to face her. 


“Be careful out there.” 


Izuku smiles. “I will mom, don’t worry.” He pulls the door open and shuts it behind him. 


Izuku will never get used to walking to a school this large. Every time he gets closer to the front 
gate he feels like his spine is going to fall out and onto the sidewalk. Grabbing at his backpack 
straps with both hands, he puts his head down and walks faster. 


He makes it inside quickly. Now here comes the real challenge, finding 1-A’s classroom. It was 
said that it’s on the second floor? He climbs up the stairs and to his luck he is greeted by the first- 
year classrooms. 


“Hey!” Someone shouts. Izuku turns his head and finds the girl from the entrance exam running 
towards him from behind him with a smile on her face. “What’s up stranger?” She gleams as she 
approaches him. 


Izuku smiles as she moves to walk next to him. 
“Hey, you passed congrats!” Izuku says excitedly. 


“Thanks to you honestly,” she says rubbing the back of her head, “I would have been toast if you 
didn’t do what you did- which was insane by the way!” 


Izuku nods with the same smile. “Of course, I wasn’t going to leave you there. And it wasn’t 
much, I’m just glad my face didn’t blow off when I exploded its core.” He laughs nervously and 
continues to walk forward. He just realized he never got her name. “By the way, what’s your 
name?” 


“Uraraka Ochako! And you?” 
“Midoriya Izuku,” Izuku responds. 


They both reach the marker that says 1-A and they stop. Oh nice, they are in the same class. He 
looks at the door. Jesus what is with this place and big ass doors... 


Blinking, he slides the door open. 
Oh for the love of- 

“Remove your feet at once!” 

“Or what four eyes?” 


Izuku knew Bakugou got into Yuuei. But why, just why did they have to be in the same class again. 
He groans and places a hand on his head. He can already feel a headache coming on. 


The blue-haired guy with glasses grumbles with annoyance. “You are acting incredibly 
inappropriate! You’re going to scuff up school property you cretin.” 


Bakugou opens his mouth but stops when he sees Izuku in the doorway. Here we go. 


A growl escapes Bakugou’s mouth and he gets out of his seat. “What the fuck are you doing here, 
Deku ?” 


Izuku rolls his eyes and walks into the classroom. 


“Deku?” Uraraka questions. Izuku sends her a “don’t worry about it” glance and heads to find his 
seat. 


“You didn’t answer my question Deku,” Bakugou scowls, stepping in front of him. Izuku just 
stares at him. “How did someone with a weak quirk like yours get into my class?” 


“ Your class?” The one with the glasses speaks up, “and I don’t know what you mean by weak, 
because I watched him destroy a zero pointer with ease.” 


Oh goddamn it. 
“What?!” Bakugou yells. 
“Alright, that’s enough. To your seats.” 


Izuku turns around and finds Eraserhead walking in with a cup of coffee and is..is that a sleeping 
bag in his hands? He makes eye contact with Eraserhead and the hero stares at his tie. He sighs 
disappointedly. 


Izuku gives him an “I know it’s bad” glance before heading to his seat. 


“T’m going to make this short. My name is Shouta Aizawa and I am going to be your homeroom 
teacher this year. One thing you need to know about me is that I don’t do orientation. Go to the 
locker rooms and get changed into your gym uniforms, I'll see you outside.” 


Eraser-Aizawa sensei turns around and walks out of the room, leaving the whole class confused 


and honestly quite afraid of what comes next. 


“Orientation will be of no use to you today. Instead, I am going to assess you on your abilities.” 
Aizawa-sensei holds up a ball. “I usually do simple tests like ball throws and meter dashes, but this 
year is going to be different.” 


The class gives him weird looks. What exactly does he have in mind? 


“Today, we are doing a little thing I like to call: Manhunt.” There is a smile on his face that is kind 
of uncomfortable to look at. 


“T’ve only done this a couple of times. The class must participate in a manhunt to find and capture a 
student with capture tape. Think of it as an intense game of hide and seek and tag combined.” 


The one with the glasses raises his hand. 
“T’m sorry sir, what does this have to do with assessing our quirks?” 


Aizawa-sensei nods. “I will score you based on your mental and physical abilities during this test. 
Not just your quirk but more specifically, are you thinking rationally? Are you using your quirk 
correctly in a given situation? I am testing you and your ability in a situation like this. If you really 
want to be heroes, I need to see it for myself.” 


“But sir, what if your quirk isn’t suited for something like this?” A girl in a long black ponytail 


asks. 


“Then you adapt. Quirks aren’t everything, and that’s what I want you to take from this.” He 
glances at Midoriya. 


“But why do this? Wouldn’t it be easier to just do simple tests?” The student with the lightning bolt 
hair asks quickly, getting nods from the whole class. Izuku is curious as well, why is- ohhhh now 
he knows what Aizawa-sensei is doing. 


“Last year I expelled my entire class because they simply couldn’t make the cut as heroes,” 
Aizawa-sensei says, silencing the guy who is apparently named Kaminari. “I would like to see how 
you all act against people you are unfamiliar with.” 


He crosses his arm, making Izuku swallow a lump down his throat. 
“After this exercise, I will decide whether or not this class will make the cut. ” 


Jesus Aizawa-sensei, I know you’re not serious but sheesh, way to make the class nervous. Izuku 
thinks to himself as he glances at his now nervous classmates. 


“Tida, you will go first. Whoever finds and captures Iida will receive ten points, then you will 
switch places. I will award points to those that put in a good effort and show me their abilities, not 
just their quirk. We will do as many rounds as time allows. Whoever ends this exercise with zero 
points will be expelled .” 


Aizawa-sensei walks to the side, signaling for the class to follow him. 

“You’re cruel,” Izuku mumbles a laugh as his teacher passes him. 

“T try,” Aizawa-sensei replies. 

“Yeah right, like this will be a challenge,” Bakugou scoffs, causing a smile to creep onto Izuku’s 
face. He’s waited for this moment for a long time. 

Short explanation. Katsuki is livid. 


Four eyes got caught real damn fast. And by who exactly? Deku. Fucking Deku. Katsuki is 
absolutely fuming. When the hell did the bastard actually get good at this shit? He knew the idiot 
got into Yuuei due to their junior high teacher pulling them in to congratulate them. He was pissed, 
yeah, but he expected the nerd to get into GS not the fucking hero course. There had to have been 
some strings pulled. Did he get on the principal's good side or something? Bribe someone? There 
is no way this is possible . 


Katsuki ditched the class right as their teacher blew the whistle to go for the second round. They 
got thrown into some kind of maze with pipes called Ground Gamma and it’s a mess in here. And 
why was everyone given earpieces anyway? Aren’t they all on their own for this? Each round has a 
limited amount of time, so Katsuki needs to hurry and find that fucker. 


“Hey Bakugou, any luck?” The knockoff Pikachu guy whispers into his earpiece. 
Katsuki growls and places a finger on the earpiece. “Obviously not dumbass, fuck off.” 
“So mean..” 


He continues to run, scanning the area for Deku. It can’t be that hard to find someone as plain- 


looking as him. 

“Guys I found him! Wait shit-AHG!” 

“Kaminari?!” 

Katsuki tsks in annoyance as he runs faster. Of course, the idiot found him first. 
“Guys he got away! He’s freaking slippery!” 


Katsuki places a finger on his earpiece. “The damn nerd is clumsy as fuck how do you not catch 
him?!” Not even someone like dunce face can catch Deku? What the hell is going on?? 


“Kaminari do you copy?” 
This is a fucking shit show. How quick is that fucker? 


“T have a visual ribbit, he’s near the watchtower thing,” the frog girl whispers quietly, she must be 
close. 


“You got this Asui!” 

“Call me Tsuyu.” 

Katsuki takes a sharp turn in the direction of the watchtower. That frog better not take his shot. 
“You're still there, Tsuyu?” 

“Yes, I’m out of- wait where did he go ribbit?” 

Damn it! Katsuki internally scowls. 

He continues to sprint towards the tower, desperately trying to find Deku. 


“Found him! He’s still near the watchtower- wait what the hell he just did a backflip off a wall 
that was COOL!” 


“Mina focus!” Four eyes shouts authoritatively. 
The fucker knows parkour?? What the hell has he been doing for ten months?! 


“For the love of God, I just watched Midoriya jump off a wall and flip Mina with his LEGS! His 
LEGS!!” 


“Sero are you Still near the watchtower?” 

“This is crazy!” The weird grape midget cries in frustration. 

Annoyed, Katsuki touches his earpiece. “How hard is it to catch one fucking person!?” 
“Well, I don’t see you catching anyone!” 

“T’ve lost visual! He fucking dipped man!” 


Katsuki scowls again. He’s almost at the tower, he can see it poking through the tick bundle of 
pipes. Turning, he hits a spot where there is limited light. Damn it. He keeps running but it just 
keeps getting darker and darker. Is he hitting a dead end? The pipes above his head became so 


thick and concentrated, that they closed off all the light around him. Just perfect. 


Something swipes at his legs, causing him to fly back and land on his ass with a thud. Hoping to 
his feet immediately he lights his palms with sparks to lighten his surroundings. 


“T know you’re here you bastard!” He turns around in a circle, trying to find Deku. “So you can 
throw a punch now?! Since when you piece of shit,” Katsuki mocks, trying to coax Deku out of 
hiding. 


Something grabs his shoulder and he turns, arms ready to deliver a blow. One of his extended arms 
is grabbed and the next thing he knows, he feels concrete on his back. Did this fucker flip him? 


Coughing he sits up. His palms glow red and hot with anger. Deku is toying with him and it’s 
pissing him off. 


“Face me you coward!” Katsuki growls. 


A finger taps his shoulder and he spins around, delivering an explosion. He hits nothing. Again, 
finger taps at his shoulder. Explosion. Tap. Explosion. Katsuki screams in frustration. 


Katsuki feels absolutely feral right now. 


“However you managed to pull some strings to get here I don’t care! You will always be that weak 
little Deku. The little freak that can’t do anything!” 


Another tap. 


“You will ALWAYS BE-” he spins around, lighting his palm for an explosion. The light of his 
palm catches something not human and it startles Katsuki. It leaps at him, pinning him to the 
ground with intense weight. It snarls with anger but he can’t see its face. Wiggling a hand free, he 
lights it with sparks. Long, wet fangs are dangerously close to his face, and oozing between the 
cracks is green, hot acid. 


“Go ahead, finish,” its voice grumbles monstrously, making Katsuki’s insides quake and churn. 
“TJ will always be what ?” 
Deku. 


A fat lump lodges itself in Katsuki’s vocal cords. He can’t talk. He just stares at Deku’s long 
muzzle, wet nose, and angry green eyes with so much confusion. Flashes of the sludge villain 
attack make him feel ill, bile threatens to spill out of his mouth. He had suspicions, but god damn it 
he was never serious . He gags. 


‘“*A monster?” 
A drop of acid drips onto the ground right next to his face, sizzling into the concrete. 


He tries to speak but all that comes out is a squeak. Deku growls again, making the veins in 
Katsuki’s body freeze. 


“T don’t think you understand what a monster actually is .” 


Deku’s ears turn slightly like they are listening for something. Giving Katsuki one last irritated 
look, he steps off and disappears completely. 


An alarm blares. 

“Time is up!” 

Katsuki looks up at what he thinks is the ceiling, before turning over and puking all over the 
ground. 

“Woah there Bakugou, you good? You look pale.” Kirishima goes up to Bakugou but is swatted 
away quickly. 

“Tm fine ,” Bakugou bites. 


They went through a couple more rounds before running out of time completely. After Izuku’s 
round, Mina went and then Bakugou, followed by Todoroki and then Jirou. He’s honestly 
surprised Bakugou didn’t win every round, but then again, he did look like he was seconds away 
from vomiting due to the color of his face. He asked Aizawa-sense if he was ok to sit out for the 
rest after his round because he felt like he was going to puke himself. Understanding the situation 
after some explaining, Aizawa-sensei let him hang out in the observation room. 


Izuku stares at Kirishima and Bakugou quietly as Aizawa-sensei walks up to the class. Izuku will 
admit, what he pulled was not smart whatsoever, but he was just so angry . He stares at Bakugou 
briefly before looking back over at his classmates. He keeps his mouth shut, feeling the leftover 
anger swelter through his body. The guy never learns, and it pisses Izuku off. 


“You all did well, but there could have been some improvements. Anyone want to explain?” 
Aizawa-sensei asks. 


The girl he assumes is Yaoyorozu raises her hand. 


“A lot of us got easily distracted. And when or if we came in contact with the person we were 
chasing, we would panic and end up relying on our quirks,” she says. 


Aizawa-sensei nods. “Very good. Yes, you are here to strengthen your quirks and yes you will be 
using them a lot in the future. But, I want you all to realize that against some people, your quirks 
will do nothing, leaving you helpless. You did well, for the most part, considering today was your 
first day as heroes in training.” 


Everyone nods, but Izuku can tell that they still look nervous. 

“And as for the expulsions? I lied.” 

Everyone groans and Izuku can’t help but smile. It was kind of funny. 
“Before I send you off, what exactly is the take away from this?” 
“Quirks aren’t everything,” half the class says, some sounding annoyed. 
Bakugou looks at Izuku like he’s about to throw up. 


Izuku looks at Bakugou with narrowed eyes. 


That people never change. 


Chapter End Notes 


I decided to change up the first day since I think everyone is a little tired of hearing the 
same thing over and over in fics, plus I needed an excuse to kick Bakugou's ass in. 


Trust me when I say there will be more of that in the next chapter! 


Have a good one 
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I am not dead (maybe) I just got a tad backed up because of missing like uh a week 
and a half of school so I forgot this existed. 
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wah 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Izuku might be going through the five stages of grief right about now. 


He taps a claw on his desk habitually as the class waits for their next lesson. He avoids scratching 
it because lida would shit a brick, so, tapping will do. There is a chance Izuku might shit himself 
honestly. All the adrenaline and anger from the first period faded away, and he’s just now 
adrenaline-sober enough to know that he is done for. He can’t stop staring at the back of 
Bakugou’s head, more pissed at himself than at Bakugou. Disappointed and frustrated. Bakugou is 
being uncharacteristically silent too and it’s scaring the crap out of him. He really exposed himself, 
and to the worst person on the planet. Shit! Why is he so stupid?! Yep, that's it, he’s fucked, he’s 
going to jail and he broke Bakugou. Izuku puts his head on his table, trying to cancel out all the 
noise of class. He might cry or scream, maybe both. Dai is going to have a cow when she hears 
about this. If she even gets the chance to hear it from him, considering he might be going to prison 
before the day ends. 


The class chatters quietly amongst each other, wondering who their next teacher is. It’s hero basic 
training, so it should be a hero or someone well suited for that. But honestly, it could be anyone. 
The door bursts open, startling half the class. 


“T am here..coming through the door like a normal person!” 
Something cracks inside his chest. 
Nope, I’m out. 


Izuku slams a fist on his table and everyone goes deathly quiet, including All Might who just 
walked into the classroom. Roughly standing out of his desk, he stomps towards the front of the 
room and towards the door. 


“Young man where are you-” 


“Bathroom,” Izuku spits before walking out of the door, slamming it behind him. He feels like 
screaming. Cupping his hands over his face, he lets out a muffled yell with a closed mouth. 


“Midoriya?” 


Looking up from his hands, Izuku sees Aizawa-sensei walking towards him with a clipboard in his 
hands, eyebrow raised in confusion. Aizawa then looks at the door, and then back at Izuku. He lets 
out a long tired sigh. 


“God damn it I forgot to warn you..” 


“No shit Eraserhead,” Izuku groans, “today can not be happening right now.” He puts a hand in his 
thick hair, pulling at a big chuck. Crying really might be on the agenda today. 


Aizawa looks at him, adjusting the board in his hands. “You briefly told me what happened last 
period, but all I know is the sentence ‘I fucked up and I can’t go back out there’. Mind talking to 
me?” 


Izuku shakes his head, standing up straight. “I would rather stick my hand in a blender than go back 
in there, so I need an excuse to stay out as long as possible.” 


Aizawa nods. “Today is more combat training anyway, only more intense than what I put the class 
through. You probably could take down all of your classmates blindfolded so it’s of no use to you 
anyway, let’s go to the office.” He turns and leads the way. Izuku follows. 


Aizawa hands him a mug with water in it. Taking it, Izuku looks at the design. There’s a cat on it. 
He opens his mouth, preparing to make a comment. 


“Don’t even think about it,” Aizawa says, sitting in his chair. Izuku frowns and takes a sip from the 
mug. The staff office isn’t much, it's just desks decorated with personal belongings from each 
teacher. Thankfully, everyone is teaching right now and Aizawa and Midnight are the only ones 
with a free period- Midnight usually leaves during her offs- so they are free to speak. Izuku grabs 
the chair from the desk next to Aizawa's and plops down. 


“Alright, wanna tell me what’s wrong, problem child?” He puts his own mug to his lips, most 
likely taking a sip of warm coffee. 


Izuku takes a shaky breath. “I exposed myself to Bakugou.” 
Aizawa chokes on his coffee. 

Izuku cringes as he watches him try to clear his airways. 
“Tt’s *cough* the first day *cough*, are you kidding me?” 


“T honestly wish I was because I’m done for,” Izuku says, leaning back in the chair and rubbing his 
face with a free hand. 


Aizawa finally clears his throat. “What happened? You’re usually more under control.” 
Izuku puts the mug on the desk, sighing. “Bakugou is my childhood bully.” 


Aizawa places a hand on his forehead. 


“T guess putting it simply, he was not happy about me getting into 1-A...and he said some nasty 
stuff to me per usual when I found him annnnd...I snapped.” He rubs the back of his head, 
embarrassed. 


It’s Aizawa’s turn to put his cup down. “What did he say to you?” 


Izuku shrugs. “Oh you know, the usual. I will always be a weak little freak. A monster. He takes a 
liking to patronization, especially towards me.” 


Aizawa’s eye twitches before letting out a deep sigh. 
“T usually don’t let it get to me so bad, but today I just wasn’t having it.” 
“Did he know about you beforehand? Why does he call you a monster?” 


Izuku shakes his head. “No. He had suspicions months ago but I shot him down fast. It’s just that 
before my quirk fully manifested, the only thing to my quirk was claws and glowing green eyes 
when I became emotional. So, I was dubbed the ‘little monster’ in all my classes.” 


Aizawa nods his head, humming. 

“T guess I was just tired.” 

His teacher raises an eyebrow. 

Izuku combs a hand through his curly hair, scrunching his knees to his chest. 


“T’ve worked so hard to get here, you know? I-it took me months to no longer let the word monster 
get to me, to no longer take Bakugou’s bullying seriously. I’ve been through hell and I promised 
myself to get on the right track here at Yuuei..” He feels like crying right now. “I let Bakugou get 
to me, I let his words hurt me and I failed .” 


“Midoriya you didn’t fai-” 
Something snaps inside. 


“T did though. It’s day one and I already exposed my biggest secret to mychildhood bully .?ma 
villain in his eyes, he was there when I ripped into the sludge villain bit by bit and he’s probably 
traumatized by me!” His voice breaks as he tightens his body into a ball on the chair. He didn't 
realize how bottled up things actually were.. His throat feels dry. “The Oni’s and your help will 
have been for nothing because I will be in prison . No matter how much I try I keep screwing up, 
and no one will ever give me mercy because I-I look like a disgusting freak to them!” 


“Midoriya-” 


A tear falls down his cheek, and he can feel the warm saltiness stain his skin. He wipes it with his 
hand quickly. “I know I’m not a villain, I know I did none of this on purpose, but who the hell is 
going to allow me into the hero society when so many people don’t accept my kind? Bakugou 
looked terrified of me. Seeing the roles reversed with my bully was horrifying. You should have 
seen his face, he literally threw up because of my presence. All Might, who has kicked my shit in 
twice now is one of my teachers. Snipe, who has shot me twice, is a teacher here. Half the staff 
here has been on missions at least once to arrest me. E-eraserhead, did I make a mistake coming 
here?” He is just now realizing that there is an army of tears spilling from his eyes. Aizawa is 
looking at him patiently, showing concern. “Will I even make it, sensei?” 


Aizawa gets out of his chair and kneels slowly in front of Izuku. “Wipe those tears, kid.” He grabs 
the corner of his scarf and slides it across Izuku’s cheek. The cloth is a lot softer than it looks. 
Izuku sniffs, wiping the rest away with his hands. 


“You are nota failure,” he says, placing a finger on Izuku’s chest gently. “This society is plagued 
with ungodly standards, I know. But Midoriya you can not let it get to you, ok? We will figure this 
out, I will not allow for you to give up this early because of a mistake,” Aizawa says softly, 
keeping direct eye contact. Izuku looks to the side, sniffing again. 


“Kid, you have every right to be stressed and upset, but you need to take a breath every once in a 
while. I can practically see the stress radiating off you.” 


Izuku nods. 


“You are more capable of being a hero than anyone I have ever taught at this school,” Aizawa 
adds, making Izuku smile. “You still have a lot to learn, and being a vigilante will do you no 
favors. I want you to get your license Midoriya, so don’t you dare give up.” 


Izuku lets out a hiccup, smiling at the hero. His smile dies quickly when he realizes Bakugou is 
still a problem. 


“Wh-what about Bakugou? I know he hasn’t really said anything yet, but that doesn’t mean I am 
not worried..” 


Aizawa rubs a hand over his mouth. “Unfortunately, we just have to sit and wait I guess. If I 
involve myself now- threatening a student- things will look worse for the both of us. So..” 


“We just have to hope Bakugou stays quiet,” Izuku finished. 


Aizawa nods. “Yeah. I know it’s not our best solution when it comes to a stress reliever for you, 
but there isn’t much we really can do. If Bakugou does end up telling authorities, then I will step in 
and involve myself. But, for now...you aren’t going to like this kid.” 


Izuku cocks his head in confusion. 

“T need you to talk to him. Preferably tonight if you can.” 
Ah. He sees the problem now. 

Izuku opens his mouth to protest but Aizawa puts a finger up. 


“T am on your side one hundred percent, but you also need to figure some of this out yourself. I 
know Bakugou is stubborn, but at least try to talk to him. Tell him your side of the story and 
explain everything as best as you can. Hopefully, it will buy you some time before he makes the 
move to call the police- if he chooses to.” 


Izuku’s mouth closes, and he hesitantly nods. It’s a good idea, but he really doesn’t want to talk to 
him. Every time they have a “talk” something goes to shit. Unfortunately, he’s going to have to 
grow some balls. 


“Now, I think you could use a break don’t you think?” 


Izuku nods again. Aizawa stands, opening his desk drawer and pulling out his banana yellow 
sleeping bag. 


“If you’re up for it, I sometimes hide in the teachers’ lounge to nap, you’re welcome to join me.” 


Izuku watches him adjust the bad in his hands. Yeah, why not. 


Izuku is sitting at his desk, writing in his notebook in the comforting silence. His phone buzzes. 


Shadow the hedgehog: ALRIGHT WHO DID IT 
Shadow the hedgehog: WHO FUCKING DID IT 
Shadow the hedgehog : YUMA 


Ew furry: oh my god I forgot I did this 


Izuku glances at his phone from his desk, noticing Dai’s texts on the group chat, he slides it open. 
What the fuck is his name? 


Satan’s puppy ;) : WHAT THE HELL IS MY NAME- YUMA YOU FUCKER 
Ew furry : 1 MIGHT HAVE GOTTEN HIGH EARLIER 
AND CHANGED ALL YOUR NAMES 


Ew furry : 1 DON'T EVEN KNOW WHAT THEY MEAN- 


Satan’s Puppy ;) : I am so scared right now 


Shadow the hedgehog: WHERE DID YOU GET WEED?? 


Hehe lizard dick : why are we screaming? 

Hehe lizard dick : WHAT THE FUCK 

Ew furry : due to personal reasons, I will be passing away 
Hehe lizard dick : you are a disgrace to humanity 

Snek : ...at least mines not bad 

Hehe lizard dick : At LeAst MinEes NoT BaD get fucked 


Ew furry : you done luv? 


Hehe lizard dick : stop it i'll hit you 
Shadow the hedgehog: I am going to pretend that didn’t happen 


Shadow the hedgehog: Midoriya how was school? 


Satan’s puppy ;) : Oh, it was good. 
I definitely didn’t expose myself to my childhood bully first period 


So we can say pretty successful so far 


Ew furry : say sike right now 
Shadow the hedgehog .... 


Shadow the hedgehog : i’m sorry what 


Izuku’s phone immediately starts ringing. Everyone called him at the exact same time and his 
phone freaked out, and out of panic, he hangs up. Fuck. They are going to kill him . 


Shadow the hedgehog : Did you just hang up on me? Right after dropping that bomb? 


Shadow the hedgehog : oh hell nah 


Satan’s puppy ;) : I'M SO SORRY- 


YOU ALL CALLED AT THE SAME TIME AND MY PHONE CRIED 


Shadow the hedgehog : WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU 


YOU GAVE ME A HEART ATTACK 


Satan’s puppy ;) : IT WAS AN ACCIDENT 


Ew furry : JESUS CHRIST 


Shadow the hedgehog : are you ok?? Are you in trouble right now? 


Satan’s puppy ;) : you know that's a great question 


Shadow the hedgehog : Midoriya I SWEAR 
Satan’s puppy ;) : I’m FINEI promise 
Satan’s puppy ;) : he hasn’t told anyone yet (maybe), 
and Eraserhead has my back 


but I’m going to try and talk to him tonight to lessen my chances of dying 


Ew furry : do you need us to come? I can beat his ass for you if you want 


Satan’s puppy ;) : Yuma no 


Ew furry : Yuma yes. 

Satan’s puppy ;) : PLease don’t come, I’Il be ok..hopefully 
Hehe lizard dick : positivity isn’t your strong suit 
Shadow the hedgehog : please call me later, you’re making me nervous 


Satan's puppy ;) : yeah yeah I will 


Izuku puts his phone down on his desk and sighs, placing his elbows on the surface and rubbing 
his face. He glances at the clock on his dresser. It’s getting late... 


Grabbing his phone once again, he opens the keypad and dials. 


Katsuki can’t sleep. As expected to be honest. Today was probably one of the most traumatizing 
experiences in his life minus the sludge incident. In many ways. Deku is Cerberus. Deku is fucking 
Cerberus. One of the most wanted criminals in Japan. And his jaws were inches away from his face 
today. He tried his best to keep it cool after the first period to avoid a scene, but that fucking 
backfired. He was jumpy during the fucking combat training and everyone kept asking if he was 
fine. No, he was not, but was he going to admit that? Fuck no. Deku stormed off right as All Might 
showed up in class, acting like someone shit in his cereal. So, he obviously wasn’t present for the 
rest of the day. That helped Katsuki calm down for the most part since the nerd wasn’t breathing 
down his neck anymore, but he couldn’t help but feel nervous still. 


He remembers Deku as a tiny little sprout at five years of age. Shy, emotional, and pretty frail. He 
wasn’t special- to be honest, he was below average. Looking at Deku now...he doesn’t even 
recognize him anymore. He’s bitter, angry, and he’s got a fucking bite now instead of the small 
bark he once had. More importantly, he’s a wanted criminal. He’s no longer someone he 
recognizes. And it’s scary. 


His skin is sticky, causing the sheets to stick to his skin and create a biohazard- the sound of the 
wind howling from his open window is not helping either. 


He considered telling All Might or another teacher about Deku, but every time he came close, a 
shiver would trail down his spine. Would Deku hurt him if he ratted him out? Does he have the 
fucking balls for that? He didn’t want to test it. 


It’s only nine, which isn’t bad, but Katsuki went to bed at six due to being so exhausted. So he’s 
pretty pissed off. 


“Katsuki!” His mom yells from downstairs. Katsuki sighs. Jesus fuck, it’s too late for this. 
“What!?” He yells back. 

“Someone on the phone is asking for you!” 

“Why should I care?!” 

“Just come answer it you fucking brat!” 


Growling, he peels his damp sheets and blankets off his body, standing out of bed. He rubs his eyes 
and walks to his door, ripping it open harshly. 


Sluggishly walking down the stairs, he grumbles to himself. This better be fucking good. 
Stomping over to the phone, he grabs it out of his mom's hands and glares at her. 


“Don’t be a piece of shit, I’m going to bed,” his mom says sternly before turning in the opposite 
direction. He rolls his eyes. 


Placing the phone to his ear, he rubs his eyes again. 

“What do you want?” Katsuki says. 

The other end is silent, and all Katsuki can hear is faint static. For fucks sake- 
“Well? Spit it the fuck out-” 

“T don’t have the energy to deal with your attitude right now Bakugou.” 


The words that were in Katsuki’s mouth get shoved back down his throat. He feels all the color in 
his face drain straight down his neck. 


“Wh-”’ 


“Listen..I don’t know if you told the police about me or not- I honestly wouldn’t be shocked, since 
it’s you know, you.” Deku is on the other end, and he sounds exhausted- voice hoarse and low. 
Katsuki’s grip on the phone tightens. The nerd may sound tired but he’s still got the ability to be an 
ass. 


Silence. 


A shaky sigh. “Jf you did, cool I guess I'll be in Tartarus soon, rotting. But if you didn’t, I want 
you to give me a chance to explain everything.” 


More silence. 


Katsuki clicks his tongue in annoyance. How exactly is he going to justify murder? 


Deku sighs again. “J know you probably think that I'm some villain, but ’'m not Bakugou. For once 
in our lives, I think we should talk without something going to shit. So....’m going to be at our old 
elementary school park tonight,” he pauses, taking a breath. 


“You have the option to come. Do what you want..” 


It’s silent for a moment before the line clicks to an end. Rubbing a hand over his face, Katsuki 
exhales. Does he go? Putting the phone back on the table, he stands in silence for a moment. 
Letting everything load into his brain slowly. Looking at the phone with tired eyes, he picks it back 
up again. Without fully registering his actions, he punches in 119. Before hitting the call button, his 
finger freezes. 


If he calls the police..would Deku do something to him? Send someone after him? Break out and 
chomp him in half so he could never see the light of day ever again? 


He might be a tad bit curious too... 
Groaning, he slams the phone on the table. 


“Ma! I’m going out!” 


It’s cold as shit outside. 


Katsuki never expected to be back at his old elementary school ever again. It’s almost surreal 
looking at the building, the rusty swing set, and old wooden structures. The wind blows, causing 
him to shiver and shove his hands in his pocket. Deku is nowhere to be found at the park. If he 
pranked him the nerd's life will be over- 


A dog's bark startles him. Turning around, Deku- Cerberus- is on one of the nearby roofs of a 
house, staring at him with strong eyes. Like a creature stalking its prey. It’s too dark to make out 
most of his features, but the large bones and long, thick fur is all too familiar. 


Deku hops off the roof, landing quietly on the concrete. Claws clicking and scratching on the 
ground, he walks over to Katsuki calmly. His heart rate starts to pick up. Something in Deku’s 
vocal cords groans and the sound of bones cracking are sickening to Katsuki’s ears. He cringes and 
turns his head to the side. 


“Wow, you showed up.” Katsuki turns his head back over, and Deku is in the flesh, closer to him. 
Deku slowly throws his head to the side, signaling to sit over by the big oak tree in the gravel. It’s 
still there after all this time. 


“Why did you have to show up like..that?” Katsuki asks, disgust staining his tone. 
Deku scoffs. “For once, don’t be a dick head. I’m trying to make this easy.” 


Deku sits on one of the sides of the old tree, silently looking forward. Katsuki takes a seat on one 
of the other sides, feeling the squishy gravel under him. He just wants to get this fucking over 
with. 


After what seems like too much silence, Deku breaks it. 


“Have you called the police?” It's soft, almost too calm. 
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Katsuki hesitates, looking at the bush in front of him. “..no. 
“Oh, well ok.” 

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Katsuki’s normal temper bites. 
“T’m just..surprised is all. That’s not like you.” 

Katsuki huffs. “You tell me to not be a dick head yet here you are,” he snaps. 
He can sense Deku rolling his eyes. 


“T’m assuming you thought that if you did tell someone, I’d hurt you?” Deku continues, completely 
ignoring Katsuki’s comment. 


“Well..yeah? You seemed pretty tempted to end it right there today,” Katsuki says strongly with 
confidence, but inside he feels like throwing up his dinner onto the gravel. He hears Deku move 
his legs, glancing to the side he sees him hugging his knees to his chest. 


“T'll say it now, and I will always mean it. I would never ever do that.” The tone of his voice stays 
consistent to earlier. Soft, and quiet. 


“The sludge villain..” Katsuki mutters a little too loud. He can sense Deku grow tense. 
“That was an accident, Bakugou.” 


His temper rises once again. “How is murder an accident?” He growls. Is this some fucking 
excuse? 


Deku clears his throat, keeping his cool. “I don’t go a day without thinking of what.. I did...it 
forever haunts my dreams and I sometimes lay awake at night, wanting to scream the same way 
they did. But I never wanted to kill that villain.” 


Katsuki puts a hand in the gravel, clenching a handful of the loose rocks in his hand. 

“T wasn’t in control of that situation. I couldn’t stop myself.” 

“How?” 

“T never lied when I said that my quirk was still growing when we were kids, Bakugou.” 
What the hell? 


Deku pauses. “I was told that my quirk was a rare mutation, and it still needed time to grow to its 
full potential. But instead of gradually mutating as my doctor had said..it exploded violently in one 
day because of the stress I was under. There’s a chance my doctor was lying, or things were just 
too complicated to predict. At this point, I would rather not think about it.” He releases his legs and 
lets them fall to the ground. Deku’s head presses against the bark of the tree trunk, and he lets out a 
tired sigh. 


Katsuki keeps his lips pressed against each other in a nervous line. 
“The same day you told me to kill myself, the sludge villain attacked me in an underpass.” 


Katsuki’s heart drops to his stomach....shit. 


Katsuki’s body feels wrong after hearing that. He remembers vaguely that Deku didn’t take the 
same path home that he usually did that day..most likely to avoid him. Apparently, that was a big 
fucking mistake and created a butterfly effect. Was..he the cause of this? If he didn’t burn his 
notebook, or say that, would Deku be..would the sludge villain still be.. No, he’s not fucking 
taking the blame for this, it’s Deku’s fault for actually taking him seriously. 


Katsuki moves his hands to play with the hem of his jacket. 

“T almost died, and my quirk fully manifested because of it.” 

It’s Katsuki’s turn to speak. 

“So what you’re fucking saying right now is that you murdered that villain-” 


“Because [ had no control. Yeah, I was mentally there when I pulled you out, but after that..it felt 
like something was in control of my body, and I couldn’t stop,” Deku finished for him. 


Ok...yeah that’s serious. 

“Shit Deku...” Katsuki curses quietly. 

“Yeah..” 

Deku..really didn’t mean to do this. What the hell? 


But wait..that still doesn’t explain why he didn’t just go to someone, to the authorities? They 
should understand a quirk malfunction, and that I don’t know, he’s a fucking kid still? He fiddles 
with his jacket and tries to process this. “You could have fucking told someone instead of prancing 
around with vigilantes you dumbass,” he spits out. 


Deku exhales out of his mouth, almost frustrated. “I don’t think you understand the situation I’m in 
Bakugou. After All Might took me down, and I was shoved into that police van, they were taking 
me to Tartarus.” 


Katsuki’s eyes slightly widen. 
“Wh-” 


“T was never given the option of a fair trial. Just because of the danger of my quirk, they didn’t 
even want to bother. I was just a monster to them, and they wanted to make that clear. Like I had 
zero potential as a citizen.” His voice sounds brittle, cracking every other word. “And after you 
confronted me the next day, I was so out of control with my emotions. Seeing that I was on the 
news, and given the label as a dangerous criminal, my quirk exploded again. I had to hide behind a 
dumpster as I was consumed by excruciating amounts of pain.” 


“Why didn’t you admit that you were the wolf to me that day? You could have fucking explained 
to me Deku.” 


Deku snorts, sounding amused by Katsuki’s comment. “Do you really blame me? You’ve been my 
bully since we were five, of course I wasn’t going to admit it. That’s basically a free handout of 
blackmail.” 


Katsuki clamps his mouth shut, swallowing down what feels like guilt. 


“T’m assuming you saw the news that second day?” 


Katsuki hums. 

“Can you tell me what was said on the news for me?” 

Katsuki scoffs. “You already know what happened, why do you need a fucking recap?” 
“Just tell me Bakugou,” Deku says with frustration. 


Katsuki huffs. “You attacked heroes on patrol, acted completely out of control, and before you 
could be taken into custody that weird lizard fucker grabbed your ass and split. There, happy?” 


Deku clicks his tongue. “You want to know the issue with that Bakugou? That’s only half true.” 
“What?” Katsuki snaps, continuing to look forward at the bush swaying in the wind. 


“The problem with society is that everyone becomes so consumed by the idea that quirks make a 
person. I think you’d know that.” Bakugou feels the ice in that last sentence. He rolls his eyes. 


“You could probably find a full video on youtube, or you could look at the police reports for the 
truth, but the media cut and altered it for display, making me the bad guy. What actually happened 
after my transformation, I ran out of the alley in a panic because I didn’t know where to go. I 
wasn’t hurting anyone, I was just running. Then Death Arms threw a fucking trash can at my face,” 
Deku sneers. 


Katsuki snorts. Man, he would pay money to see that. 


“Har har yeah it was hilarious ,” Deku says sarcastically. “After getting nailed in the face, he 
attacked me and I acted to protect myself. I never injured him, I only tossed him around.” 


How does that get mixed up in translation so fucking badly? 


“Snipe then showed up and shot me. He basically said if I don’t surrender, he will shoot again. I 
desperately tried to vocalize and get him to stop, but then Death Arms charged and startled him, 
causing him to fire and hit me in the shoulder.” 


Katsuki cringes internally. 


“T pleaded for them to stop, I told them I didn’t want to hurt anyone, but they didn’t listen. The 
only reason I’m not in prison right now, or six feet under, is because that ‘lizard fucker’ you call 
rescued me. The vigilantes have kept me safe ever since.” 


Katsuki is silent for a second. Deku huffs out a breath of frustration. 


“The funny thing is, I believed there were some heroes and detectives that wanted to actually listen 
to me, knowing this wasn’t my fault. But when I became too much of a burden to them, too 
difficult to catch, I was muzzled and shot at. Police got too tired of chasing me down to get a valid 
reason to help, so they went with the next best thing.” 


“Getting rid of the problem..” Katsuki says without thinking. 


Deku nods. “No matter how much I helped people- made it obvious that I am no threat to anyone- 
people only saw me for how I looked, and for one.fucking.mistake. They didn't want someone with 
a dangerous quirk living a normal life.” 


Oh... 


“T want to be a hero so bad, so I can prove that someone like me can still help people,” Deku 
continues. “But that won’t be possible if I am arrested.” 


Oh shit... 

“Do you understand why I needed to tell you this Bakugou?” Deku asks. 
Katsuki turns his head this time, looking at Deku on the other side of the tree. 
“Yeah..” 

“Ok.” 


Those were words he never thought he’d agree to. He never thought that one day, he would listen 
and understand someone like Deku. And actually feel bad . Feel guilty and responsible for some of 
this. It’s weird and kind of gross. 


He can hear Deku getting ready to get up and leave. Today was...a lot so it’s understandable. But, 
Katsuki still wants to try something that’s been itching at his brain since half of this conversation. 


The sound of leaves rustling and wind whistling prevents the silence of awkwardness. Katsuki 
wants to see if he can look at Deku- wolf Deku. And by look, he means actually look . He 
understands Deku’s situation- even if it sounds fucking insane- but after hearing all of that, is Deku 
still revolting and scary? 


“Deku.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Can I see it?” 

“See what?” 

Katsuki hesitates. “The wolf.” 


Deku looks at him weirdly, before nodding slowly. Closing his eyes, Deku exhales. The same 
groaning and creaking sound from before joins the blowing wind. And in the blink of an eye, black 
fur is swaying in the breeze, and green eyes look right at him. 


He’s just now seeing one of the bones on his spine broken in half, along with several deep scars 
scattered across his body. But, looking at him doesn’t..scare him anymore. Sure, his heart rate has 
increased a little, but that's because the fucker is huge. Deku is standing, so Katsuki has to break 
his neck in order to make eye contact. Those eyes he once feared, the ones that were powerfully 
acidic, look...sad and tired. He’s just...Deku. 


He wants to try something else. 
“Can..can I touch you?” 


Deku doesn’t question it, laying down in the gravel softly, he puts his head down next to Katsuki’s 
lap. Goddamn, his head is huge, it’s longer than all of the lower half of his body. Hesitantly, 
Katsuki reaches a handout. His heart beats a little faster as his hand gets closer to Deku’s head. His 
skin meats soft fur. His heart relaxes a little. He is just a fucking dog . A very, very big fucking 
dog. Deku’s ears flatten back as Katsuki’s hand brushes back further, touching quills. Why was he 
so scared of him? Deku lets out a sigh, sounding deep and exhausted. 


“T won’t tell anyone Deku,” Katsuki blurts, still keeping a hand on Deku’s head. It’s weird, but the 
feeling of that fur is almost..comforting. Deku looks up at Katsuki with his glowing eyes, a little 
surprised, but accepting and thankful. He doesn’t know what he is doing right now. Deku isn’t 
someone he’d ever really..touch. But the feeling of closure and breath is almost a relief. Things 
will never be good between them again like when they were kids, it’s just impossible, but this 
touch is a simple truce. Hearing the story and recap of what he is actually going through made 
Katsuki realize that life was far more of a bitch for someone like Deku. And he was part of that 
problem, making life miserable for him, just because Deku wanted to be on the same level as him. 
He didn’t want to be better than Katsuki like he thought- something that pissed him off beyond 
anything- he wanted to be treated like him. Deku didn’t fucking do anything to deserve this and 
Katsuki feels sick because of it- and not the same nauseating horror that he felt before, but more so 
the sickness of guilt and confusion. 


“Not just because you fucking don’t deserve it or whatever, but if you aren’t in my class, I won’t 
get the chance to get a rematch and beat your ass.” Katsuki looks away from Deku, but he can 
swear the nerd chuckles a little. Gross. 


“Shigaraki.” 


Tomura turns his head slightly, light hair brushing across his chapped lips and dry skin. His fingers 
tap on the table he sits at, impatience jittering through his veins. 


“What is it?” His voice rasps. Kurogiri stares at him with his petrifying yellow eyes. 


“There is someone here that would like to speak with you,” he says, holding his hands in front of 
his body politely. 


“Who the hell is it? ’'m not expecting anyone today?” He fully turns his body in the chair this 
time. 


“He wouldn’t say his name, but he’s got a proposition for you that you might want to consider.” 


Tomura rolls his eyes. Great, another ‘let’s change the world’ prick. “Why should I speak with a 
man that refuses to state his name?” He scoffs. 


Kurogiri adjusts slightly, clearing his throat. “I don’t think you want to refuse, Shigaraki.” 


Tomura opens his mouth, but the door to the bar creaks open. Heavy footsteps enter, accompanied 
by a tall, intimidating man in dress clothes. He has a weird metal mask over his face..huh, reminds 
him of master... 


“Tomura Shigaraki, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” the man says, voice deep and muffled. He 
approaches closer. There is an aura radiating from him, and Tomura can tell it’s sickening. 


Tomura scans him up and down, annoyed. “What exactly do you want?” 


The man lets out a soft chuckle. “There are a lot of things I want, Shigaraki. But from you, all I 
want is to offer something.” He struts slowly, scanning the bar with careful eyes. “What is it that 
you want, my boy?” 


His tone is hot and icy at the same time, making Tomera cautious. His presence doesn’t feel..right. 
He swallows. 


“The death of the symbol of peace. For hero society to suffer , just like we did,” Tomura says, 
looking at the man with narrowed eyes. The man’s eyes crease, showing that he’s smiling under 
the mask. 


“Then I am here to help you achieve that.” 
What? Tomura looks at him like he grew a second head. 
“How could you help me?” Tomura snaps. 


The man stops his pacing, boots clacking on the old wood. “A little birdie told me that you’ re 
planning on raiding the USJ...” 


“How do you know that?” 
“T know a lot of things, Shigaraki.” 
Tomura can feel his nerves rise. He taps a finger on the table, antsy. 


The man adjusts his watch on his wrist, looking at the shiny silver. “What do you call your little 
weapon?” 


Where the fuck is this man getting information? Tomura’s heart rate picks up. 
“They’re called Nomu..” 


The man hums, nodding his head. “Nomu...I have pets similar to yours. My precious Kaijus.” He 
mumbles the last part. Creepy bastard. 


“Monsters; such beautiful creatures. There is so much you can do to the human or animal body, 
just one tweak of the DNA strand and you have something new. A new structure, new behavior. 
New weapon.” 


“Ok...” fucking weirdo. 


“I’m off track,” he pauses, tapping a finger on his mask. “I am here to offer you help in your desire 
to permanently retire the number one hero. You might want extra..teeth per se on your mission. 
Your Nomu is strong, Shigaraki, but do you really think confidence in one being is the wisest 
decision?” He cocks his head to the side, waving his hand as he speaks. 


Tomura’s fists clench. This guy is pissing him off, but his tone and principles are piquing his 
interest, reeling him in like fish and bait. He’s giving him a good offer.. 


“And by more teeth, what do you mean?” 
The man clasps his hands together, smiling with sinister eyes. “Would you like to see?” 
Tomura nods, getting a nervous look from Kurogiri. 


Unclasping his hands, the man snaps his fingers loudly. There is silence for what seems like a 
second. Hot, raspy breathing echoes before the door. He didn’t even hear the creature walk up to it. 
A wet nose sniffs under the crack of the door, followed by one long claw slipping through. It 
scratches, leaving a vertical mark on the floorboard. 


The doorknob jiggles and twists. 


The door creaks open. 


Tomura doesn’t know how to feel about its appearance. It’s disturbing and vial, sickening to any 
normal person's insides. Long, matted fur with patches of scales. Its eyes aren’t the normal brain- 
dead glassy as the Nomu’s, showing no signs of cognitive function. They are alive and tired like 
it’s given up on all the good in the world. It closes its mouth and a long slimy tongue slithers out, 
licking its maw. It’s standing on its hind legs, but its upper body is so long, it hunches over 
uncomfortably, claws hovering over the wood, practically tickling it. Its feline tail swishes, kicking 
up dirt. Continuing to breathe heavily, drool dripping to the floor, it stares at Tomura with long 
fangs and a short cat-like face. 


“Huh, cool.” Tomura finally says, raising his eyebrows in an impressed manner. This guy must 
have good scientists. 


The man looks at the cat lizard hybrid. “Come.” 


The creature flaps what looks to be the skin of a frilled dragon on its neck, nervous. Its eyes dart 
around before complying. It walks awkwardly on all fours, reaching the man's side. The man 
slowly places a hand on top of its head, patting it. Tomura notices a thin silver collar around the 
creature's neck, glinting in the light. 


“My newest creation. Do you like him?” 


The creature side-eyes Tomura with bright yellow eyes, pleading. It looks like he wants Tomura to 
end his suffering. Kill him. 


“What can he do?” Tomura asks, intrigued. 
“Anything you want, just like your Nomu.” 
Tomura looks at the monster's eyes. 


“Ts he loyal? Will he listen to me?” He doesn’t need any problems tomorrow, especially a weapon 
that doesn’t cooperate. 


The man nods. Looking at the eyes of the cat, he clicks his tongue. The creature obeys this certain 
command, sitting like a trained dog. The man then twirls his finger, whistling. He obeys again, 
standing to his feet and spinning in a circle. Facial expression numb. He’s a puppet. Perfect . 
Tomura senses a smile on his face. He can’t lose now. 


The man commands for the cat to sit once again. Twisting his hands behind his back and standing 
tall, the man calmly looks at Tomura. 


Tomura for some reason senses a catch. There is no way this guy is giving him a puppet for free. 


“What do you want from me in return? I can sense you don’t just want to help me.” He narrows his 
eyes slightly, expecting some soul-selling contract. 


The man breathes a laugh. “Smart boy. ” He digs into one of his pockets, retrieving a small photo- 
crinkled and worn. 


“If you accept my offer and take my weapon, I would like for you to find someone for me.” 


The man stretches out his long arm, handing Tomura the photo. What?? He looks back up at the 
man like he’s lost his mind. 


“T’m sure you ve heard of Cerberus, Shigaraki.” He grabs the photo back from Tomura, tucking it 
back into his pocket safely. 


“Why Cerberus?” 


The man smiles. 


“Wouldn’t you want to find something you’ ve lost too?” 
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“Oh my god, you’re joking.” 


Yuma tunes her guitar with careful fingers, picking at the strings while chucking to herself. Her 
mendously thick, short hair brushes over her eyes as she looks down, falling from its bun. 


“T’m not!” Izuku flails his arms up, laughing while he sits across from Yuma in her room. 
“You have a classmate that is three feet tall? And he has sticky balls on his head?” 


“Just by looking at him I could tell he’s a pervert,” Izuku says, flopping onto his back, with a 
pillow under his head. 


Yuma snorts. “Wow what a package.” She strums softly. “What about the rest of your class? I 
know it’s been a day, but any friends? Girlfriend? Boyfriend? Idk whatever you’re into?” She 
teases, looking up from the instrument. 


Izuku raises his head and gives her an annoyed expression. “There is one girl I’ve talked to a few 
times, she’s nice,” he says, dodging the last part of the question. 


She raises an eyebrow. He smacks a hand over his face. “It’s been a day, stop.” She keeps looking 
at him. 


He scoffs, smiling. “I’m into both, yeah. But, I'd rather not while I’m on the verge of getting my 


ass beat every day.” 


“So..what I’m hearing is eventually.” Yuma points at him jokingly. Izuku groans and grabs the 
pillow under his head, chucking it at her. It smacks her on the face roughly. She grabs it with a free 
hand and returns it- fast. Izuku leans to the side, avoiding it with grace while rolling his eyes. 


“Come one! There’s gotta be some eye candy in that class of yours.” 

Izuku cringes at that. ““ Never say eye candy ever again.” 

“Go the fuck to bed you two!” A muffled yell comes from down the hall. Dai..such a mom. 
“Tt’s not even that late!” Yuma yells back. 

It’s silent for a second. 

“Tt's almost midnight!!” Dai responds. Huh, Yuma should be changing soon. 

“Yeah? And?!” 

A sigh from the hall. “Midoriya has school. BED. NOW!” 

“Let them have fun Dai! Midoriya had a rough day!” Hiroto yells from the room next door. 
“Oh my god, I will smack you!” 

Izuku snorts, deciding to intervene. “Fine!” 


Yuma objects. “Can we at least do one song before I shift?” She wines, grabbing onto the guitar 
neck. 


Pause. 
“One song!’ 


Yuma smiles with all cheek. “Thanks, mom!” She looks at Izuku with pride like she had won the 
battle. Izuku internally knows that the backtalk will bite them in the ass in training. 


Yuma shifts on the ground, holding the guitar out to Izuku. “Welp, you heard mom.” 


Izuku reaches, grabbing it. Yuma’s been teaching him- he’s mediocre at best- so they could have 
something to do. Playing the guitar is a way to let Izuku feel in control, each string and note is in 
his hands, creating something instead of destroying. Even though at first he didn’t want to, Yuma 
pressed on him enough to start learning. And he ended up liking it, a Jot . 


He doesn’t have a pick, so he lets two of his nails grow to a point slightly. “What did you have in 
mind?” he asks, gripping at the neck and body. 


Yuma puts a finger on her chin, thinking. “Hmm, how about Pluto Projector? You’ ve been doing 
good lately on that one.” 


“Just the guitar tonight?” 


Yuma shakes her head. “Let’s get out of that comfort zone,” she tilts her head and smiles, “come 
on, you know the words, we will both do it.” 


Izuku doesn’t think his voice is as great as Yuma’s- she disagrees- but he isn’t going to refuse 
tonight. He nods, picking the strings as a tester. 


His nails strum, starting the song. 
It’s not perfect, but he’s getting there. 
Yuma crosses her legs and breathes, exhaling everything off her shoulders. 


“The great protector, is that what I’m supposed to be?” Yuma starts, softening her vocal cords into 
something sweet. 


“What if all this counts for nothing, everything I thought I’d be?” Izuku joins. Voice in the middle 
of the spectrum. He’s always had a higher voice than most people his age, but that never dictates 
his singing. “What if by the time I realize it’s too far behind to see?” 


Together, they combine into a sweet melody. “70 mil’ projector, I can show you everything, yeah.” 
Izuku continues to look down at the strings, focusing on each strum and movement. 


“And we’re on our way to glory where the show won’t ever end,” Yuma this time. She tilts her 
head back slightly, closing her eyes. 


“And the encore lasts forever and it’s time we’re due to spend.” 


Izuku yawns, straining his jaw. 


Dai stares at him with the “I told you so” glare as she looks up from her coffee in the kitchen. 
Elbows on the counter and hunched over, her hair is in a messy ponytail with pieces falling out. 


Izuku rolls his eyes, straightening his back on one of the bar chairs. “Oh shut up, I’m fine.” He’s in 
his school uniform, ready to get going in the next half an hour. His tie is still..yeah it's not good. 
It’s better than yesterday, but it still looks like a child’s origami attempt. 


She raises an eyebrow, before grabbing another mug filled to the brim with steamy coffee. The 
aroma is strong but welcoming. He takes it, letting the warmth enter through his hands and up to 
his arms. 


“You’ve been getting better with guitar,” Dai says, taking a sip. 


Izuku shrugs, mug still in his hands. “I’m getting there. I’m just glad to have a hobby that doesn’t 
involve me getting shot at.” He takes a sip, feeling the hot liquid on his tongue. 


She snorts, reaching out to ruffle his hair softly. His bed-head almost gets her rings caught as she 
tangles her fingers in his locks. “You’re right.” 


“Yo, you got any coffee left?” 


Izuku turns his head, seeing Hiroto walk into the common room while stretching his arms. Dai 
nods, pouring a fresh one for him. Hiroto eyes Izuku, and then his tie. Izuku opens his mouth. 


“Nope. I’m fixing it,” Hiroto says, grabbing the tie around his neck to fiddle with it. 


“Hey, I tried,” Izuku responds, looking at Dai who’s snickering to herself. Hiroto finishes, pushing 


the tie up nice and neat. 


“Are the other two still sleeping?” Hiroto asks, grabbing his mug off the counter Dai poured for 
him. “They're gonna miss-” 


Dai side-eyes Hiroto real quick, like he’s not supposed to say what was on his mind. He clears his 
throat, making Izuku raise a brow. He takes another sip. 


A few minutes later, Yue and Yuma walk in together. Yue yawns big, revealing the lack of tongue 
in her mouth as well as sharp fangs. Izuku takes one last sip of his drink before checking his phone. 
He should get going if he doesn’t want to be late. 


“God took you guys long enough,” Hiroto says, shaking his head. Yuma sticks her tongue out 
before flopping onto the couch. 


Izuku throws his backpack over his shoulder. “Why does it matter? It’s not like Pll never see you 
guys again after today,” he says, confusion in his tone. 


Dai shakes her head, walking out of the kitchen and over to Izuku. “We wanted to give you 
something.” 


Hiroto sticks a hand in one of his oversized pockets, pulling out and handing Dai a tiny little box 
with a neat ribbon tied around it. Dai holds it out in front of her slightly. 


“T know that you’ ve been with us for almost a year, and you’re now training to be a hero, but we 
wanted to get you a little something to remind you that you will always be one of us.” 


Izuku hesitantly grabs the box from her hands, carefully pulling the ribbon off. He opens it slowly, 
feeling the excitement from everyone around him. 


Placed right in the middle, is a silver ring. 
Izuku places a hand over his mouth, sensing tears start to form in his eyes. 


“Plus..think of it as a way of saying that we are so proud of you for making it this far,” Hiroto 
adds. 


Izuku picks the ring up out of the box, watching it glint in the light. There is a little engraving on 
the inside of the band, causing him to squint. 


Yuma elbows him, before taking off the ring on her finger and showing the engraving on the inside 
as well. Yue grabs hers on her necklace, doing the following. Hiroto and Dai follow, taking them 
off their fingers. As Dai takes hers off, he notices something that appears to be a circular burn scar 
that had been hidden by the ring. It has a..pattern? It looks like a skull or something. 


“Everyone has an engraving on the inside, marking the first day that we joined,” Dai says, putting 
her ring back on quickly. 


Izuku might actually cry now. Blinking a tear, he slides the ring onto his left index finger. The cool 
material chills his skin. It fits perfectly. He looks up and gives everyone a smile, definitely feeling 
all of his emotions colliding. 


“Thank you,” he says, wiping a tear with his thumb, “thank you all, so much .” 


Dai returns the smile, reaching out with one hand and pulling him into a side hug, rubbing his 


shoulder. 


“Glad you’ re a part of the cult squirt!” Yuma yells, smacking a hand on his fluffy hair to ruffle it. 
Izuku giggles as she rubs her hand around his head. 


He looks at his phone to check the time. Shit, he’s gonna be late if he doesn’t leave now. Wiping 
another tear from his face, he wiggles out of everyone's grasp. 


He adjusts his backpack. “I gotta go, or I’m going to be late. Thank you again, I love it so much,” 
Izuku says, playing with the ring already with his other hand. 


Dai gives him a nod, acknowledging the thank you. “Now get going you little shit, you’ve got 
class.” 


Izuku waves, heading out with a pep in his step. Today is going to be a better day. 


Already, the day is not better. 


Izuku didn’t really process anything until he and his class were shoved onto a bus and sent off. 
Aizawa-sensei calls it a ‘little field trip’ and no one really knows what's going on besides they are 
going to work on rescue training. At least he gets a chance to wear the costume he designed. It’s 
very..different than everyone else's. For starters, he doesn’t look like a blinding light of colors. 
Everyone is so bright . Even Bakugou. To be honest, though, Bakugou’s is also his personality 
vomited all over his costume, so really, he didn’t expect much else. Like grenades? He definitely 
didn’t see that coming, suuuure. 


All Might was supposed to join the class for this exercise, but he’s nowhere to be found. Hm..odd. 
The press were crowded around the entrance this morning, interrogating each student that tried to 
get in. All Might this, All Might that- it seemed the public learned of his presence in Yuuei, and 
that just made things peachy. So, it’s strange to not even see him on a bus he’s supposed to be on. 


Everyone in his class is pretty loud for just only knowing each other for like a day. He’s sitting 
next to Bakugou on the bus in silence. Yeah, they’ve settled their differences for the most part, but 
it’s going to take time to figure out how to move past everything that was rotting and decaying 
before. “Friends” isn't the right word to explain this. How Izuku sees it, Bakugou finally pulled his 
head out of his ass, so they are gradually starting to tolerate each other. There probably won’t ever 
be a time of friendship again, but Izuku will take the uncharacteristic alliance over him screaming 
at Izuku to kill himself. It’s going to take hard work for this to not be a flaming piece of shit, but it 
seems Bakugou is willing to cooperate- for once. For now, they just sit in silence. 


“Yo Midoriya, you’re costume is sick by the way, what’s your inspo?!”” The redhead Izuku 
believes is called Kirishima asks. 


Izuku snaps out of his own thoughts and looks down at his costume. It’s pretty similar to what he 
wears with the Oni, but he had to change it for obvious reasons. The memory threads stay constant, 
and instead of all black, it's black with forest green accents. He’s gotten weird stares for this, but he 
doesn’t have shoes anymore. It turned out to be too much of a pain in the ass to buy new shoes 
constantly, and incorporating his DNA or memory threads into shoes just isn’t practical. So, 
barefoot it is. He has a green hood, utility belt, and mask. Simple, yet practical. 


“Oh, haha it’s more so a practical thing since my quirk alters my physical appearance. Memory 
threads help with that,” he says nervously, scratching at his face. 


Kirishima perks up at that. “Man, memory threads are a pretty good idea. I might look into that if I 


decide to expand my quirk all over..” he looks down at his arms. 


“Ts your quirk like that too? Sorry, I guess I never really got a chance to see your quirks..” Izuku 
says, realizing that he really doesn’t know his classmates all that well due to his missing presence. 
Everyone in the class quiets down to listen. 


Kirishima gives him a toothy grin, chuckling. “All good man, you seemed pretty stressed out. And 
yeah! I can harden any part of my body, but it isn’t really that useful.” 


Izuku shakes his head. “You know, with enough training I think that really could go far.” 
That makes Kirishima brighten. “Thanks, dude!” 
Izuku nods, smiling back. It seems everyone relaxes after that. 


“You know..I actually had a question for you Midoriya,” Kaminari says- that’s probably his name- 
leaning forward in his seat. 


“Go for it,” Izuku responds. 
The bus shakes slightly, causing Izuku to grab the bar next to him. 


“Or, I guess multiple? Since you left early yesterday we didn’t really get a chance to actually meet 
you. You literally just beat our asses and then dipped.” 


A couple of people nod, and Izuku leans back into his seat. Yeesh. 


Izuku twists the ring on his finger. “Ok..sure?” Answering questions always makes him nervous, 
no matter the person or question. Especially after the Oni conditioned him to always be wary. 


Izuku soon discovers it was a mistake to allow questions. 


“Yeah Midoriya, where did you learn to fight like that? It’s insane ,” Mina says, leaning forward in 
her seat. 


Other people began to chime in. 
“What’s your quirk? You never used it yesterday.” 
“Where’d you get that gnarly scar on your face?” 


No one in a school setting has ever really asked Izuku about himself. Izuku swallows, clearing his 
throat. “I uh. I learned how to fight about a year ago, I have a few..Uhm older friends that taught 
me. Uh, as for quirk? It’s really complicated to explain, I guess I can just change any body part into 
one similar to a dog..I-oh wow um the scar was me..hitting a street sign?” Nailed it. He almost 
forgot that he told Uraraka that he got “hit with a street sign”. He needs to keep this consistent. 


More questions pile up, and he realizes that he isn’t even able to fully process them the more they 
come in. Everyone is..very chatty. He glances at Bakugou, who is giving him a ‘you’re dumb as 
shit? look. Yeah, he is. Everyone is kind of crowding him a little and it’s making him nervous. 


“Everyone! We must respect Midoriya’s personal space!” lida says, chopping the air with a stiff 
hand. Some people notice Izuku’s discomfort and back off with apologies. 


Izuku waves his hands in front of his face. “Oh no it’s ok I don’t mind, I'm just not used to people 
actually wanting to know about me besides my friends, so it caught me off guard.” 


“Well, why wouldn’t we? You’re pretty cool and you seem nice,” Jirou says, twirling her ear jacks 
in her fingers. 


“Nice my ass,” Bakugou mumbles with clenched teeth. 

Izuku looks at him and rolls his eyes. Welp, at least Bakugou still has the joy of being an asshole. 
“T also want to know how you flipped me with your legs,” Mina adds. 

A couple of people snort. 

“That was so funny, Mina didn’t know what to do with herself,” Sero says, giggling to himself. 
“T didn’t! My man pulled a Black Widow on me, my body is still sore.” 

“You really know how to make an entrance and sparkle!” Aoyama says with a grin. 


Izuku chuckles, crossing his arms and relaxing against the bench. “Sorry about that, I tend to go 
overboard.” 


“You still haven't answered my question. How did you do it you fucking super-human!?” Mina 
yells jokingly. 


“Mina we are all super-humans.” 

“Shut up.” 

Izuku chuckles a little harder. “Lots and lots of practice, lower body strength, and flexibility.” 
Mina seems super invested, and everyone is listening with curiosity. “How do you even practice?” 


“Well, I’m lucky to have friends fo practice on. I usually would sneak up on them as practice.” 
Izuku remembers the time when he tried to sneak up on Dai in the kitchen, and in the process of 
launching himself, he ended up missing and slamming into the fridge. 


They needed a new fridge. 

Mina hums, before a smile forms on her face. “Hey, Kiri-” 
“No.” 

Izuku snorts. 


“Martial arts seems like a fun thing to learn. I might consider for practical reasons,” Uraraka joins 
in, leaning her elbows onto her knees. 


lida straightens slightly. “Agreed, adding martial arts and different combat variations increases a 
person's physical ability and limits as well as mental.” 


“Tt’s definitely a needed skill for the hero world,” Tokoyami (??) adds. 


Izuku nods in agreement. He’s actually enjoying talking to them, they’re all so nice- which is 
definitely a 180 to middle school. They want to know about him. 


“Tt seems to be a cool skill, but I can’t imagine how brutal that training must be,” Jirou says, 
shaking her head. 


Izuku nods. Training with the Oni is an..experience. Any normal martial arts training wouldn’t be 
even close to as insane as with them. 


Izuku sighs with a smile. “Oh, you could definitely say that...” 


“Do you have any other hobbies? You know besides kicking peoples shit in,” Sero asks with a 
joking tone. 


Izuku hums, placing a finger on his chin. He smiles slightly. “I know sign language and I’ve been 
picking up guitar lately.” 


Half the class looks at him impressed. He can see Bakugou eye him slightly. 


“Alright, social hour is over. We are here,” Aizawa says emotionlessly, standing from his seat. 
Everyone pauses to look at him. Izuku feels the bus slow to a stop, leading him to grab the bar next 
to him. He strains his neck to look out the window. The building they are parked next to is 
enormous. Why does this school think this is so necessary.. 


They exit the bus and are led to the inside of the large dome-like structure by Aizawa. Waiting 
inside, right by the entrance is the pro hero Thirteen. They are standing patiently as the class filters 
in. Everyone excitedly scans the building as well as the hero in front of them. Izuku has to admit, 
the building is impressive. 


“Welcome to USJ!” Thirteen says with enthusiasm. 


Holy shit USJ? Damn, Izuku’s heard of it and its reputation, but he never expected it to be on the 
school campus. The rest of the class appears to be equally shocked and excited. 


Aizawa moves to stand next to Thirteen, awaiting to speak instructions. 


“Unfortunately All Might will not be joining us for this exercise today, due to a situation that has 
come up,” Thirteen says, holding up three fingers for Aizawa to see. Izuku raises an eyebrow but 
ignores it. It’s not like he really cares anyway, hearing that All Might won’t be here is almost like a 
breath of fresh air. 


Thirteen continues. “But, that’s ok! We won’t be diving too deep today, here we learn the 
fundamentals of rescue training and how to work in hazardous areas,” they say, pointing to the 
facility below the stairs. There’s a lot in here. Fire zone, landslide zone, flood zone, etc. Izuku 
wonders where they might start first. As Izuku scans the area he feels a chill shoot down his spine. 
It startles him, causing him to jerk like someone punched his back. Out of reflex, his hands sprout 
prolonged claws. Uraraka notices that. 


“Uh, Midoriya are you ok-” 


“Aizawa-sensei,” Izuku says without registering his mouth moving. Sweat lines his forehead as his 
eyes dart around the area in paranoia. There is someone in here and he can feel it, but he doesn’t 
know where . Working with the Oni so much has given him stronger danger senses, but every time 
he gets a chill down his spine, he fears the worst to come. Especially one as aggressive as this. He 
changes his body’s position to one that is more cautious, pulling his mask and hood on. 


Aizawa gives him a confused look, but after noticing Izuku’s stance, he understands immediately. 
He yanks at his scarf, pulling his goggles over his face. The class looks around confused. 


“Sir what’s going on?” Kirishima asks nervously. 


Suddenly, a purple mist appears in the middle of the dome. It swirls and darkens, making Izuku ten 
times more nervous. There is movement and he squints to see what it is. His heart drops to his 
feet. 


Walking through the mist is an army of villains. All low ranked, but there are a lot of them. 
“Aizawa-sensei is this a part of the exercise?” Mineta vocalizes nervously. 
Aizawa bends his knees in preparation. “No, these are villains. I need all of you to move. Now!” 


The distress in his voice is disturbing, to say the least. Izuku swallows. This cannot be happening 
right now. 


“Why didn’t the alarms go off?!” Someone yells. 


“The villains must have jammed the signal, I’m not getting service,” Todoroki says, holding up his 
phone. 


“Thirteen, protect the students and head for the exit as soon as you can!” Aizawa looks back at 
Izuku, before throwing himself down the staircase and towards the central plaza, leaving the class 
with Thirteen. 


The class starts to panic. Bakugou found himself next to Izuku, looking down at the portal with 
caution. 


“Students! It is alright, let’s head to the exit as your teacher instructed!” Thirteen tries to calm the 
class down. 


Something else comes through the portal. A man with hands covering his body steps through, and 
next to him are two large figures. One looks to be a Frankenstein creation, and the other..Izuku 
squints again. It’s some sort of cat-like creature with a hunched back. It has patches of scales and- 
Izuku inhales sharply. 


“Deku..” Bakugou whispers. 
A reptilian tongue slithers out, and a frilled dragon neck flaps. 


“Tt seems we’ ve got a smart one here,” an unknown voice speaks, low and calm. It sounds like it's 
coming from every direction, echoing in Izuku’s eardrums. He turns his body around quickly, eyes 
finding a figure made of purple and black mist. Yellow eyes glow as it clouds around the class. 
“We cannot have that.” 


Before Izuku can simply inhale, the mist expands. Some people leap out of the way, while others 
continue to stay frozen in fear. Izuku attempts to be one of the people to jump to avoid the mist, but 
right as he jumps to the side, more mist appears. Shit! Bakugou was on the same page as him, 
finding himself in the same situation. He can see Bakugou scowl, igniting his palms. 


They are swallowed. Darkness. Static. 
Seconds later Izuku and Bakugou are regurgitated out of the mist and onto hard cement. 


Izuku’s back hits the ground, shoving a gasp out of his lungs. Immediately, he jumps to his feet. 
Bakugou is on the ground, groaning from the impact of being dropped. 


Shit. SHIT! 


That portal sent them clear across the dome and into some sort of crumbling building structure. 
Goddamn it that cat thing, it looked way too familiar. He places a hand on his head, feeling it 
pound. 


“Interficias me!” 


“What the fuck was that?” Bakugou says, rising to his feet. Izuku is snapped out of his thoughts, 
causing him to swallow and look around. 


“Villains, and a lot of them.” 
Bakugou scoffs. “No shit dumbass-” He pauses. 


Izuku’s heart rate picks up and his hands start to shake violently. He inhales with a shaky breath. 
Those two creatures looked incredibly dangerous, not to mention the amount of villains present. 
Oh god, Eraserhead- 


“Deku what the hell do you know?” Bakugou steps closer to Izuku, seeming to notice his distress 
in the situation. 


Izuku places a hand on his head again, shaking it. “This is bad. This is really bad.” He moves to 
look out of one of the windows, noticing a big clump of villains still in the center of the dome. 
Eraserhead is down there, handling himself alright, but for how much longer.. The two creatures 
haven’t moved from the hand guy's side. The bird-looking one is standing like a statue, while the 
cat is hunched over with fear and caution. It has to be him. Was that man from all those days ago 
taken hostage? What happened to him? Fuck. 


“T-I met that cat creature before. This is really really bad.” 
“Deku for fucks sake explain to me!” Bakugou yells, moving to look out the window as well. 


Izuku turns to look at him, feeling way too many conflicting emotions at once. Are these villains 
the ones that took the man? Are they the ones Dai is so scared of? 


“T don’t really know how to explain. The man I saw was in a hospital gown and distressed, dealing 
with a quirk manifestation. He was dragged away, screaming. The way his quirk manifested was 
similar to mine, and now he’s with these villains fully transformed.” 


Izuku’s hands continue to shake. Bakugou looks at him with eyes that now fully understand the 
situation they are in. 


“Do you think these pricks did something to him?” 


“T couldn’t be sure, but the way he’s standing,” Izuku pauses, pointing at the cat that’s hunched 
over, “he doesn’t look like he wants to be here.” 


Bakugou looks at the cat and then back at Izuku. 


Izuku takes a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves. What does all this mean? It’s scaring him half 
to death and he doesn’t know what to do. He reaches into one of his pouches and pulls out his 
phone. No service. Cursing, Izuku shoves it back into his belt. 


“T need to get down there to help sensei, who knows how dangerous these people are. If they get a 
hold of anyone in the class..” He feels like throwing up. 


“And how are you supposed to help him?” Bakugou says, an icy tone staining his voice. 
Izuku looks at him, feeling sweat drip from his forehead. 

He’s going to help the only way he can. 

Izuku avoids the question, inhaling again. “Bakugou give me your phone.” 

Bakugou scrunches his face in disgust and confusion. “Deku what the fuck?” 


“Don’t fucking argue with me, give me your phone now ,” Izuku stresses, holding his shaky hand 
out. 


Bakugou looks at his hand and scoffs. He digs into one of his pockets and yanks out his device, 
unlocking it and slapping it onto Izuku’s hand. Izuku immediately goes under the phone app, and 
he types in Dai’s number. 


He holds the phone out to Bakugou. “Bakugou if anything happens to me, and I mean anything 
..find service and call this number.” 


Bakugou snatches it and stares at the screen, before looking up at Izuku with narrowed eyes. 
“Deku what are you going to do?” 

Izuku doesn’t answer. 

Bakugou takes one step closer to Izuku. “What the fuck are you going to-” 


(7? 


“T’m going to do what I can, Bakugou!” Izuku interrupts, breathing hard. Bakugou takes one step 
back. “I would never forgive myself if someone in our class, including sensei or you, got taken by 
people like them. If something happened to them- if..” 


Bakugou now fully understands. 

“Deku fucking don’t.” 

“Bakugou I’m not going to unless I have to.” 

Silence. 

“Fine, but I’m going with you,” Bakugou says. 

Izuku shakes his head, pinching the bridge of his nose. 
“You can’t-” 


“T’m not watching your dumbass get fucked over for the second time. Now I’m going with you to 
kick some villains asses and you can't fucking stop me.” 


Damn it.. 
Izuku sighs, lifting his head. 


“Fine.” 


Erase. Dodge. Kick. 
Erase. Dodge. 
Punch. Erase. Dodge 
Shit.. 


Shouta dodges another villain, flinging his scarf at the same time. He’s starting to get tired, eyes 
dry and muscles aching. He lands on his feet, panting. He hopes to god the students are ok right 
now. 


The man with the hands covering his body stares at Shouta, arms crossed. Is that the boss? 


The two creatures on his side continue to sit motionless, making Shouta nervous. He swallows a 
thick lump down his throat. 


“You’re an impressive one, hero.” His voice is raspy and broken like he just screamed his throat 
raw for three hours. 


“What is your goal villain?!’ Shouta yells, dodging another punch. 


The villain moves a hand up and scratches at his neck. “I'll do you one better, why isn’t All Might 
here like he’s supposed to be?” 


Shouta keeps his lips tight, eyes strong. How did they know about their schedule? 
The villain scoffs. “I brought toys for him and everything, yet he still chose not to show up.” 


“T’ll ask one more time, what is your goal?” Shouta is starting to get agitated. Thirteen is injured 
and his students have been scattered around the premises, he doesn’t have time for this. 


More scratching. “Oh, to kill All Might of course.” 


That catches Shouta so off guard, he barely dodges the flying fist coming straight for his head. He 
grabs the hand and throws whoever it is that he’s grabbed. With the sound of bones cracking, 
Shouta sees a villain on the ground knocked out cold. He exhales, letting go of their hand. There 
doesn’t seem to be any villains left in the vicinity, all but one. 


“That’s impossible, how do you expect to kill him?” Shouta asks, attempting to stall. 


“Do you really think I wouldn’t come prepared?” the villain points to both creatures on his sides. 
Oh shit . 


Before Shouta can even move an inch, the mist from before appears next to the villain. 
“Shigaraki.” 

Annoyed, the villain (Shigaraki?) snaps his head to the side. “This better be good.” 
“Unfortunately, it’s not. One of the students slipped past me and escaped.” 

Shouta almost sighs in relief. 


Shigaraki growls, scratching his neck with aggression. “Damn it.” 


Shouta watches their conversation with an attentive ear and caution, waiting. He grabs at his scarf 
tightly, feeling all the blood in his knuckles disappear. 


“Shall we consider making an early retreat sir?” The mist says. 


Shigaraki shakes his head and looks at the creatures on his sides. “Nah, while I’m here..I might as 
well put these to good use. This one was a gift after all.” 


Shouta looks at the creature with cat and reptile features. Its head is down, and there is some sort 
of circular wound stamped on its forehead as well as a silver collar around its neck. The injury to 
its head looks fresh- not even a day old. The tone of the villain unsettles Shouta to blood and bone. 
He inhales, feeling his lungs tighten against his ribs. 


“How do you think All Might would react if I killed some of his colleagues and students?” 
A nerve breaks and Shouta is moving. 


Shigaraki lifts his hand and snaps loudly. The cat lifts its head abruptly, looking at Shouta. Its 
yellow eyes bore into his skull as he runs towards the villain. 


Shigaraki points right at Shouta, tilting his head. “Go.” 
The cat digs its claws into the ground and pushes off. 


Shouta skids to a stop, preparing for the worst to come as the cat approaches with fast acceleration. 
Throwing his scarf outward, he plants his feet on the ground with all his weight. 


There’s an explosion. 
The cat screams, and it’s suddenly shoved to the side like it got hit by a train. 
The cat is no longer in front of him. 


Whipping his head to the side, Shouta sees the beast struggling on the ground with something. 
Dust kicks up the more it rolls and scratches. There is too much movement to identify who or what 
it’s fighting with but it snarls and yelps, clawing around on the ground, trying its best to get to its 
feet. A claw grabs at its collar and yanks it down to the ground. 


There’s a flash of green and black that catches Shouta’s eyes. 


Midoriya. 


“This isn’t looking good,” Bakugou whispers. 


The pit of Izuku’s stomach feels heavy. The villains are here to kill All Might. Yeah, he hates the 
guy but the thought of someone having the actual ability to kill htm makes his insides twist. Is 
there even anything as equally as strong as the number one hero? He looks at the cat and bird 
mutant nervously. 


Apparently, someone escaped, according to the mist guy that appeared recently. That’s good, yes, 
but how much time does that even give everyone? 


He and Bakugou are crouching awkwardly behind a bush, watching Aizawa talk with the villains. 
It seems he was able to handle the lower-ranked villains on his own, but that’s not what concerns 
Izuku. There’s a chance this might escalate very quickly. 


“How do you think All Might would react if I killed some of his colleagues and students?” 


Izuku’s heart might have just stopped. He senses Bakugou’s body tense. The villain snaps his 
fingers. 


Shit! 
“Bakugou, catapulte me now.” 


Bakugou looks at Izuku like he’s fucking stupid. The impulsive decisions are Bakugou’s shtick, he 
knows, but this is serious. 


“Bakugou,” Izuku says through gritted teeth. The cat’s head lifts, looking at his teacher. They are 
running out of time. If the guy with the cat quirk is really like Izuku as he thinks, Eraserhead can’t 
erase his quirk. 


Bakugou looks at the cat and growls, “goddamn it- fine!” 

Bakugou gets to his feet and turns the other way, Izuku following behind him. 
“Go,” the villain says. 

The cat runs. 

“Bakugou!” 


Bakugou grabs Izuku’s arm and sets off an explosion in his other arm, launching them straight into 
the air. With small bursts of fire, Bakugou yells and spins, creating enough momentum to catapult 
Izuku like a bullet towards the cat. 


Feeling the air against his face, Izuku prepares for impact. The cat turns his head, noticing Izuku 
and how fast he’s moving. His eyes widen but it’s too late for him to make any other move. 


Izuku slams his entire body against his side, feeling and hearing a rib crack. The cat screeches, 
flying to the side with Izuku attached to him. They slam to the ground, kicking up dust. 


The cat howls and attempts to get up, but Izuku grabs onto his arm and throws him back down. 
He’s wrestled with Hiroto’s lizard form before, so this is nothing. 


They wrestle and tumble around on the ground, struggling. Izuku forces energy into his hand and 
creates a large claw. He grabs onto the collar around the cat’s neck and pulls him down closer to 
the ground. He pants, holding on tight. The cat growls in frustration as Izuku continues to keep him 
in this hold. Izuku’s arms are starting the shake from the strain. 


Izuku hears another explosion from afar. Moving his head slightly, he sees Bakugou skidding on 
the ground next to Eraserhead, looking visibly pissed at the hand villain. Izuku growls as he 
continues to hold the cat down. His muscles are screaming and he can start feeling the pain and 
soreness. Something wet drips onto the exposed skin on Izuku’s face. He tilts his head to face the 
cat. 


He’s crying. 


The cat’s eyes are filled to the brim with hot tears, dripping onto Izuku. He whimpers and starts to 
tremble, joining Izuku’s shaking arms. 


‘“‘In-Interficiassss m-me,” he says, vocal cords rumbling and upper lip quivering. 


Izuku is horrified right now. 

“What happened to you?” Izuku whispers loud enough for him to hear. 
Another fat tear falls onto Izuku’s face. 

‘““Mortifer..”’ he mumbles. 

“What?” Izuku responds. 


The cat inhales sharply. ‘‘Mortifer. Mortifer. Mortifer!” His voice cracks as a feline howl 
escapes his lips. A long tongue slithers out of his mouth, just barely missing Izuku. The cat frees 
part of his body from Izuku’s grasp, making the tables turn. 


The cat grabs Izuku’s clawed hand aggressively. He feels something pop in his shoulder, making a 
hiss escape his mouth in pain. At the corner of Izuku’s eye, he sees the bird mutant moving fast 
towards Bakugou and his teacher. He tries to wiggle out of the weight on his body and to free his 
arm desperately. No. No. Izuku made a mistake, he very well might have just sealed their fates. 


‘Kill me.” The cat presses Izuku’s claw against a patch of scales on his chest and it’s taking all of 
Izuku’s strength to keep the cat from stabbing himself. Izuku can’t focus enough to draw the 
energy back out of his arm or put any more into the rest of his limbs, so he’s using every single 
ounce of strength he can muster. He exhales through his teeth, struggling. 


“No no, p-please just tell me how I can help you.” Izuku can barely breathe. He can feel the hot 
breath of the cat on his eyes, drying them out and keeping him from spilling his own tears. 


“Let go of me, you bastard!” Izuku hears Bakugou scream. Looking to the side again, he watches 
the bird-headed creature grab Bakugou and Eraserhead, slamming them onto the ground hard. It 
moves to press its massive hands on their backs, pinning them down. It probably has the power to 
snap their necks with two fingers if it wanted to- or if the villain wanted it to. Izuku starts to thrash 
under the cat's weight. 


“Help? Help? No, no child you can’t help. You can’t help the creationssss of Mortifer. Please 
kill me, for I am already dead!”’ 


His head tilts down, and Izuku notices a small, round burn scar on the top of his forehead. His 
stomach lurches. It looks like Dai’s-s 


The cat yells, before shoving Izuku’s claw deep into his chest. Blood splashes onto Izuku’s face, 
soaking through his mask. The rancid metallic smell and taste of warm blood hurts his stomach. 
The beast inside his head howls. This can’t be happening, this can’t be happening, this can't- 


His hand is so far deep, the cat chokes up blood. He can feel the beating of the heart in his hands, 
the warm slimy feeling of organs and blood pouring down his arm. The cat shoves Izuku’s hand 
downward and he could swear, he felt a claw slice the heart of the cat in half. 


The cat’s eyes roll back into his skull, before going limp and falling on top of Izuku. He is soaked 
with red, sticky blood. He can barely breathe or think. He’s in too much shock to even really do 
anything. Ears ringing, vision blurring, he lifts the cat’s dead body off his own slightly with his one 
free hand. Through blurry vision, he sees the mutant bird holding Aizawa’s head above the 
concrete, ready to slam it into the ground. Bakugou is screaming, and looking at their teacher in 
horror. 


The beast inside roars. 

And the next thing Izuku feels is pain. 

Katsuki struggles under the weight of the mutant bird’s hand, watching Deku wrestle with that 
fucking cat. Shit, fucking Deku goddamn it- 


His entire body aches from the force of being thrown onto the ground, he’ II admit, that hurt like a 
bitch. His teacher is in the same damn boat as him, and he can’t get out either. Typical. This is 
what Katsuki gets for insisting he went with Deku. That hand fucker is watching all of this like it’s 
some sort of game. Like it’s fun . 


“Bakugou,” sensei says quietly, grabbing his attention. He turns his head the best it can since it's 
practically squished on the ground. 


“T need you to try and as stay calm as possible right now.” 
Katsuki opens his mouth to speak, but his eyes catch something. 
Blood. 


Deku is pinned under the cat, and it appears that the creature has forced Deku’s entire claw into his 
scaley chest in an act to kill himself. 


“Son of a bitch- sensei..” Katsuki says quietly, looking at Deku with wide eyes, mouth gaping 
slightly open. 


The cat drags Deku’s hand down, spilling buckets of blood onto Deku’s body before collapsing. 
Fuck. FUCK! Katsuki might throw the fuck up right now, and he’d be really fucking surprised if 
Deku wasn’t right now. He feels like gagging. That was horrifyingly sick looking. His teacher is 
looking at Deku in complete horror and shock. 


The villain in front of them looks at Deku and the cat, tsking in annoyance. “It was disposable 
anyway..nomu,” mr. fucking handyman says. “Do it.” 


Katsuki starts to panic. Heart pounding, skin sweating. The hand placed on his teacher lifts, 
grabbing sensei’s head. 


“You bastard!” Katsuki yells, struggling and trying to worm his way out of the grasp. He can’t 
light an explosion or he will hurt his fucking teacher! 


“Stop!” He yells again. 


The bird is about ready to slam his teacher’s head into the ground, crack his skull, pull his brain 
out. Katsuki opens his mouth to scream again. 


Like a blaring alarm, a full-throated, continuously demonic screech near shakes the ground and 
puts a ring inside Katsuki’s ears. The Nomu stops, hovering his teacher’s head above the ground. 


The hand villain turns his body in the direction of the unbelievably abrupt noise. “What the hell-” 


The weight of the nomu is lifted off Katsuki’s body forcefully like it was shoved or tackled off of 
him and sensei. Katsuki immediately scrambles to his feet, his teacher doing the same. 


Katsuki and Aizawa-sensei turn their heads. 


Something is wrong. Something is very very wrong . Katsuki has seen Deku’s wolf form many 
times, enough times. But this.. 


Deku is standing over the nomu in a pin, panting and snarling like a feral animal. Acid practically 
flows from his mouth, sizzling and melting the nomu’s skin. He is covered in blood. It mats in his 
fur, stains his fangs, it’s everywhere . 


Deku’s eyes are souless. 

That’s not Deku anymore. 

The villain raises a hand with a smile and points at Deku. He lets out a laugh. 
“Now this is just too easy..Nomu!” 


Immediately after the command, the nomu slams a fist into Deku’s jaw causing him to fly back and 
fall to the ground. Katsuki notices something different as Deku struggles to lift to his feet.. 


“Is Deku fucking bigger to you?” Katsuki asks Aizawa-sensei. 
His teacher nods, keeping his eyes glued to Deku. 


Deku is definitely bigger. His ears are longer and pointier, fangs now more prolonged and sharp. 
He opens his mouth slightly and pants out horrendous wheezing. 


In a second, the nomu finds itself in front of Deku, and wraps its meaty hands around his mouth, 
flipping Deku over its shoulder. 


The creature may lack in size, but the strength is all there. Katsuki understands now what the 
villain meant that they had a weapon to kill All Might.. 


Deku slams against the ground, nearly shaking it. He chokes a snarl, flailing his limbs around on 
the ground in an attempt to get to his feet. Before he can get up, the nomu grabs one of his legs, 
and with incredible force, it spins its body and throws Deku’s like a hammer throw. Deku is sent 
near a patch of trees and bushes, smacking his side on one of the trees- the wood splits and breaks 
from Deku’s weight. Yikes, that had to of broken something internal. 


Deku spits out a wad of acid and chokes. He inhales and exhales, dripping more and more acid 
onto the ground. Wheezing like his lungs are being strangled from the inside. With shaky legs, he 
stands to his feet, but something wrong happens. 


Katsuki watches Deku hang his head low, looking up at the nomu with a spine rattling Kubrick 
stare. He continues to breathe hoarsely and sharp, only acid not only flows from the fangs of his 
maw but from his glowing eyes. Four eyes. Deku’s face changes slightly to favor something 
demonic and from the depths of hell. Snout growling longer and another set of eyes blinking. 


Katsuki is terrified right now. Not for himself, but for once in his life he fears for Deku and his 
crumbling sanity. Something must have happened with the cat- besides unintentionally spilling 
blood- that rattled him up so much, to a point where he is so emotionally destroyed his control is 


slipping. 


“Sensei we need to do something,” Katsuki says quietly, still standing in the same spot. 
“Something is wrong with Deku. And I mean very, very fucking wrong.” 


“Someone’s been looking for you, Cerberus! Nomu, capture!” The hand villain screams, ordering 


the nomu once again. 
Deku’s body trembles. 


The creature gurgles and screeches, moving at a speed Katsuki can barely register with his own 
eyes. It moves to grab at Deku’s muzzle once again with quick hands. Its head is a little too close to 
Deku’s jaws. Deku’s lip lifts, showing off a carnivorous snarl. He opens his mouth, and instead of 
the normal wolf jaw, his skin rips almost all the way up to the bottom of his ears, exposing every 
tooth inside. The inside of his mouth glows green. 


Crunch. Splat. 


Deku bites its fucking head off. Pulling back he detaches its head from body, flesh ripping and 
blood spraying. The sound of tendons snapping and vertebrae detaching is foul. 


Like the body of the cat, it falls limp. 


Katsuki expected Deku to spit its head out like a wad of gum. But he chews on the exposed brain 
and skull with no remorse like a piece of gum. Brain matter and blood ooze between the gaps of his 
fangs and drip onto the dirt, staining it. 


Katsuki gags. 


He knows it’s not Deku’s fault, he knows that Deku is probably in his head screaming and begging 
to stop, but Jesus fuck . Watching him eat the head of a creature like a piece of candy is nightmare- 
inducing. 


Deku brings his head down and starts to rip and chew on the body of the nomu. He bites at it 
ravenously and crazed like a starving hyena. He rips it apart, bit by bit. 


“Deku.” 
He can’t keep watching this. 
“Deku!” 


Deku snaps his head up, locking eyes with Katsuki. A snarl forms in annoyance at the interruption, 
but something changes in his eyes. 


His eyes widen, turning from soulless to the normal conscious appeal. 


He looks down at the nomu and becomes fully aware of what he just did. Shaking his head 
violently, he scratches and paws at it. Eyes wide, he hacks a clot of blood onto the ground. A timid 
whine pushes itself out of his mouth. His head shakes again, but instead of a whine, is an ugly 
growl. It’s insanity. Repeating the process, he whines and vomits contents of the nomu’s body onto 
the ground, splattering with a sizzle. 


Fuck. He’s fighting, he’s fighting hard but for how long . 


Katsuki’s eyes dart around, finding the villain in the same spot with the mist next to him. He can 
see the man's hands shake. 


“No wonder he wants this thing back!” The villain yells with anger and hints of impressed in his 
tone. “The bastard! Beautiful creatures my ass this..now this is a true monster!” 


Deku looks at the villain, confused and horrified. 


..what is he talking about? 


“Sir, what are we to do now? The nomu has been defeated, and we are short manpower,” the mist 
speaks with a low voice. “Not to mention it seems physically impossible to capture our asset as of 
right now.” 


Katsuki looks at Aizawa-sensei. Asset? Deku is an asset to them?! 


The villain scratches at his neck. “I’m fucking pissed about nomu, as well as that cat I was given, 
but no matter. Weapons are never permanent. We will capture Cerberus, and I will find out that 
man's secrets. That is now our biggest priority, Kurogiri.” He scratches at his neck again, looking 
right at Deku from behind the hand on his face. 


“With a weapon as powerful as this, we would never lose,” he says, almost laughing. 


Again, the wolf takes control. Again, Deku takes the reins. It cycles over and over making Deku 
look like a fucking psychopath. He screams, spitting more of the nomu’s blood on the ground in 
repulsion. Legs shaking violently, Deku looks at Katsuki and their teacher with terror. 


**K-Kach-” 
“Kurogiri-” the villain is interrupted when the entrance door flies open. 
Deku’s head snaps in the direction of the door, leading Katsuki to do the same. 


Katsuki doesn’t know if he should be happy or not right now. He can hear some of his classmates 
up by the door scream with relief. 


All Might. 


“So now he decides to show! Damn it!” The villain yells in frustration, most likely looking at the 
mangled mush of nomu on the ground. 


“Shigaraki I strongly suggest we retreat, we have no power against the hero,” the mist speaks in a 
warning. 


The hand fucker scowls. “Fine, but we are not leaving until we capture Cerberus.” They both look 
at Deku. Katsuki’s stomach jolts up his throat. 


“Very well.” 


A portal below Deku’s feet begins to form. Black and purple swirling in a little puddle. Deku’s 
fucking dumbass doesn’t notice it yet. 


No. 
“Sensei!” 
His teacher reads his mind. 


Katsuki’s body moves without command. Aizawa-sensei flings his scarf, wrapping it around 
Katsuki’s abdomen. Katsuki lights his palms and they explode violently. His teacher swings him 
around the same way the nomu did to Deku, and Katsuki blasts off. Yelling at the top of his lungs, 
he prepares for impact. 


Deku snaps his head to the side, realizing what’s about to happen. 


Before Katsuki makes contact with Deku, he hears a distant yell. 
“Detroit-” 

Katsuki body slams Deku, sending them both flying. 

“Smash!” 


The ground vibrates and explodes, sending mounds of pressurized air everywhere. At the corner of 
Katsuki’s eye, he sees Aizawa-sensei fly backward from the air. 


He and Deku skid onto the ground roughly, stopping when one of Deku’s sharp bones penetrates 
through the thick bark of a tree. Katsuki groans, attempting to untangle himself from Deku’s furry 
limbs. They need to move . 


“Deku get your fucking ass up we need to leave now,” Katsuki crouches down slightly, nudging 
him with his gauntlet. 


Katsuki looks at Deku’s face, and it’s not pretty. Tears pour out of his eyes with the normal acid, 
and it's messy. He has four eyes now, and it looks like his body still hasn’t processed that. There is 
still blood staining his chest, and mouth. 


“B-Bakugou..” Deku sounds fucking awful. “Just go.” 


That is something Katsuki never thought would scare the shit out of him. Deku is close to giving 
up. Giving in. He’s hanging on by a thread . Deku is someone that never, ever fucking gives up. 


“Deku stop being fucking stupid, get the hell up.” 
Something loud erupts behind him. Like a cannon was fired. 


Katsuki turns around to try and articulate what the fuck just happened. There is a large crater in the 
middle of the ground where they once stood- dirt cracked and rocks scattered. His eyes dart around, 
finding the villain with the hands stepping through a misty portal, eyes glued on Deku. 


He disappears. 
It seems they prioritized escaping over taking Deku. But why- 


Katsuki feels and hears something pass right next to him, like a ball was thrown next to his ear- 
only much much larger. Katsuki turns back around. The tree Deku was laying against holds a hole 
where Deku’s bone was stuck in it. 


Deku is gone. 
Katsuki feels like he’s going to pass out. 
“Yo Bakugou! Are you good man?!” 


Looking up, he sees shitty hair running towards him through the thick trees- obviously frazzled and 
confused as shit. He looks beat up, probably from trying not to get his shit rocked from villains. 


“Where is he..”” Katsuki mumbles as his classmate runs closer. 


Shitty hair raises an eyebrow. “Sorry, can you repeat that?” 


“Where is he?!” Katsuki scans the area, turning around. 
“Where's who, Bakugou?” 
Katsuki sees red. Flaming, angry, red. 


On the side of the crater, Deku is on the ground whimpering, choking, and struggling to breathe as 
All Might presses a hand down on his windpipe. All Might isn’t smiling. 


“Oh my god, how did Cerberus get in here!?” 


Katsuki ignores the question. Taking a step forward, he prepares to do the worst he possibly can to 
All Might. A hand grabs his arm. 


“Dude what are you doing?” 

Katsuki shakes out of his classmate’s grasp. 

“Let go of me shitty hair.” 

He takes off before his classmate can grab at him again. 

Katsuki sees Aizawa-sensei’s scarf wrap itself around All Might’s arm as he gets closer. 
All Might looks to the side, visibly pissed the fuck off: 


Katsuki sees sensei on the other side of All Might the closer he gets. He has never seen a man so 
angry in his life, and that’s literally coming from Katsuki himself. 


“Get the hell off of him All Might!” Aizawa-sensei yells, tightening his grip on his scarf. 
Deku’s eyes start to flutter, showing that the lack of oxygen is finally catching up to him. 


“Eraserhead, do not involve yourself in this again!” All Might yells back. “The creature was clearly 
involved with the villains, we simply cannot trust it!” 


“Bull shit!” Katsuki yells without thinking. 
All Might’s head suddenly turns to face Katsuki. 


“Young Bakugou, please move away.” He looks past Katsuki and his tone changes. “Everyone 
please back away, this isn’t safe!” 


Everyone? Katsuki turns around and finds three of his classmates standing with shitty hair, and 
closer than before. The half and half bastard, frog girl, and the short fucker are standing there, 
frozen with shitty hair. Fucking hell! 


“He did none of this on fucking purpose!” Katsuki grits his teeth. 

All Might moves his glance to the nomu. “You call that an accident young man?” 
Yes, I fucking do. 

The fact that Katsuki was just like this days ago pissed him off. His fists clench. 


“My boy, please just leave this to the pros.” 


Katsuki scoffs. Pros? Pros?! The pros won’t even listen! God no wonder the nerd fucking hates his 
guts. 


Deku is very close to losing consciousness right now. Aizawa-sensei notices that too. 


“You are going to kill him at this rate! Let go of his throat!” his teacher walks closer, pulling 
harder on the scarf. 


Deku turns his head slightly, looking at Katsuki with shaking eyes. His mouth opens and closes, 
attempting to breathe even just an ounce of oxygen. 


“Get up,” Katsuki says. 
Deku closes his eyes. 
“Get the fuck up!” 


Deku opens his eyes again, but he doesn’t fucking listen. What the hell is he going to do?? He 
can’t fucking say shit without risking outing him. 


Something pops into his head. 
“IT know sign language..” 
The fucker knows sign language. 


Katsuki also knows sign language. Wow, what a goddamn coincidence. For fucking once his 
doctor making him pick up the shitty way of communicating just in case he went deaf is actually 
going to come in handy. 


He thinks for a second. 
“Hey!” He yells, getting Deku’s attention once again. 


“Get the fuck up you moron, didn’t you say you wanted to prove people wrong? You can’t do that 
shit when you’re in prison.” 


Deku’s eyes widen in shock. 

“Fucking fight you idiot! I still need that rematch!” 

Katsuki’s sign isn’t perfect, but hell, he really doesn’t have any other fucking options does he? 
Everything feels motionless for a moment. 


Deku looks back up at All Might, and something changes in his eyes. A tear falls from one of his 
eyes, and a small smile stretches all the way up to his ears. 


It’s determination. 
All Might notices this and slightly flinches. 


Because Deku is bigger now, he has the upper hand. Sneaking a leg between All Might’s legs, he 
presses a foot on his stomach. All Might opens his mouth but is suddenly launched forward and 
behind Deku. Aizawa-sensei lets his scarf go, running towards Katsuki and Deku. Katsuki runs up 
to Deku’s side as he turns over to his stomach, attempting to raise to his feet. His eyes bulge open 


suddenly. 


Like a bullet, All Might propels himself forward and slams into Deku head-on. Deku howls in pain 
as his skin is ripped and scraped once again against the ground. Shit! 


“Aizawa-sensei what’s going on?” Shitty hair yells, running towards Katsuki and him. The other 
three are running next to him with equal amounts of concern. “How did Cerberus get in here?” 


“That’s the new vigilante if I’m correct?” Half and half adds. “My father’s been after them for 
months.” 


“Why were you guys helping it?! It’s dangerous!” The purple piece of shit yells, causing Katsuki to 
shoot him a glare. 


Their teacher sighs and glances at Bakugou. God this is so complicated. 


“Yes, that is Cerberus. I will not disclose too much information due to it being classified and our 
lack of time, but I can assure you that he does not mean any harm to anyone. There is a chance he 
came here with the villains undercover, and his quirk most likely malfunctioned in the process.” 
Damn this guy is good at lying. 


“How do you know this, ribbit?” The frog asks. 
“Because I have spoken to him before, and so has Bakugou. He never wanted to hurt anyone.” 


Something is flying towards them fast. Katsuki only has a second to process, before he leaps 
backward. Everyone else does the same, barely making it. Slamming into the staircase with a 
boom, Katsuki sees All Might stuck in the cracked cement. Well..that's new. 


Everyone turns their heads in the direction he came from. Deku is standing there heaving- he looks 
fucking exhausted and completely done . 


“Three times..” 
Deku slowly walks closer, growling with each word. 
“Three times , you have beaten me, broken my body, humiliated me.” 


Sharp nails clack on the cement as he limps, head down. All Might lifts himself out of the indent, 
looking at Deku with a mix of disgust and horror. 


“Did you ever even hear me beg for mercy? See me cry?” 
The only sound present is the singe of acid on the ground and scrape of nails. 


Deku scoffs. ““Symbol of peace?” he lets out a low laugh, “‘does the symbol of peace muzzle 
people?” 


Katsuki can sense the anger and hatred within Deku. The control he has over his body is now 
complete, and he is aware . Now, this is Deku. 


Aizawa-sensei grabs his arm and half and half’s, moving back towards the trees slowly. His 
classmates and he gravitate away from the fight. Sensei definitely sensed the hostility too. 


Deku can’t win this. There is no doubt that Deku knows that. It is plain as fucking day, but by the 


looks of it, he doesn’t care. 


There is one fucking problem though. Even if he gets out of this, how is Deku going to not look 
suspicious? He can’t just walk out, transform back, and then waltz back in. There needs to be some 
sort of- 


Katsuki remembers. 
-cover up.. 
Digging through his pocket, Katsuki grabs his phone and unlocks it. There is service. 


Whoever this fucking bitch is, they better do something. Katsuki glances at his teacher, before 
running further in the trees. 


He slides behind the trunk of a tree and presses call, holding the phone up to his ear nervously. 
It rings. 

Come on come on come on... 

There is a sound of impact. Deku shouts. 

It keeps ringing. 

Come ON- 

The other end clicks. 

“Who is this?” It’s a female voice, low and strong. 

Katsuki breathes. “You’re with the Oni, right?” he says, hoping that that’s true. 
There is silence, accompanied by static. 

“How did you get this number?” 

Deku yells in frustration in the background. 

Shit. 


“Help him, help him please just fucking- he’s in trouble De.... Izuku Midoriya. He is in trouble,” 
Katsuki emphasizes. 


“Where are you?” The voice on the other end says in a panic. 

“USJ-” 

The phone clicks to an end. Katsuki rubs his temple and shoves his phone back into a pocket. 
Turning around, he jogs back over to his teacher and classmates. 

“Sensei,” Katsuki says quietly, catching his teacher and classmates’ attention. 

Aizawa-sensei turns his head. 


“We better fucking prepare ourselves, cause this is going to be a shit show.” 


Izuku feels like shit. 
That’s all to really say about it. 


The taste of metallic still burns in his throat, and his body doesn’t feel familiar. The feeling of four 
eyes blinking is disturbing, and for some reason, he senses that he is bigger than normal. 


Everything inside is numb and full of pain, throbbing and spreading through each inch of muscle 
and bone. His brain hurts, everything hurts. The sight of the cat’s guts spilling onto him forever 
stains his memory, and Izuku can swear he can still feel brain matter stuck in his teeth. This is shit, 
this entire thing is shit. Please just- 


It’s not your fault. 
It’s not your fault. 


He repeats that sentence over and over as he tries his best to dodge All Mights flying fists. It’s all 
that’s keeping him on his feet at this point. The shots he’s had on All Might were pure luck. It 
seems he doesn’t want to go all out due to the presence of his classmates, so Izuku is able to sneak 
in hits when his guard is down. There is a constant screaming in his head, as the beast beats and 
claws at the bars he put up. It is taking almost everything in him to keep from losing control again 
because, to be honest, he is really close right now. 


What the villain said. What the cat said. None of it is making sense and for some reason, he can 
feel an itch at the back of his head that says it’s all connected. Why does he look like this? Who is 
Mortifer? Why do the villains want him? What is going on? 


It’s not your fault. 
It’s not your fault. 


All Might lands a fist on Izuku’s cheek, sending him flying back for what seems like the tenth time 
today. Izuku grunts, landing on the ground and cracking one of the bones on his back. He chokes a 
clump of acid onto the ground and tries to lift himself. His body feels like it is on fire. Looking up, 
he anticipates another fist to the face, but All Might isn’t there anymore. The sound of metal 
ripping behind him startles him. Turning around, Izuku sees All Might with a ripped-out chunk of 
the handrail from the staircase. His heart sinks. 


Struggling to lift to his feet, he trips and scuttles away from All Might as fast as he can. It’s too 
late. 


All Might leaps into the air and places the handrail below his feet. He kicks down, adding speed as 
he descends. The rail slams down onto the ground, trapping Izuku’s neck in between the bars. His 
windpipe tightens, causing him to inhale and gasp for air. His body thrashes around uncontrollably 
like a fish out of water. No. Nonono. He claws at the bars and the dirt around it, he tries his best to 
send drips of acid towards the metal, but nothing. All Might leaps down and crouches in front of 
Izuku. Big hands press down onto the top of the rail, further suffocating his neck. He squeaks a 
breath, looking up at the hero. 


“P-pleaAse..S-stoP.” Izuku wheezes out. 
“This is for your own good, vigilante.” 


Izuku’s vision blurs. Gasping and thrashing, he desperately tries to free his neck and breathe. He 


launches quills at the hero, but he easily dodges. 
All Might moves to knock him out, and Izuku closes his eyes, bracing for the worst. 
It never comes. 


Opening his eyes once again, Izuku sees All Might jumping backward. A wall of ice shoots 
between him and the hero. The air turns cold, making his nose twitch. What- 


“A-are you a-alright?” Izuku looks up, vision still blurry. Kirishima is crouched in front of him, 
trying to pry the railing from his neck. 


“W-Why?” Izuku chokes out. 


“Because you’re a dumbass and you were getting your shit rocked,” Bakugou says on the other 
side, joining Kirishima in an attempt to lift the bar. Todoroki joins. They pull up, freeing the bar. 
Izuku gasps, letting air finally enter his lungs. Sensei places a hand on his head, reassuring him. 


His classmates back away and look at him nervously. Mineta is hiding behind everyone, and 
Kirishima rubs his arm while looking away. He expected that. 


The ice cracks behind them. Izuku immediately springs to his feet. 
“Wh-” 


Izuku runs between the wall and his classmates, right as the ice explodes open. Chunks of ice nail 
his side and back painfully. He curses internally and moves his body more to shield his classmates. 
Whipping his head to the side, he sees an All Might-sized hole in the wall. That son of a fucking- 


Izuku growls, baring his teeth. Turning his body to face All Might, he keeps his teacher and 
classmates behind him. 


“Trresponsible..” 

Izuku takes a step forward, feeling all his anger drip out. 

‘Piece of shit!”’ Izuku roars, feeling acid start to form in his mouth. 

Another step. 

“Awful..part of the problem..” He snarls, snapping his jaws. 

Another. All Might stands there, looking at his students behind Izuku with horror. 


“T’m not awful..it was a simple mistake, I was trying to save my students from a threat.” All Might 
tries to justify himself. 


Izuku lets out a low chuckle, feeling his brain swirl in mayhem. “Awful people never know 
they’re awful.” 


Izuku stops, digging his nails into the ground with pure anger. His muscles ache, and every inch of 
his body throbs in pain, but he holds his ground. 


‘T have made mistakes, and so have you. But I’m not seeing anyone forgiving me.” He looks 
up at the hero with narrow eyes. 


“You are a criminal. Criminals don’t deserve forgiveness, especially for acts of murder.” All Might 
takes a step himself, fists clenched. 


Izuku lets his head drop. “I never wanted this, you know. I never wanted to kill them. I never 
wanted this quirk. I never wanted people to think I’m a monster.” He shakes his head and looks 
up again, letting out a low growl once again. 


“But life is just fucking perfect , isn’t it All Might?” Izuku looks at All Might with a smile, 
cocking his head to the side. Acid drips from his mouth and onto the ground, making him look 
insidious. 


All Might opens his mouth. 

Something bursts through the ceiling- glass shattering loudly. 
“BASSSSTARD!”” 

Izuku looks up. 

Bang. 


Something large lands right on top of All Might so hard, the ground beneath him cracks and gives 
in slightly. Reptilian tail swishing, alligator hissing, the figure looks down at All Might with 
absolute rage seething through it. 


Hiroto. 


“Ts that..” 
“Gamera.” 


Katsuki watches as Gamera holds All Might down, almost shaking with anger. The class watches 
as its nostrils flare, followed by a long tongue slithering out of its mouth. 


Deku is still standing in front of the class, keeping his body in a protective posture. 
“You people..”’ Gamera says in disgust. *..never change.” 


All Might is fully fucking capable of getting the lizard off of him. But by the look of his face, it 
seems All Might has no idea what to do in this situation. 


A rope drops down, flopping onto the ground. Looking up, Katsuki sees a woman sliding down the 
rope with vast acceleration. Once she drops, she runs up to Deku with worry. She is wearing stuff 
similar to Deku’s costume- then again combat suits all look the fucking same these days. 


“What’s happening right now?” The grape whispers. 
“Those are members of the Oni,” Half and half responds. 
The woman who ran up to Deku immediately grabs his face in concern. 


“Buddy what happened?! Are you ok?” She scans his body and face for injuries, brushing a hand 
over the size of his muzzle. Katsuki can tell she notices the differences in his appearance. Her grey 
eyes glance to the side, looking at Katsuki. 


Deku nods, leaning into the touch. Katsuki can hear him whine quietly. 


All Might shoves Gamera off of him forcefully, causing the lizard to leap back. All Might looks 
frazzled as shit- breathing hard with confused eyes darting around the area. 


Gamera and the rest of the Oni look at him with disgust. The woman who was with Deku steps 
forward with a quiet foot. 


“T thought the Symbol of Peace was supposed to protect and save the innocent. The ones in 
need...It looks like that was a fucking lie.” 


All Might stands still. 


Gamera goes up to Deku’s side and hoists him up to his feet carefully. The woman joining his 
other side. They mind his injuries and unstable body, making sure to hold on to him. 


They walk in the direction of the trees. 


All Might looks at them, taking a step forward. He stops, looking back towards Katsuki and the 
class. Sensei is staring at All Might with his scarf in his hands, giving off the largest “don't you 
fucking dare” vibes he has ever seen. 


It feels like forever, but the four enter the thick trees by Deku’s side. Disappearing. 


“Are you injured?” 

“No.” 

“Do you feel dizzy or concussed?” 

“Fucking no, now leave me alone.” 

Katsuki brushes off the EMT that was pestering him. 
It’s absolute fucking chaos here. 


Four eyes arrived with everyone and their fucking mother moments after Deku and the Oni 
disappeared. The fucking timing is almost comical. The heroes collected and arrested all the 
villains that were left, retrieving Katsuki’s classmates in the process. Shortly after, EMTs came and 
annoyed everyone that wasn’t injured with stupid ass questions. All Might fuckin disappeared after 
the heroes showed, so that’s just typical. 


No one was seriously injured which is fucking good or whatever, but Katsuki sits on the back of 
the ambulance, knee bobbing up and down with anxiety running through his body. 


The heroes are doing a second round to make sure no other villain was left. They better fucking 
grab Deku. He’s hoping to god the dumbass actually stayed behind and hid after the Oni came in 
for a distraction, because if not all fingers point to him. 


“Bakugou.” 
He moves his head to the side, watching Aizawa-sensei walk up to him. 


“He will be ok.” 


Katsuki scoffs. “He fucking better be.” 


“Emergency staff we have another student! He’s seriously injured and seeks medical attention 
immediately!” 


Katsuki snaps his head in the direction of the front entrance, catching Present Mic with Deku 
leaned against him. Goddamn, he looks like shit. Without all the fur, he can actually see the extent 
of his injuries. Deku is breathing slowly, looking feverish and weak. 


The EMT that was bothering him gets up and runs in the direction of Deku. 


Another grabs a stretcher from one of the ambulances and wheels it out. Everyone yells or sighs in 
relief for Deku’s presence, practically cheering. With everyone’s focus on Deku, sensei taps 
Katsuki’s shoulder, and points. 


Looking in the direction, Katsuki sees the woman from earlier- the one that ran up to Deku. She’s 
leaned against a tree, hidden. He wonders if she’s the one he called.. 


She closes her eyes and nods her head, before turning and walking into the dense trees. He doesn’t 
know what that fucking means, but there might be a chance that she thanked him. 


Katsuki sighs and watches as Deku is thrown into the ambulance in front of him. 
He can tell things are only going to get worse from here. 
“You never told me Cerberus was that strong,” Tomura says, clasping his hands together in 


thought. He’s livid that he had to retreat early, but he’s more curious than anything. What exactly 
is that thing? 


The man in the mask paces behind him calmly. 
“Well, I wanted them back for a reason, my boy.” 


Tomura hears the man walk closer. Turning his head, he sees him take a seat next to him at the 
bar, keeping his presence uneasy. The leather on the stool squeaks under his weight, and he places 
his elbows on the table slowly. 


“Yeah, well you never told me why. The thing killed that cat and my nomu. A weapon that’s 
supposed to be strong enough to kill the number one hero.” Tomura narrows his eyes at the man, 
studying his body language. 


The man chuckles slightly. “Around ten years ago, I developed a special kind of drug that alters 
DNA. A drug that has the ability to change a person’s quirk into something powerful .” His hands 
clasp together, and he turns his head over. His body language is calm and collected, just like his 
speech. 


Tomura nods slightly, continuing to stare at the man through the hand on his face. 


“T needed to test it for obvious reasons, but I was low on..certain volunteers per se. The drug 
requires O blood types for it to work best and I simply didn’t have any.” 


“OK;.” 


The man hums. “I have connections with hospitals and medical professionals. So, in order to get 
my drug tested, I reached out to them. They agreed, of course. So for a couple of weeks, whenever 


children with said blood type came in for quirk assessments-” 
“They were injected..” Tomura finishes, talking with a low voice. 


The man hums again, nodding his head. “The drug failed with all the children injected. All but 


bed 


one. 
“Cerberus.” 
“Correct, my boy,” the man says, separating his clasped hands. 


That’s..weird. Part of this confuses Tomura. He squints his eyes. “That doesn’t explain why you’re 
just now looking for it.” 


The man sighs. “I’m now looking for it because I have only just learned of the drug being 
successful.” 


That's right..Cerberus only recently showed up around ten months ago. 


“There must have been a delay in the drug's effects. Or it just needed a slight..push if you 
understand what I mean.” 


“Why not just make more of the drug?” Tomura asks. 


The man closes his eyes. “I was, actually. After learning of the failure, I had moved to experiment 
with said drug more to perfect it. But..an incident with my partner at the time led to my lab being 
destroyed, including all records and physical samples of the drug.” 


Tomura nods his head, listening intently to the man's story. 


“T couldn’t remake the drug to its full potential. For years I made and tested drug after drug, but 
nothing could compare to the overall power that was injected into Cerberus’s veins,” he pauses, 
fiddling with the ring placed on his finger- it has a flat, round top, damaged from heat. “My 
champions in the ring were strong. But I wasn’t satisfied. I needed that drug in my hands once 
again.” 


“So you need Cerberus..” 
“To extract its blood, and make more .” 
Tomura swallows. “You’re one crazy bastard..” 


The man chuckles. “I’m a man of science, Shigaraki. No scientist is perfectly sane.” He lifts 
himself from the stool, standing. 


“If I’m correct, because of the presence of Cerberus in the USJ building, as well as the age they 
most likely are, there is a possibility that they are a part of class 1-A.” 


Tomura’s eyes widen slightly. It’s just now hitting him in the face how young the monster actually 
is. 


“T will continue to offer my service if you promise to do the same. I hope you understand how 
important it is for me to retrieve my lost creation as I understand your need to watch the world 
burn.” 


Tomura nods, feeling a smile creep onto his dry lips. 


“Teach me your secrets, and you just might have an everlasting deal.” He stretches his hand out, 
pinky in the air. 


The man turns to face him. He smiles with his eyes, stretching out his own hand and clasping 
Tomera’s. 


“Very well, Tomura Shigaraki. You have a deal.” 
“Pleasure doing business with you..” Tomura pauses. The man still has yet to tell him his name. 


The man squeezes his hand. “Mortifer. You may call me Mortifer.” 
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Izuku opens his eyes. 
Dark. 

Dark. 

Darkness. 


The ground slushes and drips- wet and sticky. The liquid in the consistency of warm honey clings 
to every hair and limb, suffocating the very feeling of freedom. It's grounding. It's cold. 


He pulls himself up to a seated position, feeling the black goo attempt to pull him back down into 
the pit. He feels nothing internally- numb. His very existence feels wrong. 


A growl. He turns his head slightly, eyes wary. Tar mats itself in his hair and clothes, pulling and 
sticking his skin in directions that are uncomfortable. 


The once quiet atmosphere becomes filled with static. Izuku turns his head once again, only in the 
opposite direction. Squinting, he sees a weak light- something he has never seen here before. 


Ripping himself free from the sludge, he stands to his feet. Through each step, the ground sloshes 
and squishes uncomfortably under his weight. There is a hollowness inside his bones. 


Stepping closer to the light, the static sound only grows louder and louder. 
Louder and louder. 
Louder and louder. 


Izuku stops. About ten feet away from where he stands, is an old tv from the fifties. Its screen is 
fuzzing and crackling- making it clear that that’s where the static is coming from. He looks slightly 
to the right. 


As he expected, his wolf form sits tall, head tilted down slightly. Glassy eyes stare straight into the 
static, not blinking even once. Not even a twitch- it's completely still. IZuku doesn’t move an inch 
either, he just continues to watch the wolf stare into the screen solemnly. 


The static starts to clear up slightly, showing an outline of the picture. Izuku takes a couple of slow 
steps forward, looking right at the screen as it changes and forms into clarity. 


“Kill me for I am already dead!”’ 
Static. 
“Kill me for I am already dead!”’ 
Static. 
‘*Kill me for I am already dead!”’ 


The image on the tv replays over and over, showing the same scene over and over. Blood, guts, 
screaming. Death and despair. Hysteria, blood. Watching the cat shank himself over and over 
makes the numbness in Izuku disappear. Replacing it is nausea and horror. Mouth gaping slightly, 
his eyes slide back over to the wolf. 


The wolf is faced directly at him. Four eyes- green and lifeless. He almost jumps, feeling his heart 
rate slightly pick up. The sound of his heart thumps loudly, joining the static. 


“Mortifer. Mortifer. Mortifer!” 

Static. 

“Mortifer. Mortifer. Mortifer!”” 

Static. 

“who-are-you.”’ 

The lips of the dog barely move, but its voice is wrong . 
Static. 

“Kill me for I am already dead!”’ 

‘“Mortifer. Mortifer. Mortifer!” 


The sounds and phrases pick up quickly, repeating over and over and over and over. Izuku’s hands 
shake, coming up to cling at his hair. It’s insanity. 
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Teeth begin to show. The beast continues to stay still, only moving its mouth. Izuku’s eyes dart 
back and forth between the tv and the wolf- sweat collecting on his forehead feverishly. 


‘Kill me.” 
The tv again. 


Something changes on the screen. It morphs and swirls, trying its best to change into what it 
wants. 


Screaming. Gut-wrenching, hysterical screaming. 
Through static Dai is on the ground screaming her throat raw. 


Izuku takes a step back. 
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Thé wolf stands. And takes a step forward. 
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Izuku opens his mouth, but only a squeak can be pushed from his lungs. 


Again and again, Izuku steps back and the wolf steps forward. The blackness attempts to suck him 
in through each step, sticking and grabbing at his feet. The wailing on the screen increases in 
volume, scrambling his brain. 
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Izuku stops, but the wolf doesn’t. 
Step after step after step. Sloshing, dripping, squishing. 


Izuku tries his best to yell. Tell it to stop and leave him alone . 
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The wolf stops inches away from Izuku’s face. Hot, rancid breath stings his nostrils, and eyeballs 
bore into his skull like lasers. Something starts to sizzle, but it’s not the acid dripping onto the tar. 


A stream of smoke appears on the wolf’s forehead. Fur burns away and skin glows red and hot in 
the shape of a small circle. The smell and sound of flesh burning on top of the screaming and static 
in the background are making him feel light-headed. 


Shaking hands clutch at his ears as he breathes in and out with zero control. Screaming, sizzling, 
static, rotting breath- Izuku can’t take it anymore. He can’t speak, the only sounds coming from his 
lips are squeaks and breaths. He shuts his eyes tight, feeling the sense of tears. 


The sizzling stops. 
Everything stops. 


The only sound is the sound of breath in the void of darkness and tar. Heart pumping blood in his 
chest. Opening his eyes, the wolf is gone. The tv is gone. It is complete silence. 


Exhaling quietly, he blinks a tear down his cheek. He turns around. 


“WAKE UP!” 


Izuku’s upper body shoots upward. Gasping for air, he clutches at the sheets around his body. The 


sudden amount of air in his lungs brings him close to choking- making it hard for him to get a grip 
over each and every breath. His hands move up to clutch at his shirt, only it’s not a shirt per se. A 
thin cloth gown? Inhaling and exhaling long and slow, Izuku looks around to try and decipher 
where he is. 


Walls plain..floors clean..the strong smell of hand sanitizer.. Izuku looks down and finds an IV 
attached to his forearm. Ah, shit. Hospital. 


“Oh my god.” 


Izuku almost leaps out of his skin. Turning his head all the way to the left, Dai is sitting upright on 
the guest chair- clutching at the arms with tight hands. 


Izuku doesn’t really need to process anything, he stares at her for a long second before completely 
bursting into tears. Dai’s eyes widen before she shoots out of her chair and rushes over to him. 


Izuku’s face feels flushed as hot tears cascade down his skin. His lungs are tight and uncomfortable 
as he chokes on each sob. Dai wraps her arms around him tightly, sitting on the edge of the bed. 
Her embrace is warm and protective- a presence similar to his own mother. He buries his head in 
her shoulder, clinging onto her tightly. She hushes him softly, combing her hand through his messy 
bed hair. 


“T-I-I-” Izuku tries to vocalize but fails miserably. “I-I don’t-” 
“Kiddo, breathe ,” Dai stresses. 


Izuku inhales deeply, almost choking. Every single emotion that was built up from earlier has 
pressurized and finally exploded violently. 


“T-I can’t- I don’t- I don’t..” 


Dai pulls back from the hug slightly to look at him in the eyes. She places her hands on each side of 
his face. “Can you do something for me bud?” She says calmly. 


Izuku nods in her hands, not able to breathe. 


“T need you to breathe. But when you exhale, blow on my face slowly.” She doesn’t yell or panic, 
she is just here. 


Izuku nods again, closing his eyes to release more tears. He inhales a shaky breath and opens his 
eyes. Opening his mouth, he blows as soft as possible on Dai’s face. His lungs feel like they are 
trembling on the inside. 


For minutes, Izuku breathes in and out with Dai’s guidance. After what feels like forever, Izuku can 
finally breathe again without the feeling of suffocation. 


““W-where is everyone?” Izuku finally pushes out. He’s laying down, Dai on the edge of his bed 
still. She turns her head to look at the door. He just realized that she was the only one waiting in his 
room. 


“The others are here, just waiting in the hall- Yue couldn’t make it, she got caught up in some 
medical emergency of her own downtown. As for your mother, I sent her home because she was 
exhausted. I think some of your class is here too, they just wouldn’t allow more than one person 
until you awoke,” she says, informing him. He’s just now getting a good look at her. She looks 
exhausted . Her grey eyes are accompanied by dark circles under them, and her hair is pulled back 


lazily. How long was he out? 
“How long was I..” Izuku trails off. 
She pats the side of his bed softy. “A day and a half..” 


Izuku almost groans. The semester has barely even started and he already has been hospitalized. He 
rubs his eyes with one hand, sighing. 


He notices Dai playing with a ring on her finger. The ring over the scar. 
The scar. 


Izuku sits up slightly and reaches out without thinking. Grabbing her hand he pulls her closer. Her 
eyes are nervous, but she doesn’t stop him. 


Pulling off the ring carefully, her skin reveals a round, pink burn scar. And just like he had thought, 
it’s exactly like the cat’s. His heart temporarily stops, halting his breath. Izuku looks up to face her, 
but her head is turned away- ashamed. Izuku glances back down and pushes the ring back into 
place, continuing to hold her hand gently with both hands. 


Izuku sighs, closing his eyes. “I um..the cat that I....that was there had the same scar on his 
forehead,” he says quietly. He would really rather not think of that ever again, but at this point, his 
head is on fire and in desperate need of answers to put it out. 


Dai flinches. She bites at her bottom lip- as if she is trying to stop herself from spilling tears of her 
own. He squeezes her hand, making her head turn slightly. She looks so tired. 


“Please God..” she mumbles under her breath, turning her head again. Her eyes are glistening with 
tears, one blink away from falling. 


“Dai..” Izuku continues to squeeze her hand. She looks at him once again, but this time a tear slips. 
“Who is Morfiter?” 


Dai’s face completely pales. He can feel her hand start to shake in his grasp. She’s holding her 
breath, and Izuku can tell she wants to leave. 


Izuku exhales slowly from his mouth. “Dai please just..just talk to me. You don’t have to tell me 
the whole truth but..” he pauses and looks down at the ring on her hand. Her hands continue to 
shake in his grasp. “I know it seems selfish, but I deserve to know. The villain at the attack- I think 
his name was Shigaraki- had mentioned a man looking for me..and I just-” he inhales, thinning his 
lips to try and prevent more tears. 


He looks up, seeing Dai nod her head- keeping her pale grey eyes averted. 


Izuku clears his throat and swallows. “I deserve to know who the hell this man is,” Izuku exclaims, 
raising his voice. He squeezes her hand a little harder unintentionally. 


Dai’s mouth is cracked open, and her eyes are wide. Her fight to avoid spillage ends, and tears fall. 
She inhales through a stuffy nose and looks at him dead in the eyes. ““T-there are a lot of villains 
out there that people don’t even know exist.” She exhales, lip wobbling. It’s taking everything out 
of her just to say one sentence. 


Izuku sits patiently, holding her hand in his own- loosening his grip. She’s finally talking to him. 


She takes in another deep breath. 


“Yeah in this world we live with villains that rob banks, murder, or indulge themselves in heinous 
acts. Society was either unkind to them, or they just want to watch the world burn. But 
Mortifer..he-he doesn’t necessarily want to watch the world burn or hurt like any normal villain. 
He wanted people to be wrong. ” 


Izuku tilts his head slightly. “What do you mean?” 


Dai bites at her lip. “Like us, he has a very..different view of society than other people. But unlike 
us, he went down a darker path. A very..very dark and gruesome path.” 


Izuku feels a tear drip onto his hand as she looks down and blinks slowly. “He didn’t just want 
people to suffer. He wanted people to understand how wrong they are. People tended to hate and 
show disgust for others with ‘monsterous’ quirks. Mortifer hated that. So, he decided to twist that 
assumption. He posed this question. “What would happen if people with heroic quirks all of a 
sudden became monsters?’ Since society values quirk over the person so much.” 


Izuku opens his mouth slightly. “But..there are a lot of people out there that aren’t like that.” He 
knows that. Even though his life was filled with despair, there are still so many good people out 
there. 


Dai shakes her head. “There are still good people in this world of suffering. Mortifer didn’t care. 
The acts of science went to his head, and the creations of-” she swallows, shaking her head again 
and glancing to the side. “Once he realized how far he could take it. How far he could change 
someone..it was insanity. He became fascinated by the behavior of the human body and quirk to a 
point where he started to make weapons and foys out of his creations.” 


It’s silent for a moment. 


“In his quest to make people understand- thinking that he was creating a message..he became 
something horrid in the process. He had become something not physical, but mental. A real 
monster. Because like I had said bud, it’s not the physical monsters that are the scariest and most 
real, but the ones inside.” 


Izuku’s blood temperature has chilled. The fact that out of all the years Izuku has lived on this 
planet, he has never heard of such a man- and that is what makes it so frightening. 


“Dai am J-am I in trouble? If this man is who you say he is-” 


Dai exhales, cutting him off. “ If he really is still...then I will do anything and everything to keep 
you safe, ok? I don’t know what he would want you for, but whatever the case, he will not get his 
hands on you,” Dai stresses. The seriousness in her eyes is uncomfortable to look at. He blinks, 
nodding his head slowly. 


It seems she's finished with the story, her head turns to the side, face becoming still. There is a lot 
missing from her tale, he can tell, but anything from her is short of a miracle at this point. Dai 
is..difficult to talk to when it comes to her past or fears. 


Something at the back of his brain itches painfully again. If this man.. 
“Dai..can I ask you a question please?” Izuku asks, voice barely over a whisper. 


Her eyes slide over to look at him before she nods hesitantly. “Sure kid..” 


“You remember that man I told you about, right? The one that I ran into who spoke Latin?” 
Dai narrows her eyes, nodding. 
“He was the cat at the USJ.” 


Dai’s body becomes completely still. All Izuku feels is her heartbeat picking up from continuing to 
hold her hand. 


“When I first saw him..he had an intense quirk manifestation. It was... goddamn terrifyingly similar 
to mine. And sure enough, he was there at the USJ fully transformed and with a fresh burn scar on 
his head. Dai he killed himself in front of me , with my own claw. Something must have happened 
to him, and I’m worried that-” he pauses when he notices all the color in Dai’s face has drained to a 
pale white. 


“T-I never had an interaction with someone that could have led to something injected into me, or 
even someone kidnapping me to perform tests. Maybe my quirk really did mutate weird as the 
doctor said years ago but I can’t help but be..nervous.” 


Dai hasn’t moved. Izuku is starting to feel a sense of panic build up inside him. 


“Dai, please say something you’re freaking me out.” He squeezes her hand and seemingly snaps 
her out of it. 


Placing her free hand onto her mouth, she slides it up and through her stray hairs. “Sorry Midoriya, 
this is..a lot for me right now. You have a right to be nervous, but I don’t see how it’s possible for 
something like what you think is possible.” 


Izuku bobs his head in a nod. 


Dai inhales deeply once again and scoots closer to him, moving her hands to grab at his instead. It 
seems she has shoved all her emotions deep down, and her presence is almost normal now. Her 
eyes stay red from the tears, along with the deep eye bags. He can’t tell if that’s concerning or 
impressive. “A lot has happened to you in the past couple of days, so please don’t stress over 
something that isn’t even a possibility. Mortifer never has nor will he ever get his hands on you.” 
She squeezes his hands, giving him a little smile. 


“O-ok..ok yeah,” Izuku says quietly. Maybe he really is thinking too much into this.. 


Dai lets go of his hands- the warmth and comfort leaving his skin. “I think I should probably let a 
doctor know that you’re awake, right?” she smiles a little wider, showing more of her motherly 
side. 


Izuku nods as she lifts herself from the mattress. But before she takes a step towards the door, she 
stops for a moment. 


“Oh, um Midoriya I forgot..” 


Izuku raises an eyebrow as he watches her look around the room like she’s searching for 
something. She moves to open the drawer of the little nightstand next to his bed. Her eyes light up. 
What the- 


“. Yue wants to do a couple of tests on your blood to monitor the mutations in your quirk to see if 
we can predict anything.” She pulls out a pen and a roll of medical tape from the drawer. Carefully, 
she takes apart the pen. He watches attentively as she tapes the hole of the pen with the tape to 


create a seal. 


Huh. That’s actually a good idea he won’t lie. “Yeah..ok that’s smart.” He trails off as Dai takes a 
seat once again on his bed, only right next to him. 


“Do you mind if I take a little so she can get started on that?” She asks, holding the contraption out 
in front of her slightly. 


Izuku hums. His doctor will probably question that but he doesn’t really care. Sharpening a nail on 
one of his pointer fingers, he slowly pokes it into the other, drawing blood. A little blob of blood 
flows from the prick and Dai grabs his hand gently, turning his finger so the blood can drip into the 
pen. She squeezes just barely so it can flow out faster. It’s silent in his room, besides the sound of 
Dai’s breathing and blood dripping. 


“What’s your blood type Midoriya?” Dai asks suddenly. 
...Weird question but it’s probably relevant to Yue’s tests. 
“Uh I’m type O I believe.” 


Dai nods. Nothing about her changes physically, but for some reason right after he said that her 
aura sours. 


Moving his hand away from the pen, she quickly tapes the top of the pen with more of the tape. 


“Alright, thanks bud. I'll make sure to get a doctor and to send in your friends.” She moves her 
sleeve to wipe off some of the blood on his finger. “I’ve gotta get this to Yue, but ll come see you 
soon m’kay?” She smiles once again, sitting up and shoving the pen into one of her pockets. 


“okay,” Izuku says as she turns towards the door. 

She opens it slowly. 

“Dai,” Izuku blurts. She turns her head in his direction. 

“Thanks for telling me. I know that must have been difficult.” 

She nods her head, smiling. Her smile isn’t her normal, Dai smile. It’s fake. 
“Of course.” 


She shuts the door. 


“Man I can’t believe you missed all of that!” 


Izuku sitting on top of his bed, fully clothed in a pair of civilian clothes. After Dai left, his doctor 
was sent in minutes later. He was told that his injuries weren’t life-threatening, so the treatments 
done on him worked nicely. The doctor had told him that unless he had any concerns, he can be 
discharged today. Thank god.. 


“Yeah haha I kind of had my hands full..” Izuku says, scratching at the back of his head. After the 
doctor left, his classmates filtered in to visit him. It kind of surprised him, to say the least- no one 
had ever really cared for his well-being besides the Oni and his own mother. It’s a little bizarre. All 
the eyes on him make him nervous. 


“Yeah, Aizawa-sensei told us you got drugged by a villain, that had to have been scary dude,” 
Kirishima says. 


Izuku nods his head, playing along with it. Damn Eraserhead is terrifyingly good at lying.. 


“It’s good no one got hurt besides me at least..Cerberus can be pretty scary looking,” Izuku sighs, 
trying his best to talk to his classmates. 


“T wouldn’t exactly say that..” he hears someone mumble farther in the back. 

Izuku’s mouth cracks open. 

Someone else in the room scoffs. “The thing murdered two villains, how is it not scary?” 
From the voice, Izuku can tell it was Mineta. 


“Because he protected us from All Might’s blast,” the voice from before says, louder this time. The 
dullness of the voice belongs to Todoroki. “And he never hurt any of us you know.” 


Izuku closes his mouth, feeling a smile creep up. Even though the reaction isn’t perfect, someone 
has his back. 


“Speaking of All Might, he was..really violent with the vigilante, ribbit,” Tsuyu speaks up. “Even 
though he is a criminal, that really wasn’t necessary.” 


It’s silent for a moment. Izuku swears he can still feel the metal bars pressed against his skin, 
constricting his throat. 


“Well, it’s understandable in his case, Tsuyu. We were under attack and there was a wanted 
criminal present, it was right for him to react like that,” Iida informs sternly. 


“lida I watched him almost choke Cerberus to death,” Kirishima mumbles, “it was pretty scary.” 


lida shakes his head. “Vigilante or not, Cerberus is a criminal. It is a hero's job to control 
dangerous people and keep the city safe. In my opinion, vigilantes are no better than the criminals 
they catch.” 


Kirishima’s eyebrows raise. “You’re joking-” 


“Fucking can it! Your bitching is annoying as shit,” Bakugou yells, halting the conversation. His 
arms are crossed and his brows are furrowed. The execution was awful, but Izuku appreciates the 
gesture. He was getting anxious from the bickering. 


Izuku swallows. “Uh, yeah I should probably get going anyway-” 
The door bursts open. 

“You mother fucker!” 

Oh god damn it. 


He turns his head in the direction of the yell, alarmed. His eyes immediately meet Yuma inches 
away from him and in the air. His eyes widen. 


“NO don’t you-OOF!” 


A foot plants itself on Izuku’s chest and he yelps, flying backward. Falling off the bed he and 
Yuma both crash onto the cool hospital floor in a tangled mess. Izuku groans in pain as Yuma puts 
all her weight on top of him. 


“Yuma for fucks sake I just finished healing-” 
“Holy shit Midoriya are you ok?” 

“Who is that, what the hell?” 

“Are you ok?” 


Izuku senses his class shuffle over to the other side of the bed to see if he is ok. The answer is no. 
He groans again, rubbing the back of his head. Man, he really nailed the floor hard. 


“Oh my fucking god I can’t take you anywhere .” 
The class slides out of the way as someone walks over with heavy steps. 


Izuku feels Yuma’s weight lift off his chest abruptly. He lifts himself up slightly and finds Hiroto 
holding Yuma up off the ground by the back of her shirt- like a kitten. 


Yuma glances back at him and tries to wiggle out of his grasp. “You better put me down lizard 
dick or so help me-” 


Hiroto rolls his eyes and grabs her with his other hand, hoisting her over his shoulder like a sack of 
potatoes. She whines like a child as she limply hangs her legs and arms. 


“You ok there man?” Hiroto says, placing a hand on Yuma’s back more firmly. 
Izuku winces as he sits himself up more, planting his hands on the floor. “Mhm, yep never better.” 


Yuma clicks her tongue. “The little shit deserved it, who was I going to tease if he kicked the 
bucket?” 


Hiroto blinks with annoyance. 


Izuku hears the sound of a throat being cleared. He moves his eyes over to his class huddled behind 
Hiroto- confusion, and bewilderment painted on their eyes. 


“Uhhh Mirodiya?” 
He forgot his class was still here. Without thinking, Izuku facepalms. 


“Are these the friends you were talking about on the bus?” Jirou asks, pointing at Hiroto and 
Yuma. 


Izuku nods his head, dragging his hand down his face. “Yeah, unfortunately.” He drops his hand to 
the ground and presses off, standing fully to his feet. He brushes off his pants and clears his throat 
awkwardly. 


“T take back crying for your ass,” Yuma says in offense. 


A hand pats his shoulder. “Sorry to cut the chit-chat short squirt, but we gotta discuss some stuff 
before you go home,” Hiroto says, pointing a thumb at the door. 


Izuku nods before looking over at his class. His mom is probably at home having a heart attack 
right now. He shoots his classmates a half-smile. “Uh thanks for visiting me to make sure I was 
alright, I appreciate it.” Even though all they did was argue in front of him.. 


His classmates smile at him. 

“Of course man, we are all a part of this class after all,” Kirishima says cheerfully. 
“That’s what friends are for Midoriya,” Ojiro pipes in. 

Izuku opens his mouth but something grabs at his torso. 


“whATareyouDoing?!” Izuku yelps. He feels himself flop onto Hiroto’s shoulder aggressively, 
joining Yuma. 


“We gotta go, also I don’t trust you to even walk considering you are a goddamn bad luck charm,” 
Hiroto says, spinning around on his heels with both Yuma and Izuku on his shoulders. 


Izuku covers his face with both hands in embarrassment, letting out a long sigh. “I hate you both.” 
“Yeah that’s a fucking lie,” Yuma says in a deadpan. 

As Hiroto passes through the class, he snaps his fingers on one hand and points. 

“You, blonde bitch, come.” 


“Hah?! Who are you calling blonde bitch?!” Izuku sees Bakugou yell at Hiroto from his angel- he 
and Yuma awkwardly swing on Hiroto’s shoulders as he walks out the door. 


“You obviously, now come on we don’t have all day.” 


Bakugou raises an eyebrow at Izuku but scoffs and follows behind. He stuffs his hands in his 
pockets, annoyed. To be honest, Izuku doesn’t have a clue why Hiroto needs Bakugou either. 


“What in god's name-” 

Izuku hears someone say as Hiroto walks through the room’s door. 

“Pencil head, you as well. We need to talk to ya,” Hiroto says in the same tone as with Bakugou. 
... pencil head?? 

Yuma snorts. 


As Hiroto continues to stomp down the hall, Aizawa comes into Izuku’s field of vision. Izuku now 
understands the pencil head joke. 


He can see some of his classmates peak their heads out of the doorway. 

Aizawa’s head cocks to the side. “Midoriya what the hell- also pencil head?? It’s Eraserhead-” 
“Eh, same thing. We don’t have time for this, let’s go.” 

Izuku looks at his teacher and shrugs. 


He really has no fucking idea what’s going on either. 


Dai rubs her temples in frustration, feeling every ounce of stress mount itself onto her brain. 


“Why didn’t I just double check to see if the bastard actually croaked, god son of a fucking bitch 
this is just my fucking luck..” she mumbles to herself as she leans back in her chair. “Whatever god 
that is out there can choke on a dick,” she says a little too loud, watching Yue turn her head 
slightly- confused. Dai sighs, combing a hand through her long hair. 


Yue clears her throat, getting Dai to straighten in her chair. 
“Tt’s up,” Yue signs. 


Dai nods and lifts out of her chair, walking towards Yue. She wasn’t really told why Dai wanted 
her to set up her microscope- more specifically why she wanted to analyze Midoriya’s blood. Dai is 
just glad that she didn’t question it. It’s been a long enough day as it is. 


Dai watches Yue grab the pen with Midoriya’s blood in it, scooping out some of the fluid out with 
a swab. She dabs the blood-soaked swab onto a slide on the microscope, covering it with a cover 
slide gently. Tilting her head slightly, Yue places an eye on one of the lenses. She turns and adjusts 
the magnification and focus- concentrating deeply. Dai walks closer to observe. Yue blinks, 
leaning in closer and fiddling her hands to get to a higher magnification. Dai continues to watch in 
silence. 


Yue flinches back slightly, alarmed. She goes back in for a second look as if she wasn’t quite sure 
what she just saw 


“What is it?” Dai asks, moving in closer. 
Yue backs up and looks at Dai with wary eyes. Her hands move up. 


“T have never seen anything like it. Midoriya’s blood..” she pauses, hovering her hands in front of 
her mid sign. 


Dai creases her brows in worry. “What did you see Yue?” 
Yue breathes, picking her sign back into pace. 
“Something’s wrong.” 


Dai’s heart drops to her feet. That wasn’t what she wanted to hear. She moves over and scoots Yue 
to the side, leaning forward to take a look into the scope. Her hair drapes down and folds messily 
on the table. 


Looking through the lens, Dai now fully understands what Yue means by something is wrong. 


She’s seen Yuma and Hiroto’s blood under the microscope- both are mutated, yes, but for the most 
part, they are consistent all throughout. Yuma is half-wolf and Hiroto half-lizard, so the 
concentration of reptile and canine present in their bodies is balanced like most mutation quirks 
involving animals. Hiroto is a different case, his quirk mutated more after... certain events, but it 
was more like his quirk mutation process sped up in a short time-space. Midoriya’s... 


The blood is mutating..strangely- the keyword is strange . Splitting, morphing, tinting color. 
What’s more alarming is the fact that his blood isn’t as human as it should be. The cells that 
identify as human are starting to mutate into- 


Dai does what Yue had just done moments ago- she double-takes. 


Fuck. Fuck fuck fuckfuckfuckfuck. She zooms in slightly more. His blood is changing green. 
Deep, emerald green . He is slowly losing his humanity. This isn’t a normal quirk mutation. No no 
no the only thing responsible for color change and rapid blood mutation is- 


Dai feels her face go numb. 


She feels Yue tap on her shoulder. Snapping her head to the side, she sees Yue’s beck flaps fly up 
in alarm. 


“Dai are you alright?” Her obsidian eyes blink in concern. “Do you know something about 
Midoriya that could be causing this mutation?” 


Dai can’t breathe. She opens her mouth, placing a hand on her chest. A sharp, lightning-quick pain 
shoots through her brain. Wincing, she moves her hand up to her head. 


An echo starts to play into her head. 
“Test subjects 1-14 experienced no positive reaction to the injections..” 
“Continue with the experiments...” 


“Sir if I may, why must we be using such young test subjects...I only worry this will only end in 
disaster.” 


Dai shakes her head, squeezing her fingers tighter into her scalp. 
“Disaster is necessary for growth, my boy.” 
“Sir?” 


“Using children as my guinea pigs as of now is a small price to pay. I simply just need to know if 
this serum is able to coincide with the human body, and young blood just works best for this test.” 


Dai feels a hand grab her shoulder, but another hot pain enters her head. Another wince. 
“Move onto phase two. Order to stop injecting children with O negative and move onto O.” 
A flash red. 

“Shin, my dear. You agree with me and my decision don’t you?” 

“...of course, my love.” 


Dai’s eyes fly open. A wave of aggression and horror splashes through her body all at once, 
causing her limbs to explode without control. Screaming, she jumps out of her seat and swipes the 
microscope off the table. Grabbing the chair she was sitting at, she snaps her arms to the side and 
throws it at the wall. Books fly from the shelf and the cement on the wall cracks. 


“Bastard!!’ She screams at the top of her lungs. She moves to grab at the desk to flip it, but a pair 
of short arms wrap around her arms and torso tight. She yells and tries to wiggle out of the grasp, 
there is no thought in her head, just hysteria. The arms tighten and pull down, bringing Dai to her 
knees. 


She feels a head plop onto her shoulder, hugging tighter. Dai opens her mouth to scream again, but 


a choked-out sob comes out instead. Everything is now clear in her mind. It’s her fault. It's her 
fault. She could have stopped him- she could have-she- 


Her body becomes loose and numb, making her give into the embrace. Her head falls down, and all 
the screams that were built up inside push out into cries. Her hair falls onto her face, sticking to her 
skin from the wet tears spilling. She inhales and exhales roughly, feeling the pressure of the 
embrace around her body. 


Inhaling again, she breaks. 


“DAMN ITTTTT!” 


“Hiroto please let me down, I am losing feeling in my legs,” Izuku says as he and Yuma sway on 
Hiroto’s shoulder. 


Hiroto pauses. “Ok.” 


He lets go of Izuku and Yuma’s backs and leans forward. Izuku starts to slide off his shoulder, but 
face first. 


“Hiroto nonoNoNO,” he screeches. He slips off Hiroto and plummets to the ground. Placing his 
hands first, he flips over to his feet in a front handspring. Landing on his feet, he immediately 
collapses, forgetting his legs were half asleep. 


He can hear Yuma snicker to herself as she slides off and flips to her feet. 


“You're awful,” Izuku says at Hiroto, watching him walk past him. He sees Hiroto’s tail poking 
out from the end of his spine, extending out quickly. It slithers over to Izuku and wraps itself 
around his waist. It picks him up gently and sets him on his feet. 


“T just like to fuck with ya,” Hiroto says, retracting his tail. 


Izuku rolls his eyes and starts to walk forward. Glancing to the side he sees Bakugou on his left 
scanning the area with confusion. Aizawa is on his right, doing the same. They were brought to the 
underground base to discuss something apparently- Izuku is a little curious himself. 


“Deku where the fuck are we?” Bakugou mumbles. 


“Our little slice of hell,” Izuku hears Yuma say behind them. He hears Bakugou grunt in 
annoyance. 


Looking to the side again, Yuma has an arm draped around Bakugou’s shoulder in a friendly 
manner. Bakugou looks like he’s in the midst of deciding to either bite her or yell- possibly both. 


Yuma snorts. “No need to get your panties in a twist, we’re all friends here,” she pats his shoulder 
and let's go, scooting past them to catch up with Hiroto in the front. 


Bakugou continues to look at her with annoyance. 
“She’s a pain in the ass, sorry,” Izuku says. Bakugou scoffs in response. 


Yuma turns around to face them- walking backward now. “Hey, I’m lovely!” 


Izuku shakes his head and smiles. “Say that to the broken rib you probably gave me.” 
Yuma shrugs and turns back around. 


“Midoriya, do you have any clue as to why we were invited here?” Aizawa asks, looking around 
the long halls. 


Izuku shakes his head. “Not one, it could be because you two are the only ones aware of me, but 
I’m just as clueless as you guys.” 


His teacher nods, Bakugou staying cautious. 
Hiroto and Yuma stop in front of them. 


“We are just going to collect in here, sit anywhere you’d like,” Hiroto says, pointing at the 
common room opening a few feet in front of them. They let Izuku, Bakugou, and Aizawa walk 
ahead to find a place to get comfortable. 


Izuku sighs and walks in. Something flies fast toward him. Alarmed, he ducks, pulling Bakugou 
and Aizawa down with him. 


Something smacks into the wall behind them in the hall. Turning his head, Izuku sees a kitchen 
knife stuck in the cement. 


“What the fuck?” Bakugou yells. 
“Oh, my go- holy shit I’m so sorry!” 


Izuku straightens and sees Dai on the other end of the kitchen counter, visibly horrified by what 
she just did. Yue is next to her, looking equally as shocked. 


“Goddamn Dai, did you want to send Midoriya back to the hospital??” Yuma says, poking her head 
in the opening. 


“I’m so sorry you guys I’ve been on edge today,” she says apologetically, grabbing at her hair. She 
looks stressed to the bone- it's visibly obvious from the state of her hair and red, irritated eyes. Was 
she crying earlier? Yue places a hand on Dai’s back and rubs it gently. She smiles at Izuku and 
turns to leave the kitchen. 


Neck flaps rising in excitement, Yue walked towards Izuku with a smile stretching wider on her 
face. 


“I’m so glad you’re ok, Midoriya. I wanted to see you in the hospital but something came up,” she 
signs, continuing to walk towards him. 


Izuku smiles back and moves his hands up to sign back. “It’s all good Yue.” 

Bakugou looks at her with curiosity. Suddenly, his hands rise as well. 

“Deaf or mute?” Bakugou signs, face calm. 

Yue beams. Her hood extends outward in excitement. She points at her mouth, smiling. 
Bakugou nods in response. 


Aizawa looks over at Bakugou, impressed. 


“You know sign, Bakugou?” 


Bakugou lets out a tsk. “Yeah, the damn doctors made me learn it in case my quirk fucked with my 
hearing.” 


Huh..that makes sense. Izuku had been wondering that ever since Bakugou signed to him at USJ. 
Yue points a thumb at the interior of the common room, telling everyone that they can come in. 
Izuku nods and walks towards the couch, Bakugou and Aizawa on his tail. 


Everyone sits and makes themselves comfortable. Hiroto on his usual chair, Yuma on the floor, 
Yue and Dai in front of the kitchen counter, and Izuku, Bakugou, and Aizawa on the couch. The 
atmosphere is a little..tense right now. Izuku plays with his fingers anxiously, waiting for Dai or 
someone to speak up. 


“Uhm thank you for agreeing to come,” Dai breaks the silence, pointing at Bakugou and Aizawa. 
“You two were the only ones present at USJ that know of Midoriya, as well as the severity of what 
happened. A quick introduction, my name is Dai, the man in the corner is Hiroto, Yuma is the one 
on the floor, and this is Yue.” She points to everyone in a circle, introducing them to Bakugou and 
Aizawa. 


Aizawa bows his head slightly and Bakugou stares at Dai. 


“Sooo, what the fuck did you want to talk to us about?” Bakugou says. “Did the dipshit fuck 
himself over again or what?” He points a thumb at Izuku, brows furrowed. 


Izuku rolls his eyes. 


Dai shakes her head. “T called you two here to discuss the possibility of a threat. We need all the 
help we can get at this point...” 


Aizawa raises an eyebrow. “Threat? You mean the villains present at USJ?” 


“Not...quite.” Dai’s voice is tired. She looks to the side, playing with one of the rings on her 
fingers. She inhales. “First and foremost, thank you for calling me, Bakugou. Midoriya might not 
have made it if you didn’t.” 


Bakugou crosses his arms and nods. Izuku side eyes him. So he did listen to him... 
Dai looks to the side, and right at Hiroto. He nods, getting Dai to look back at Izuku. 


“Secondly...there is a possibility that the villains that infiltrated the USJ have partnered with 
someone very, very dangerous.” 


“Who?” Aizawa asks, cocking his head to the side. 


Izuku notices Dai’s hand start to tremble. She squeezes them and holds them close to her body. 
Inhaling deeply, she looks to the side. 


“His name is Mortifer. There is a very low chance that you have heard of him, due to his ability to 
stay hidden well and out of sight of heroes. I..I believed he was dead for the past two years, but 
that has been proven wrong due to recent events.” 


Everyone nods. 


“He is not...someone to take lightly. I fear for our country’s future if he is not stopped.” 


“Tf the public isn’t even aware of the damn guy’s existence, how is he a threat? What’s this fucker 
got planned?” Bakugou speaks up. 


Dai breathes loudly, looking down. “ He was responsible for the creation of the cat present at USJ. 
And I am afraid to say, but that’s not his only one.” 


Bakugou’s brows shoot up. 


“Fortunately for us, he hasn’t reached the final step of his plan. Unfortunately, that doesn’t mean 
he is going to stop .” Dai looks at Hiroto once again. 


It’s Izuku’s turn to ask a question. “Final step?” 


Dai nods her head, continuing to twist at her rings. “For about twenty years of Mortifer’s life, he 
devoted his time and energy towards experimenting with the human body to achieve his goals. 
Creating monsters. He wanted the perfect composition to ensure victory and power.” 


“What is his goal?” Aizawa asks. 


“Mortifer is the kind of villain that hates stereotypes. As you have all seen in our society, people 
can’t help but judge quirks.” 


Izuku sees Bakugou swallow in the corner of his eye. 


“He didn’t understand. Any quirk had the potential to be heroic, the same as villainous. It all 
depended on the mentality of the person carrying the quirk. He attempted to speak out and make a 
difference. He wanted people to stop calling those with scary quirks monsters. But no one 
listened.” Dai leans back against the counter, sighing. 


Yuma and Yue look at Dai carefully, listening to her story with curiosity. They don’t know 
anything about him either. It seems the only two that do are Hiroto and Dai. 


“What did he do?” Yuma comes in this time. 
Dai looks at Yuma with tired eyes. “He snapped.” 
Bakugou looks at Izuku briefly and Izuku looks back. There is a glint of guilt in the blonde’s eyes. 


“He devoted the next twenty years of his life to creating what society wanted so bad. Monsters. He 
tested his drugs on innocent people, he kidnapped and experimented on people. Fighting arenas to 
test the power..branding people as his own. His desire to make people wrong changed him to a 
point of no return...he became insane.” 


There is a pregnant pause. 


Dai clears her throat. “All that experimenting was for one thing. To create something powerful 
enough to flip a stereotype on its head. He wants to inject heroes with the final drug.” 


Izuku senses Aizawa and Bakugou tense next to him. 
“T’m sorry, what?” Bakugou says in disbelief. 


Dai nods, face still. “If society wanted to create monsters out of people, then he was going to do the 
same.” 


Izuku feels a chill go down his spine. She already told him most of this, but the very thought of this 
goal being met is horrifying. The country would spiral into chaos and break. 


“My biggest fear is that if he really does meet his goal, many innocent people will die or be turned 
into something irreversible. I can’t watch that happen. Not after trying so hard to stop him,” Dai 
says, voice shaking. She moves a hand up to lightly touch the scar on her face. 


It’s quiet for a moment. 


Dai sighs and rubs her eyes. “His sudden alliance with the villains from USJ is concerning on 
many levels. I fear that if he gains too many allies, we will be useless.” 


She sounds nervous.. 
“How can we help, Dai?” Aizawa asks softly. 


She lifts her head to look at him. “By having our backs.” She glances at Izuku for a moment. “... 
there is a chance Midoriya is at risk. It has been vocalized that Mortifer is looking for him, I don’t 
know why, but the matter of fact is terrifying. We can’t let him get his hands on any more people, 
and more importantly, we can’t let him finish his serum.” 


“So..” Bakugou says, trailing off. 


“T want you two to be aware. Please, if you at all see anything sketchy, tell me or Midoriya. Do not 
involve the police, at least not yet. They have been proven to be...” 


“Difficult to work with,” Aizawa finishes for her. 


Dai nods. “They have very strong opinions on us, so involving them in this will make it harder on 
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us. 
“Fucking bastards,” Hiroto mumbles to himself. 


Dai looks directly at Bakugou and Aizawa. “Vigilantes can’t do it all. I.. we can’t do it all.” She 
stands up straight and bows her head. “Please, I am asking you to help us. It’s a rarity to find 
people on our side, and we need all of the help we can get.” 


Hiroto, Yuma, and Yue stand to their feet and join Dai’s side, bowing their heads synchronously. 
Aizawa sighs, lifting himself from the couch. He walks over to Dai quietly. 

“Tt took me years to understand vigilantes..” 

Dai’s head lifts to look at Aizawa. 


“Midoriya helped me understand. You all just want what is best for our country, and even if you 
have felt pain, you continue to help those in need. I should be thanking you.” 


He sticks his hand out for Dai, ready to shake. “You don’t deserve to fight this battle alone. For 
Midoriya’s, yours, and the rest of the country’s sake, I will gladly help you where I can.” 


Dai’s lips crease upward into a small smile. She extends her own hand and clasps it with Aizawa’s. 
Her eyes dart over to Bakugou, who is still sitting next to Izuku. 


He leans back into the couch with crossed arms, sighing. “Hero society can’t fucking collapse 
before I get the chance to become number one, so yeah, Ill help you or whatever.” 


Dai nods her head in a thank you, getting a scoff out of Bakugou in response. 


Yuma shoots her arms up in excitement. “WOOOO that piece of shit is going down ! We have a 
murder pomeranian on our side, nothing can beat that!” 


Bakugou shoots off the couch. “Who the hell are you calling a murder pomeranian?!” 
“Obviously you, since you answered,” Yuma teases, winking at Bakugou. 

Bakugou growls in annoyance, redying his palms for sparks. 

Izuku sighs, laughing slightly, “Bakugou don’t-” 

“What, think I can’t handle the explosion boy?” Yuma mocks jokingly. 

Izuku looks at Yuma with a straight face and then smiles at her smugly. 

“Bakugou, go for it,” Izuku says. 


Bakugou scoffs. “I don’t need your fucking permission.” His palms start to smoke and Yuma looks 
at Izuku with sudden realization. 


“Wait no no I was JOKING-” 


Bakugou takes off running and Yuma squeaks, turning tail and booking it out of the common 
room. 


“Shit shit shit shit shit shit!” 
“Where did all that confidence go bitch tits?!” 
“Bitch tits?!” 


Izuku hears as they run down the hall. He chuckles to himself as explosions echo through the 
building. 


Aizawa pinches the bridge of his nose and sighs. 


“Let them have fun Eraser, Yuma needs a good ass-kicking every once in a while,” Hiroto says 
laughing to himself. 


“NOOOOOOOO!” 

Explosion. 

Izuku sputters a laugh. 

Looking to the side, he sees Hiroto wrap an arm around Dai’s waist, holding her close. 
“It'll be ok,” he mumbles. 

Dai sighs and leans her head on his shoulder. She looks so tired. 


“T really hope so.” 


“Tsukauchi, I suggest giving it a rest for a bit.” 
“Toshi, none of this makes sense.” 


Naomasa is leaning over his desk, eyes tired and dry- scanning the hundreds of papers on his desk. 
His good friend standing across from him, tall and skinny. 


“What is there to not make sense of? Cerberus was here with the villains, and posed as a major 
threat,” Toshinori says calmly. 


“No, not that. Cerberus is affiliated with the Oni and has expressed unpredictable behavior. Them 
showing up during a villain invasion and murdering two of the members isn’t much of a shocker. 
It’s this part that I'm confused about.” He points his pen at the pictures of the two creatures. “The 
monsters present at the attack were both man-made, it was made clear by the tests we did.” 


Toshinori moves in closer to look at the photos. Naomasa points his pen at the one of the mangled 
cat. 


“The one with the feline and reptile characteristics looked strikingly similar to Cerberus. There 
could be a chance that whatever created this..also could have created Cerberus.” 


Toshinori raises an eyebrow. “That doesn’t explain why Cerberus killed it though.” 


Naomasa shakes his head. “The cameras were cut, so we have no way of looking to see what 
actually happened. That’s why I am so confused. If these two both came from the same creator, 
why did Cerberus fatally injure it?” 


“Any witness reports?” 


“No, the only two people witness to Cerberus showing were Eraserhead and Katsuki Bakugou, but 
at that same moment they were preoccupied, so they have no real say in what happened or who 
Cerberus is.” 


Toshinori hums, stumped. 


Naomasa sighs. “Whatever the case with Cerberus, we have a problem. The villains who name 
themselves the League of Villains have found a way into the school without being detected and the 
weapons they had present had a chance of seriously injuring people if Cerberus hadn’t shown.” 


Toshinori lets out an annoyed tsk. “Cerberus just made things more complicated for all of us.” 


“..sure but they also did decent things to help in the past and at USJ. Eraserhead informed me 
months ago that Cerberus is merely a child. They are responsible for horrible things Toshi, yes, but 
I am trying to be more understanding in the Cerberus case. A child with this kind of quirk has to be 
confusing for them.” Naomasa looks up at his friend. “ Right now , Cerberus is not a priority 
because of the rising issue of the LOV. I need you to understand that next time you try to suffocate 
the child with a rail.” 


His friend crosses his arms and nods, looking slightly annoyed. 
Naomasa rubs his temple and sits up straight. “You may go, I need to focus on this,” he says. 
Toshinori nods and heads towards the door. “Let me know if you need anything.” 


“Sure, Toshi...” 


The door shuts and Naomasa looks back down at his desk. 


What is going on... 
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“Excuse me, hey excuse me!” 
“Hey, hey kid were you present at the USJ?” 
“Explain to us your insight on the wolf vigilante and its involvement with the villains!” 


Izuku shoves himself through the bustling crowd of reporters clumped in front of the Yuuei 
entrance- at least to the best of his ability. Cameras, microphones and violated personal space 
makes it difficult for him to focus on moving past. Whenever Cerberus questions are thrown in his 
direction, he wants to shrivel up and die. 


“What is Yuuei going to do about this?! What is All Might going to do?!” 


“T-I don’t know please just-” Izuku squeaks as someone shoves another microphone in his face. 
His heart rate spikes as he tries to find a way out. It’s his first day back after being in the hospital- 
as well as the rest of the school, since a couple of days were taken off to give the students a break. 
The public weren’t exactly fans of that. 


Izuku grips at his backpack strap as he shoulders someone out of the way with aggression. 
Reporters are yelling at the school, demanding answers, crowding every person attempting to walk 


in- it’s madness. It’s like the day of USJ only worse. 


“T thought this school was safe! Villains and that wolf got in, how do you expect to defend 
yourselves Yuuei?!” a reporter shouts with anger at the entrance. 


Izuku’s eyes dart around for another opening, but it’s hopeless. The rage and hunger consuming 
reporters is too much to even slightly handle for anyone. 


Something grabs his wrist and yanks. Izuku gasps, flying forward and out of the ground. He slams 
into the chest of someone roughly and hisses from the impact. 


“Enough!” 
The volume of the voice rings in his eardrums, alarming the crowd slightly. 


Izuku backs up and looks up, finding red eyes seething with rage. His teacher lets go of his wrist 
and grabs at his scarf, knuckles white. 


“Your pestering will not help! Expecting perfection even from a school with a good reputation is a 
mistake waiting to happen, so quit the bitching and moaning and let us handle it |” Aizawa says 
through clenched teeth. Izuku glances back at the crowd, meeting a numerous amount of peeved 
looks. 


The crowd mutters to themselves. 
“You’re denying!” A reporter shouts over the murmurs. 
Izuku can hear his teacher clench his jaw. 


“What will you do when Cerberus finds its way in again and murders a student instead of a villain? 
Will you continue to defend and deny your imperfections ?” 


Izuku’s heart twists into a knot. He feels himself flinch backward slightly from the hiss of the 
comment, mouth agape. The sudden dimasculation hurt like a slap to the face. He grabs at his 
hands to prevent them from shaking- rubbing at his knuckles with attempt to calm and comfort. He 
takes a step back, almost bumping into his teacher. 


“That is enough-” 


“Everyone...OOOOUUUUUUT!” A boom of sound shakes the ground. The crowd covers their 
ears, hunching over from the sudden ear splitting howl. Izuku twinges his neck to the side, 
squeezing his eyes in pain from the rattle in his brain. He forgot how much he hated that. 


“You vultures! Leave before we call the police and have you escorted and arrested for 
trespassing!” Izuku opens his eyes and finds Present Mic next to him and Aizawa, brows creased 
above his sunglasses to show visible anger and annoyance. The reporters silence themselves. Not 
even a peep can be heard. 


Aizawa grabs at Izuku’s shoulder, directing him to turn around and walk away. Izuku swallows, 
not feeling the tightness in his chest dissipate. 


“Tgnore them kid..” Aizawa mumbles. 
Izuku looks up at his teacher as they walk towards the door, biting his tongue. 


“Tgnore them.” 


Izuku walks through the classroom door with his teacher at his hip. His hand grips at one of his 
straps tightly, feeling the blood leave his knuckles. Twisting and squeezing the fabric with a tight 
hand, he tries to get over the comments from the reporters outside. Its difficulty makes it 
challenging. 


His teacher gives him a pat on the shoulder, leaving his side to make his way to the front. All of his 
classmates are already present, being fortunate enough to push past the crowd in front fast enough- 

unlike Izuku. Some raise their eyebrows at Izuku, while others just quiet down from the appearance 
of their teacher at the front. 


The class dulls and Izuku quickly scurries to his seat, now aware of how many eyes are on him. 


Aizawa sighs and bows his head slightly. “I apologize for the commotion outside, none of you 
deserve the stress of that a second time. But unfortunately, the press is something we have to deal 
with as heroes whether we like it or not,” he says with light emotion in his tone. “I guess take it as 
a lesson. Being enrolled in a top school will give you attention- good and bad- so you must take 
your position here seriously and be cautious. Ok?” 


The class nods synchronously. 
Izuku fiddles with his fingers on the desk, swallowing another wave of tenseness down his throat. 


Aizawa lifts his head and eyes the class. “On the topic of attention as hero students- with 
unfortunate timing- the Yuuei Sports Festival’s time comes near!” He tries to add enthusiasm, but 
to be honest, it's depressing. 


The class is quiet for a moment. 
Then it explodes. 


Excitement glows throughout each student as everyone practically buzzes in their seats. Izuku 
relaxes slightly, trying to get his mind to focus on something else. The sports festival is the biggest 
event in the country. It is one of the largest opportunity grabbers for students in the school to snag 
internships and get noticed. 


Noticed. 


Izuku is trying his best to feel excited, but after USJ he can’t help but feel nervous for the state his 
quirk is in right now- not to mention the fiasco at the front gate this morning. He can’t afford 
another slip up, especially when all of Japan is watching. Especially when Mortifer is watching. 


“What if Cerberus murders a student instead of a villain?” 
Izuku swallows, clenching a hand. 
lida raises his hand. 


“Apologies sir, but is it really a good idea to have such a large event right after what happened with 
USJ?” his classmate asks. 


Aizawa sighs. “It’s a good question, lida. The school wants to continue with this event to 
demonstrate our ability to bounce back and adapt, especially after a large scale attack like that. 
Security will be doubled during the event, so the chances of another attack are slim.” 


lida nods in understanding, pushing his glasses up with his pointer finger. 


“Even if we were to cancel the sports festival, it will do you more harm than good. The festival is 
the kick starter to your chances of being noticed by heroes and could potentially affect your futures 
positively,” Aizawa adds. 


The class whispers with each other excitedly about the opportunities announced. 
“This is so cool!” Kaminari says with a smile on his face. 


“My family’s been talking about it non stop ever since I got accepted here,” Jirou says, playing 
with her earjacks. “It’s kind of crazy that we are gonna be on tv..” 


People around her nod in agreement. 


“Oh for sure, everyone I know is probably going to be watching me possibly mess up,” Mina says 
nervously. 


Izuku begins to zone out as everyone talks amongst themselves. He doesn’t really have much to 
add to everyone’s points, and his brain is already taxed out from this morning. 


“Hey Midoriya.” 
Before going too far deep into the internal void, someone’s voice snaps his attention to the right. 
He hums, looking for the source of the voice. 


“Are those friends of yours going to be at the festival watching you?” Kirishima asks, tilting his 
head to the side. 


Izuku blinks. 


“T mean..probably? They don’t like to be in uh..big crowds sometimes,” Izuku responds. He 
scratches at his face in slight confusion. “Why do you ask?” 


Kirishima shrugs. “My curiosity was piqued when we met them in your hospital room. I kind of 
want to formally meet them.” 


Izuku relaxes a little bit more into his seat as his classmates lean in to include themselves. 
“Yeah they seem like pretty cool people,” Sero says, leaning into the conversation. 


Izuku fights the urge to snort. “Those two were only a couple of my friends, but I think they’d be 
happy to meet you guys. They can be a little much sometimes though.” 


He’s not wrong. The Oni would be thrilled to meet Izuku’s class- considering they have all been so 
nice to him so far. It’s pretty odd that his class wants to do the same, but he won’t argue. 


“Yeah we kind of noticed that when one of them kicked you off your hospital bed,” Ojiro says with 
a slight chuckle. 


Izuku does snort this time. “Pff that’s not even the worst she’s done.” 
“What’s the worst she’s done??” Uraraka joins in. 


Izuku opens his mouth. 


“Alright class, enough of this conversation, you are getting off topic. We need to move on to the 
rest of what is planned for homeroom,” Aizawa says, annoyance stinging his tone. 


Everyone that was talking to Izuku straightened in their seats to look at the front. 


He sighs and shuffles a couple of papers in front of him. “It’s not much, I just need you guys to 
decide on a class president before the period ends.” 


Izuku raises an eyebrow. 
“Oh wow, it’s a normal class activity,” Kirishima says with a bit of shock. 
“Tt’s nice to have a little bit of an off day,” Yaoyorozu adds. 


“T don’t care who it is or how you do it, just figure it out before you leave,” he says as he reaches 
down and under his desk, pulling out his obnoxiously bright yellow sleeping bag. 


His classmates move in their seats to face each other once again. The sight of a class actually 
collaborating and speaking nicely to each other is still a wonder to Izuku’s eyes. It's relaxing. Even 
though things have been rocky with them in some places, Izuku is looking forward to for once have 
a class that is bearable. 


“Congrats on the position lida!” Uraraka chirps. 
Izuku pulls apart his chopsticks with a snap, keeping his eyes on the classmates in front of him. 


“You and Yaoyorozu are good picks, mon ami. I could see you being class president material for 
sure,” Aoyama says, politely shoving a chunk of rice in his mouth with his chopsticks. 


Izuku glances at lida and scoops a bit of his Katsudon into his mouth, enjoying the warmth of the 
rice and pork on his tongue. Izuku still doesn’t know the class all too well, so he just sat wherever 
Uraraka decided to go. lida, Aoyoama, Kirishima, Jirou, Mina, and Yaoyorozu piled into the booth 
as well. An odd combination, but they are just eating lunch, so it’s not like seating really matters in 
this case. Everyone kind of just grabbed a person they knew and hopped in. 


“Thank you both, I am honored by the decision,” Iida responds, spooning some of his stew. 
Aoyoma smiles and nods, taking another bite of his food. 


“Yo Midoriya,” Kirishima says, pointing his chopsticks at Izuku, moving past the class president 
conversation. 


Izuku looks over at the redhead with full cheeks, chewing slowly. 
“Continuing on from our conversation in class, where did you meet those friends of yours?” 
Izuku swallows his food down, watching everyone turn their heads from their food to listen. 


“Also please tell us the worst thing that your friend did, Aizawa-sensei cut you off and I’m dying to 
know,” Uraraka says. 


Izuku places his chopsticks in his bowl, hearing the clang of the dish. He smiles lightly. He’s still a 
little out of it. 


“One of my other friends, Dai, I actually met her when my quirk was malfunctioning. She grabbed 
me and threw me up and onto a roof with her so I could get a breather,” Izuku says, moving his 
hands around as he talks. 


“She threw you onto a roof?” lida repeats. 


Izuku’s smile widens a bit. “Yeah, not the best first impression but she helped me a lot. She knew a 
couple of people with similar quirks and asked if I wanted help training. The next day I met those 
two from the hospital as well as one other and since then, we’ve been pretty good friends.” He 
shrugs slightly as he finishes. The story is thin, but it’s quite difficult when the origin of their 
meeting was Izuku running from the police. 


“Friendships like that are always the best,” Mina comes in. “I became friends with Kirishima after I 
accidentally threw a rock at his face.” She elbows Kirishima next to her and he smiles, rolling his 
eyes. Uraraka snorts next to them, almost choking on her food. 


“You’re lucky my quirk basically turns me into a rock.” 
Everyone at the table lets out a quick laugh at the comment. 


“T agree,” Izuku continues to laugh, feeling distracted enough to talk more. “Within the first week 
of knowing my friends, I almost got arrested.” 


It’s lida’s turn to almost choke on his food. 
“You almost what?!” 
Izuku’s stomach grows sore from the amount of laughter spilling from his gut. 


“Tt was with the one that almost killed me in the hospital. We were trying to run parkour training 
but ended up trespassing on accident. The police showed up and out of panic she and I hopped a 
fence, broke the fence, and then right as an officer grabbed her wrist she grabbed a piece of ham 
that fell out of someone’s trash can and threw it at the officers face,” Izuku barks out, laughing at 
his own story. 


Laughter picks up again in each person. 

“Pffff you’re joking!” Mina shouts. 

“T honestly couldn’t make that up, even if I tried,” Izuku responds, clutching his stomach. 

“Ts that the worst thing she’s done?” Uraraka asks. 

Izuku shakes his head, smiling. “Not even close. The worst she’s done is lock me in a dumpster.” 
Kirishima’s mouth drops open. “Now I really want to meet her.” 

Izuku snorts, picking up his chopsticks once again. 


“You said they helped train you? I’m assuming they helped your quirk as well?” Yaoyorozu asks 
kindly. 


Izuku nods, taking a bite of his food- the warmth not being as good as the first few bites. 


He chews and swallows quickly. 


“Yeah, I definitely needed the training.” 


“T kind of just realized we never really got to see your quirk,” Jirou says, getting nods out of 
everyone. “I think you did a little bit before everything went to shit that day, but it’s hard to 
recall.” 


Izuku’s heart twinges internally a little, bringing him back to his state from earlier. They all 
technically did at USJ, but he isn’t going to say that. His grip on the chopsticks tightens, feeling the 
comfort he once felt slowly disappear. 


“Tt’s.. nothing special,” Izuku says, shoving more food into his mouth. 

“T wouldn’t say that,” Uraraka says this time. “I mean you did kill that zero pointer after all.” 
Izuku scrunches his face, wishing she didn’t phrase it like that. 

“Wait a minute- that was you?” Iida says, pointing his spoon at Izuku. 

“It was so cool, but I won’t lie, it was a little terrifying,” Uraraka says nervously. 


Izuku nods, continuing to cringe uncomfortably. He was proud of the outcome of the exam and 
how well he handled everything then, but now, the very thought of being recognized for brutally 
destroying- killing- something makes him want to vomit. 


“That was quite the display that day!” Aoyama says with a smile. 


He kind of forgets that there were a lot of people in each split exam. Izuku didn’t even see those 
two. He nods, giving the blonde a half smile. 


“That’s freaking crazy man, I almost shit myself when I saw it roll into my exam,” says 
Kirishima. 


“No kidding,” Jirou adds. 


“What did it look like? I got in through recommendations, so I didn’t participate in the entrance 
exam,” Yaoyorozu asks, tilting her head. 


“A giant fucking robot,” Mina presses. 

Kirishima snorts. “Helpful, Mina.” 

“How did you even destroy something so big?” Mina comes in again, asking. 
Izuku shrugs, digging around at his food. “Internally.” 

Everyone raises an eyebrow besides Uraraka. 


“When you have claws, it’s easy to destroy the inside of a robot.” It’s also easy to destroy the inside 
of someone. Izuku scrapes at the sides of his bowl, trying to seem uninterested in the conversation. 
It’s a little too soon to be speaking of his quirk like that. He’s not really hungry anymore. 


Kirishima raises his eyebrows. “Oh that’s right, you said your quirk allows you to change parts of 
your body into something similar to a dog’s?” 


Izuku nods, keeping his eyes on his bowl. 


“Mind if we see?” Kirishima again. 
Izuku raises his head- eyebrow peaked. 


Kirishima lets out a nervous chuckle and sticks out his own arm. In a second, the skin surrounding 
muscle and bone becomes hard and jagged. Izuku tilts his head in curiosity as the redhead shows 
off a small portion of his quirk. His fingertips sharpen into what looks like arrowhead points- sharp 
enough to cut. 


“You don’t have to, but I am curious to see what you mean by claw.” 


Izuku inhales, swallowing. He puts his chopsticks in one hand, bringing the other up into view, 
staring at each fingertip. It couldn’t hurt..they’re going to see it eventually, so why not now. 


“Yeah..yeah sure,” Izuku says, stretching his hand out in front of him slightly. He pushes some 
energy into the hand, letting it grow. 


Izuku flinches back slightly at how much larger it is than normal. Each nail is prolonged and 
pointed more than usual- much so that he could hurt someone badly by just poking them. 


“What would happen if Cerberus murdered a student instead of a villain?” 


His chest tightens from the sight, making breathing almost painful. The last time this claw was 
manifested..he shakes his head. 


“Duuuuude, that's sick!” Kirishima boggles over Izuku’s hand. 
“T can definitely see how easy it was for you now,” Mina says, amazed by the appearance. 


“Yeah,” Izuku says with a fake smile. He pulls his hand closer to his chest, preparing to draw that 
energy back up his arm and into his brain as quickly as possible. But..something is wrong. 


Izuku internally pulls. 
He pulls again. 


The most his hand does is retract the claws a small amount, but it’s taking everything out of him 
just to attempt to change it back to normal. What? 


His heart skips a beat. This isn’t right. He exhales, feeling worn out from the attempt. 

“Uh Midoriya?? You good man?” Jirou asks from across him, concern staining her vocal cords. 
“Yeah I’m..I don’t know..I-” 

“ Who are you?” 

Izuku snaps his head to the side. 


“Did-did someone say something?” There is panic in his voice. The roughness of the voice is 
something that should only be coming from his own mouth, or his dreams. 


“Uh no dude, are you feeling alright?” Kirishima asks, leaning in slightly. 


“Murderer.” 


It wisps around the air like a spirit. Izuku looks to the right, not moving his head. His breathing 
picks up. He looks back down at the claw. His heart freezes on the spot, making his face go numb. 


It’s soaked in blood. Dripping, matting in the fur of each finger, clotting under his nails. 
“Midoriya?” 


His other hand starts to clench, shaking. The wood of the chopsticks presses into his skin, forcing 
loose wood to poke into his palms. 


“...murderes a student instead of a villain.” 

“Murderer..” 

Is-is this a panic attack? Izuku doesn’t know, he doesn’t know anything right now. 
He just now realizes how hard he’s breathing. 

“Midoriya, hey man you’re scaring me a little-” 

“Midoriya-” 

A hand places itself upon his shoulder, and everything snaps him into place. 


His hand squeezes, breaking both chopsticks in half with a crack and split. The hand on his 
shoulder flinches back in shock. 


“Oh my god- Midoriya are you ok?” 
Izuku shakes his head, darting his eyes side to side, side to side. 


His eyes stop, allowing him to look at each of his classmates. His stomach lurches, making him 
gag. 


“Midoriya?” lida says, face dropped with concern. 


Everyone’s front half is split from the chest down to the gut, blood covering every inch of the table 
and clothing on each body part. lida’s glasses have splatters of blood covering them. It looks so 
real. It looks- 


Izuku gags again. 
“Midoriya-” 


Thankfully for Izuku, he isn’t sandwiched in between anyone. He shoots up and out of his seat- 
claw still visible- stumbling his way through the lunch room in a panic. He can hear the blood in 
his body pump through his ears, stomach churning and unleashing more bile into his throat. People 
stare at him as he almost trips on air, trying his best to run to the hall and find the nearest 
bathroom. He clutches his hand close to his chest, trying to hide the claw from the public eye. 


His eyes slide to the side, finding blonde and red. Bakugou is half out of his seat, looking at Izuku 
with so much confusion it almost looks wrong. 


God please why does this have to happen- 


Izuku makes it to the hall, feeling the nausea increase more and more. 


Bathroom.. 
Bathroom- please let there be a- 


Izuku’s eyes lay upon the sign labeled what he desires. He picks up the pace and slams his 
shoulder into the door, practically tumbling into the bathroom. He scrambles to the first open stall 
in his view, almost crashing into the side in the process. 


Izuku barely makes it before everything from lunch spews from his mouth and into the toilet. 
Leaning his elbows on the seat, he heaves. The rancid smell of stomach acid burns his airways as 
he retches, causing sweat to form above his brows. The claw on his hand still stays, and the way it 
holds itself in the air causes his fingers and nails to drape into his tangled hair. He can feel the 
sharpness on his scalp, as his body folds forward. 


The sickness only stops when every fibre of food has left his stomach. He is left with dry heaving 
and the awful keck through his body. He groans in exhaustion, moving his clawed hand to flush 
away his misery. 


He slumps to the ground and leans against the stall wall, struggling to breathe from the smell of 
puke on his lips. He raises his claw to look at it again, finding that the blood has disappeared. It 
takes him what feels like minutes to slow his breathing. There is nothing in his head. It’s empty and 
numb, trying to recover from the trauma it just received. 


Izuku sighs, lifting to his feet. His body trembles from the hit he just took internally, and his legs 
begin to tremble. His un-clawed hand smacks against the stall wall to regain balance. It takes 
everything in him to stay upright. 


Staggering like a zombie, Izuku makes his way to the sink and turns it on. The sound of water 
spraying into the drain brings him to exhale and slump his head down. He cups his hands under the 
water and brings it to his parched lips, drinking the cold liquid. The feeling of hydration is 
wonderful. It’s awkward due to the long claws on one, but he doesn’t care. The taste of bitterness 
still bites at his esophagus as he swallows, causing him to retrieve more water. Izuku just needs to 
stay like this for a moment. 


As soon as his throat feels normal, he splashes a handful of water on his face, rubbing away any 
evidence of his stomach cleanse. Inhaling and exhaling slowly, he turns the sink off. It’s ok. 
Everything is ok. 


The sight of his quirk just triggered him is all, everything should be normal by tomorrow.. 
Izuku cranks his neck up to face the water stained mirror, focusing his moist eyes. 

Teeth. 

Blood and fur. 

Izuku just might be sick again. 


His reflection is him, only a hybrid mix of Cerberus and himself. It’s horrific. His mouth oozes 
drool and blood, fangs sticking out awkwardly. There is so much anger expressed on his face. It’s 
straight out of a horror movie. 


Izuku opens his mouth. 


His reflection grits its teeth, letting more blood pool out and into the sink. 


It growls. 
“ MURDERER!” 


Without even the slightest idea of what Izuku is feeling, his clawed hand shoots outward and 
strikes the mirror. Glass cracks and splits, creating a loud crashing sound to be heard by the whole 
school. 


The beast has left, and all Izuku can see is himself- panting and tearfilled through broken pieces of 
glass. His eyes are green. 


He drops his head again, panting into the sink. His hands wrap around each side of the sink, 
hearing his nails clink. 


One of the stall doors clicks open. 


“Uhm...” the sound of someone’s voice sinks Izuku’s heart to the floor. His eyes widen, but his 
head stays low. 


“T’m sorry but..are you ok?” 


Izuku’s head snaps to the side to look at whoever is speaking to him. Without any control, a snarl 
escapes his lips- nasty and sick. 


The guy behind him takes a step back. Purple hair and dark circles are all he sees, before the 
student takes his leave. 


Izuku looks at the door with horror, his panting continuing at the same pace. 
What is wrong with him.. 

What is happening- 

His vision blurs, head feeling fuzzy. 

The door bursts open. 

“Deku what the fuck-” 


Izuku takes a exhales, before collapsing to the bathroom floor. 


Izuku opens his eyes to dark. 


Immediately, his hands find his face in frustration- both back to skin. His back- as always- is stuck 
into a sea of tar. Again. 


“Why does this keep happening to me..” Izuku mutters to himself, rubbing his eyes. His voice 
echoes through the void, blatantly showing how alone he is in here. 


The hub of his nightmares has only started to become constant once again. It tends to happen when 
something significant happens to his body or state of mind. The trend is not something comforting 
to the head. Not one bit. 


Has the control he once gained began to slip? 
Breath. 


Izuku attempts to lift his head, listening to the sound of breath all around him. The tar is stickier 
than usual, and he is barely able to lift just half of his body out of the trap. Elbows propping 
himself up, he scans the empty. All he can see is the floor beneath him slosh like a waveless 
ocean. 


Step, step, step. Squish, squish, squish. 


Circling around him like a hungry shark in the depths of the deep blue, his wolf stares at him with 
intensity. Four eyes sharp and narrowed. Teeth not bared, but hidden. There is no anger present, but 
only silent contemplation. 


Izuku swallows as he watches the wolf circle around him again and again. 
Again and again. 


Each time the wolf walks behind him and out of view, his heart thumps in his ribcage- worrying for 
the inevitable disembowelment yet to come. 


But it doesn’t. 
“What do you want from me?” Izuku whispers, meeting the eyes after another full circle. 
“You have yet to figure who you let yourself be, Izuku Midoriya.” 


Unlike his last nightmare, there is clarity in the voice of the wolf. That doesn’t make him feel any 
better unfortunately. Why the wolf is speaking to him like this, he has no clue. It’s not like what a 
normal nightmare is supposed to be. Conversations are not a normal part of nightmares. But then 

again, Izuku isn’t quite normal. 


“But L..” Izuku mutters, watching the wolf disappear behind him again. 
Coming around the circle again, it’s not the wolf. 


“Murderer.” The face of the reporter from this morning scorns. Voice of the beast staying 
constant. 


Izuku can’t move. 
They walk out of sight. 


“No better than a villain.” The face of Iida this time. His face isn’t the normal calm and 
authoritative, but full of disgust. 


Izuku feels like crying. 

Out of sight again. 

“ Terrifying.’ Uraraka this time, voice filled with fear. 
Around again. 


“A monster.” The hand villain- Shigaraki. Instead of fear and disgust, it’s admiration and 


excitement. 


Coming around the circle once again, the wolf is back to it’s normal all fours and venomous stare. 
Izuku looks down and notices the feet of the wolf start to sink into the tar as it walks. Like a sea 
creature slowly returning to the cold waters from resurfacing. 


“Please..” Izuku pleads. “Please just leave me alone.” 
“I’m only projecting, Izuku Midoriya.” 
The wolf sinks farther and farther. Head, bones and spines being the only thing on the surface. 


“The question ‘who are you’ is only asked by my mouth, because you yourself is the one that 
asks it.” 


It sinks more. 

“T-I don’t-” Izuku tries to push out. 

“Exactly.” 

A pause. 

“You don’t.” 

The wolf’s ears are all that’s left, before completely becoming one with the sludge. 


Izuku is left, stuck to the surface like a rat stuck in a glue trap. He is left with his thoughts, and 
only his thoughts. 


Something surfaces right next to his leg. Black as night and slimy- looking to be a claw from the 
depths of hell. 


It grabs Izuku’s leg, and pulls down. 
Unlike the slow discendance of the wolf, he passes through as if the floor is transparent. 


He barely even has time to take a breath, before being completely swallowed by the dark. 


Izuku’s eyes fly open, and the first thing he does is gasp for air with so much aggression he chokes 
on the oxygen entering his lungs. 


“Jesus fucking Christ!” Izuku hears someone yell. His hands drop to feel for the ground, touching 
cold tile. His choking stops, replaced by harsh breathing. He’s still in the bathroom? He doesn’t 
hear the scratch of nails on the floor, glancing down, he notices his hand is now normal. 


“Did you get fucking possessed or something? What the hell just happened?” 
“Oh my god- Midoriya man are you ok?” 


Izuku focuses in front of him and notices Bakugou and Kirishima crouched in front of him on the 
floor, both incredibly confused. 


Something shoots through his brain. Izuku groans and places a hand on his head, feeling a slight 
soreness. He must have hit his head when he fell... 


“How long was I out?” Izuku says groggily. It is the only thing that he can say. 


“Like two minutes- but dude are you ok ?” Kirishima stresses. “You were having a panic attack or 
something.” 


Izuku slowly nods, rubbing his head. “Yeah..yeah I’m ok..” 


“Ok my ass, you ran through the lunch room like an escaped asylum patient what the fuck 
happened?” Bakugou snarks. 


“Bakugou..” Kirishima says through gritted teeth. He looks over at Izuku with patient eyes. “I 
don’t really know what that was back there but I’m sorry if it seemed like I forced that on you 


” 


man. 
“Forced what ?” Bakugou asks Kirishima. 


Izuku places his hands in front of him and shakes them. “No no Kirishima it wasn’t your fault. I 
just..I just was startled by my quirk is all.” 


Kirishima tilts his head to the side. 
“Why would you be startled? Hasn’t it been the same all your life?” 
Izuku almost visibly cringes. 


“Uhm uh, yeah it has, it just mutated a little recently so..so it’s been a little difficult to uh..control,” 
he lies through his teeth. “I just panicked is all..” 


Bakugou glances at Izuku as he lies. 


Kirishima nods in understanding. “That makes sense. Well, I’m still sorry, we didn’t really do 
much to help you there. We all just kind of stared at you,” Kirishima says, rubbing the back of his 
head with embarrassment and guilt. 


“T wouldn’t have expected you to,” Izuku says, shaking his head. “You guys still don’t 
really..know who | am that well.” 


Apparently he doesn’t even know who he is... 


Kirishima half smiles. “Well that’s what a class is for. We are all going to get to know each other 
through this year, and we are here to help no matter what.” 


Izuku nods, moving his eyes down. 
I don’t think you want to get to know me.. 
Kirishima extends his hand out, bringing Izuku’s eyes up. 


“If you want, you can come back to the table? I can tell everyone not to question it,” Kirishima 
suggests. 


Izuku smiles weakly, grabbing the hand held out to him. Kirishima helps him to his feet slowly, 
trying to mind his bumped head. 


“Although if you do feel dizzy I would probably go to Recovery Girl,” Kirishima adds, still 
clasping Izuku’s hand. 


Izuku brings his other hand up and grabs at his sweat filled curls. 


“T think I'll pass. I need..I need to think some stuff over,” Izuku says softly, letting go of 
Kirishima’s hand. The very idea of sitting at that table right now makes Izuku want to throw up 
again- even though nothing is left in his stomach. 


Kirishima smiles with understanding. “All good man. If you need to talk, I’m here.” 


“Thank you,” Izuku says quietly. He passes between Bakugou and Kirishima, grabbing at the door 
handle to make his leave. He doesn’t know where he’s going to go, but he just needs a minute to 
himself. 


“Tf I find you passed out on the hall floor I’m kicking your fucking ass,” Bakugou says after the 
long silence he was under. 


Izuku looks back at the two. “Yeah, I know.” 
He pulls the door open and slips out. 


Izuku doesn’t make it too far down the hall. Just far enough to be out of sight of his classmates. Far 
enough to be alone. His initial plan was to go outside- sit under a tree and listen to the breeze. But, 
his chest feels so tight he can’t possibly walk that far right now. He feels empty- both from being 
emotionally drained and from spilling his guts moments ago. Everything was so good for so long. 
For so long he really was convinced that he was not who everyone thinks he is. But now..he 
doesn’t really know anymore. 


He doesn’t know anything. 


Izuku inhales, but something snaps inside. Leaning a hand against the wall, his face warps 
emotionally. Out of pure exhaustion, he flops onto the ground in a tangled mess. He grabs at the 
front of his blazer and curls up into himself, fighting to scream. 


The wolf was right. 


He doesn’t know who he is anymore. 


“Hey..have you guys heard from the squirt today?” Dai asks, placing her barbell down. 
“Nah, I haven’t,” Hiroto says, taking a sip of his water. 


Yue and Yuma put their equipment down and walk over. To all of them, the night means quick 
workouts. But Dai couldn’t help but feel anxious for the kid while she lifted. The lack of 
communication triggers her motherly side, so of course she is going to worry. 


“He probably just got busy with school work Dai, I wouldn’t worry too much about it,” Yuma 
says, crossing her arms. 


“T guess, but he just got out of the hospital after something traumatic. I’m going to worry,” Dai 
says, pulling out of the ponytail tightly wrapped around her hair. 


“That’s fair.” Hiroto shrugs. “Have you tried reaching out to him?” 

Dai nods, pulling her phone out of the side pocket on her leggings. 

“T sent him a text a bit ago, but he left me on read. That’s why I’m so worried.” 
Hiroto hums, now showing concern. 

“We can go check on him?” Yuma suggests. 


“T don’t think Mrs. Midoriya would appreciate all of us coming over at eleven o’clock at night,” 
Dai says, shaking her head. 


Yue comes closer and flips her hands up. “Maybe you could just go, Dai. He seems the most 
comfortable around you when it comes to talking.” 


“Yeah, that’s a good idea,” Dai says, nodding. 

“Tt’s probably because she’s such a mom,” Yuma jokes. 

Dai rolls her eyes. “I could not cook you dinner tonight.” 

Yuma’s mouth opens in offense, getting a chuckle out of everyone. 

“So you’re gonna head out then?” Hiroto asks, putting his water bottle on the bench. 


“Yeah, might as well before it gets too late.”” Dai checks her phone for the time again. It’s almost 
eleven thirty.. 


He’s usually up late, so Dai is just going to hope that tonight he is as well. 
“Well, let us know how he’s doing,” Hiroto says. “It’s been a long week for him.” 


“Of course.” 


Dai pants as she crouches on the roof right next to Midoriya’s apartment. She ran here in fifteen 
minutes, so at the moment her lungs are not happy. There are no stars out tonight, only the sight of 
dim street lights and bedroom lights illuminating the atmosphere. Midoriya’s light isn’t on, so the 
chances of him being awake are slim. She’s still going to check. 


Hoping off the roof, she grabs onto the ledge of his windowsill. Pulling herself up, she points her 
toes so she can crouch in front of the window. Squinting, Dai looks into Midoriya’s dark bedroom. 
Her hands gently place themselves on the cold glass as she leans close. She’s never seen it, believe 
it or not. He never really lets anyone into his room. 


Midoriya is curled up in a fetal position on his bed above the covers, facing the wall. His hair is 
messier than usual- and that’s saying something. She notices that his room is pretty bare. His walls 
are empty, minus the obvious appeal that posters used to be up there. It’s not really what she 
expected. 


Midoriya has headphones in, making it clear that he just might still be awake. 


Slipping her fingers to the side, Dai grabs the side of the window and slides it to the side. 
Thankfully, it’s unlocked. She softly drops in, barley making a sound as her feet come in contact 
with the hardwood. She looks around the room briefly. The most she can pinpoint out of the 


blandness, is the few things piled on his desk. Pictures, binders, pencils. As Dai moves closer to 
Midoriya and his blue bedspread, she notices his hands moving. Yeah, he’s awake. 


Midoriya is twisting the ring he was gifted on his finger, staring straight at the wall. His face is 
numb, looking obvious that he was crying earlier. His eyes are red and his skin is still slightly wet 
from tears. 


Dai lets out a sad sigh, and sits herself on the mattress as gently as she can. Midoriya notices, 
twisting his neck to look over his shoulder. He doesn’t really react. 


“Midoriya, buddy are you alright?” Dai whispers. 

Midoriya turns his head back over to face the wall. 

“Yeah..I’m fine.” His voice is low and broken. It pains Dai’s heart to see and hear him like this. 
Dai places a hand on his arm. “You usually tell me what’s up bud, you’ re clearly not ok.” 
She can feel his arm rise from breathing. 

“T’m just tired.” 

“Tired of what, kid?” Dai asks, voice calm. 

Midoriya pauses. 

“Myself...everything about myself.” 

Ok, yeah that’s a red flag. Midoriya almost never acts like this. 

She squeezes his arm a little tighter. “Can you sit up for me? Come on.” 


Dai guides Midoriya’s body into a seated position, leaning against the wall. He stares forward, 
looking like a shell of a person. Dai takes his earbuds out and scoots to sit next to him. They both 
stare at the empty wall in front of them. 


“You weren’t like this the other day, Midoriya. What happened?” Dai asks. His silence and lack of 
emotion are tear-jerking to look at. It’s disturbing how much his emotions changed in a day. 


Midoriya inhales. “Reporters in front of the school, they were all mad at Yuuei for not preventing 
my presence..” he says, almost muttering it. 


Dai’s chest squeezes. She opens her mouth when he takes in another breath. 
“Eraserhead announced that the sports festival will be happening in a couple of weeks.” 
Dai’s eyebrows shoot up. 


“Kid that’s awesome,” she exclaims quietly. “How come you’re not more excited? Months ago, 
you were thrilled by the idea of it.” 


She looks over to him, seeing him blink. He looks exhausted. 
He is silent for a moment, and then she watches his lips start to quiver. 


“T don’t think I belong there,” Mioriya says, voice becoming brittle. 


Dai’s heart feels like it got sucker punched. 


“What do you mean, kid? You’ve worked so hard, and all your classmates adore you,” Dai 
questions, tilting her head to the side. 


“Tt’s only been a week and I already can’t control my quirk,” Izuku almost whispers, trying not to 
cry. 


Dai shakes her head. “Kid no. No no no you don’t get to blame yourself for what happened at 
USJ.” 


Midoriya exhales. “I couldn’t retract my claw today,” he says, sounding ashamed. 
“You what?” Dai asks, speaking a little above a whisper. 
He smiles weakly. “No matter how hard I work, something shoves me back down.” 


The kid takes another breath, closing his eyes. “I’m just tired Dai. I’ve hurt people. ’ ve scared 
people. I keep having nightmares that question my sanity. My quirk is getting more and more 
unmanageable. I don’t even know who I am anymore.” A tear rolls down his cheek. 


Dai looks at him, mouth slightly gapped. The kid is giving up. 
No no no he is not giving up. 
“Midoriya...” 


“T’m scared that if the next time my quirk malfunctions, I won’t be able to stop myself. I don’t 
want to hurt one of my classmates..I don’t want to hurt any of you,” Midoriya says, opening his 
eyes. He turns his head to look at Dai, and she can now fully see what emotions he is 
experiencing. 


Confusion. 
Frustration. 
Sadness. 


The kid has been through hell and back- a good chunk of it being in this one week. To be honest, 
the kid is a thread away from breaking in half mentally. 


She sighs. 


“Listen..kid. I’m going to tell you something,” Dai says, turning her body to face the kid. The 
mattress squeaks through her movements, and Midoriya looks at her with a raised brow. 


“Quirks aren’t shit.” 
Izuku looks at her like he wasn’t really expecting that from her mouth. 


“Let me rephrase. Quirks are merely tools. But like many tools, they can be turned into weapons if 
the holder so desires. These tools can be dangerous, or they can be helpful to yourself and other 
people. Unfortunately for us, we can’t choose these tools. We are given them,” Dai says quietly. 
Her hands plop into the center of her crossed legs, keeping her body still. 


She looks to the side. “And as humans do, we learn to adapt to what we are given. Many people 


are given tools that they don’t like. Because society deemed it as such a thing to hate. When 
Midoriya..tools are just tools. I know I say it as if it’s my motto but, tools don’t maketh man, kid.” 


Midoriya looks down for a second. He then moves his body to face her on the bed, keeping his 
gaze down at his hands. 


“Think of it like this,” Dai says, pausing to think of an analogy. “If you were to give me a hammer, 
I would most likely use it to help someone put a frame on the wall, fix something, or use it for 
personal use.” She watches the kid nod. “But like anything, I could easily hurt someone with it. 
Intentionally and unintentionally. It all depends on the control. If I swung the thing around all willy 
nilly, I could hit someone. But holding it, focusing on its destination and purpose, I have lower 
chances of hurting people.” 


Dai reaches out to grab Midoriya’s hands into her own. She squeezes them, keeping her gaze 
down. 


“The tool you were given is difficult to master. You have come far in leading it in the right 
direction, honing it. The world doesn’t like your tool simply because it looks dangerous- can be 
dangerous. You were just handed a double edged sword, expected to master it quickly.” Dai looks 
up and gives Midoriya a motherly smile. “All of the Oni experienced something similar, including 


” 


me. 

Midoriya brings his head up. He looks at her like he’s going to apologize- or break down. 
“How did you do it?” He says, voice still filled with exhaustion. 

Dai tilts her head. “How did I do what bud?” 


“Keep going. I’ve hurt so many people with this..tool. I know that you have told me a number of 
times that I am not my quirk. I know that I keep getting worked up about this but..I don’t know 
how to keep going when the beast in my head keeps reminding me of my mistakes. Reminding me 
of what I might be. A murderer? A villain? A-a monster? I-I don’t-” He takes a deep breath and 
closes his eyes again. “How am I supposed to keep going down this path when things just keep 
getting worse?” 


There is so much pain and sorrow in his voice. It’s hurting Dai on the inside everytime he speaks. 
She rubs her thumb over his hand. 


“Tt’s hard.” She half laughs. “It’s even harder when we live around constant reminders that we 
simply just aren’t good enough.” 


Midoriya nods. 


“Tt took me years to move past my mistakes. Figure out that Iam not my power or my past. I..at a 
point in my life when things became so horrible, I had considered taking my own life.” She sighs. 
“T was like you. I was tired.” 


Midoriya’s head droops lower. Dai’s face falls, leading her to take one of her hands and lift up his 
chin with a finger. She smiles at him. 


“To answer your question on how I did it...I took the tool that I hated so much, and I made it my 
bitch .” 


Midoriya smiles, snorting quietly. Success. 


Dai giggles, letting his chin go. 


“T only use my quirk if I absolutely have to because of its complexity. Unlike yours or the rest of 
the Oni’s, it’s not something that can be adapted into something like claws or a tail. But that’s 
alright. I got the closure to live a life without it. I gave myself the choice to live without a tool. My 
quirk doesn’t control me, I do. It came after me in this life, so I wasn’t going to let it take me to the 
grave. And you shouldn’t either kid. I’ve seen you, you don’t want a life where you pretend. You 
want to work for a future where you are comfortable with your quirk.” She shakes her head, letting 
her other hand go. “So what if your power has become harder to manage, that just means you bite 
harder .” 


Midoriya’s smile fades. 


“But how am I supposed to fight back when the very sight of my quirk gives me a panic attack?” 
he asks, looking to the side. 


Dai pauses for a second. 


“Do you remember the days following the sludge incident? You were once a terrified little middle 
schooler who practically trembled every time your quirk was even mentioned. ” 


Midoriya nods, meeting her eyes once again. 
“And how did you move past it?” She asks. 
“T had help..”” Midoriya whispers. “And I trained..” 


Dai nods, humming. “So that’s what you’re going to do now, squirt.” She extends her hand out and 
pokes his chest with her finger. “You’re at a hero school for a reason. And hey, us vigilantes can be 
some help sometimes too you know. You don’t deserve to fight this alone.” 


The kid nods. He looks better, almost relieved. But there is still something bugging him. He’s 
looking down at his hands, picking at the skin around his nails, obviously showing that he still has 
something on his mind. 


Dai exhales. “I know this is scary. Your quirk is a whole bitch and a half, I can’t doubt that. But 
you have come so far . Here.” She holds her hands out. “Take my hands kid.” 


Midoriya looks at her with hesitation but compiles. His hands reach out and Dai grabs them, 
holding them gently in her own. 


“Manifest your claws for me,” Dai says calmly. 


She can feel him tense slightly in her touch. It takes a moment, but slowly he starts to let his hands 
relax. Dai is patient, waiting for him to do it on his own. She can’t force him to do it. 


In one fluid breath, he pushes. His hands become large- claws protruding outward and curving in, 
black fur coating each fragment of skin. They lay on top of Dai’s hands, shaking. 


Midoriya’s breathing picks up as he stares at his hands, teary-eyed. He’s getting a hallucination, the 
look in his eyes is all too familiar. 


“Kiddo. The tool is what you make it to be,” Dai says slowly and confidently. 


Midoriya nods, letting a few tears blink out of his eyes. He inhales, holds, and then exhales. His 


eyes show that the hallucination has disappeared out of sight, easing her heart. He relaxes again. 


“Good job, kid,” Dai praises. “Now I want you to look at me. Try to feel for the energy in your 
body. How I would say it, its presence should feel like flowing water through your veins.” 


He nods, looking up at her. His green eyes blink as he focuses. 

She waits a moment. 

“Got it?” 

He nods, trying to keep his focus on the energy. 

“Because your quirk mutated again, it’s going to take some extra focus to draw it back.” 
He nods again. 


“Don’t laugh at this, but pretend there is a water bender in your head. Wave their hands forward 
and backward, pushing and pulling. Bring that water up towards you. Keep your focus strong.” She 
keeps her voice cool and collected. If Yuma were here, she would make the comment that she 
sounds like a yoga instructor. 


Dai watches as he hums, closing his eyes. His eyes squeeze, illustrating his deep focus. 


It takes a minute. Eyes squeezing tighter, the nails on his fingers start to shrink. His fingers 
decrease in size, followed by his palms. His face scrunches. Come on kid..almost there. 


The hair retracts back to its normal state, and after a couple of minutes, his hands are back to skin. 
Like he was holding his breath, he lets his lungs decompress in one long breath. His eyes crack 
open. 


“See? Your quirk is yours. You have the reins kid,” Dai says, smiling. She can feel the skin around 
her scar crease and tighten. 


Midoriya looks down at his hands and flexes them. He clenches and then unclenches them, lip 
wobbling. He looks up at her with wet eyes. A tear falls before Midoriya slips his arms around her 
torso tight. Dai smiles and returns the hug, gently placing her hands on his back. 


“IT know you worry about who you are kid. You’ ve been thrown into more stereotypes than I could 
count. But, it’s not for others to decide who you are.” 


Midoriya moves his head on her shoulder, leaning it against the side of her head. “I..[ don’t..” 


“And you don’t have to ,” Dai emphasizes. “You’re 15, you don’t need to know your life purpose 
right now. You have us, you have a class that cares about you and a loving mother. You’re Izuku 
Midoriya. You’re the wolf vigilante that’s saved dozens of children from awful people and while 
also kicking Endeavor’s shit in. You are you.” 


Midoriya chuckles at the Endeavor comment. “You’re sappy as hell,” he says, sniffing. 
“Yeah, but I’m right,” Dai says, teasing. 


“Yeah, you always are,” Midoriya says. “How do you always come up with such good speeches 
anyway?” 


They are still in their embrace, unbothered by the long contact. 


Dai snorts. “I pull them out of my ass when needed,” she jokes, getting a groan from Midoriya in 
response. 


“God, you sound like Yuma.” Midoriya’s mood has lightened. He is calm. 
“Oh how dare you,” Dai says in offense. 
Midoriya quietly laughs, letting his arms unwrap from around her. 


“You always know what to say. I don’t know what I’d do without you,” Midoriya says, looking 
into her eyes now. 


“You’d probably be dead, so would the rest of the Oni,” Dai jokes. 


Izuku rolls his eyes. There’s Midoriya. “I’m serious. If you never got to me first that day, I think 
my quirk would have bested me.” 


Dai shakes her head. “You don’t give yourself enough credit, it was your stubbornness that kept 
you going for so long. You’ve got the sports festival coming up, so I wouldn’t stop being stubborn 
if I were you,” she says, playfully punching his shoulder. 


“Don’t remind me, I’m going to be on live tv. In front of all of Japan.” 
Dai chuckles quietly. “Then you better not screw up that opening speech.” 
Midoriya’s face freezes, eyes going wide. 

“T have to do what?” He whispers loudly. 


Dai covers her mouth with one hand. “Oh my god, you didn’t know that the person that placed first 
in the entrance exam did the speech??” 


“No!” Midoriya almost yells. 
Dai snorts, before letting out a cackle. “Welp, you’re on your own for that one.” 
Midoriya tilts his head back. “Dai~” he whines. 


Dai covers her mouth to muffle a laugh. “Well, I’m glad I helped you out of that funk and that 
you’ re feeling a little better. I was worried for you for a second,” she says. 


“Yeah well, I think you just put me into another. What the hell am I supposed to do?? I don’t know 
how to write a speech.” Midoriya flails his arms in frustration. 


“Notecards,” Dai jokes, getting narrowed eyes in response. 
“Fuck you.” 
Dai snickers, glancing at the clock on Midoriya’s desk. Holy hell it’s getting late. 


Quickly placing a hand on his head, she ruffles his hair. She practically rolls off his bed before 
planting both feet on the ground quietly, trying to be aware of the quiet night and his sleeping 
mother. 


“At least it’s a weekend squirt. We can work on training your quirk and hopefully you can get a 
little break,” she says, moving towards the open window. 


Midoriya adjusts himself on his bed. “I guess you’re right..” he pauses and then smiles. “Thank 
you for running all this way, I needed the talk.” 


Dai nods as she hoists herself onto the ledge of the window. “I care about you kid. It breaks my 
heart to watch you hurt. Anyway, Ill see you tomorrow Midoriya.” 


She waves, getting one back from him in return. Launching off the ledge, she flies into the cool 
night air. Landing on the roof next over, she huffs. A flash of his crying face comes to mind. 


The veins in his eyes were green. Dark green. 
It’s happening faster than she had predicted... 


Dai pushes the thought deep into the back of her mind, shaking her head again. She plants her feet 
onto the tile of the roof, before taking off into a sprint. 
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Therefore 


“Quiet your mind. All you should hear is your heartbeat and breath. All you should see is the 
vision of water flowing through your veins.” 


Izuku breathes in- deeper and deeper until his lungs can no longer expand, keeping his eyes 
closed. 


“Breathe out.” 


Releasing the pressure in his lungs, he breathes out of his mouth slowly. Legs crossed over each 
other in padmasana, he keeps his arms resting on his knees. Palms up, he pushes his hands to 
werewolf paws. 


Izuku can hear Dai walking behind him. She has no shoes on, so the taping of her bare feet creates 
a sort of awareness as he keeps himself vulnerable. 


“Great, now let’s see if you can get those in quicker,” Dai says with a calmness in her tone. 
“Breathe in, and when you exhale pull that water up to your chest as fast as you can, and then up to 
the brain.” 


Izuku inhales, focusing on the concentration of energy flowing through his hands. And out. Izuku 


breathes out of his mouth and pushes up. He pictures water dancing up his arms and collecting into 
his chest. Again, he pushes until he only feels it in his head. 


“Excellent. Five seconds,” Dai says in an impressed tone. 


Izuku opens his eyes slowly, finding Dai now sitting right across from him. He uncrosses his legs 
and stretches them out- letting out a sigh. Meditation always leaves him out of it for a few 
seconds. 


“How easy was that for you?” Dai asks. 


Izuku shrugs and looks at his hand briefly. “It feels normal again. I think what was making it so 
difficult for me to retract them, was because of my mental state.” 


It’s true. He was a hot mess. He spent the whole first week retraining mentally drained. It took him 
days to finally be comfortable enough to expand his training- it was exhausting. But, because of his 
stubbornness, his ability to summon and retract his enhancements has become almost too easy 
again. At first, it was frustrating. Izuku hated that he had to start at square one again, and it took 
too long to be able to focus and block out intrusive thoughts. But, it was much better than having 
another panic attack in front of his classmates. He can’t risk it with the festival coming up 
tomorrow. Fucking tomorrow. 


Dai helped him through it every step. She was patient and willing to give him plenty of breaks. 
Plus, her meditation and breathing techniques have felt amazing. Almost like a hard reset to his 
brain and body. He definitely needed the boost. 


Dai hums. “Indeed. Tools don’t properly work unless the holder is focused and ready. I’m 
impressed that you were able to effectively master it again in a few days.” 


Izuku nods. 


The last couple of weeks worked like clockwork. School, home, training. School, home, training. 
His classes with All Might were brutal- but to Izuku’s advantage, Bakugou has one hell of a death 
glare so the man never got too close. And he never used his quirk in heroics training unless he had 
to- he wasn’t going to risk slipping up before he re-mastered it. Fortunately though, nothing 
“eventful” happened. It was normal. It consisted of calm lunches- courtesy of Kirishima- and 
typical lectures. He really needed the normalcy for once. After the..issue in the lunchroom, 
Kirishima started to go out of his way to make sure Izuku wasn’t overwhelmed. He will admit, the 
guy is super sweet when it comes to caring for others, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t bizarre to 
Izuku. 


“If you are comfortable, I would like to see if you can change fully and bring yourself back without 
any issues.” 


Izuku snaps out of his thoughts and looks at Dai with wariness. Biting the inside of his cheek, he 
thinks for a second. 


Dai stands to her feet. “If you aren’t ready yet, I won’t push you. But, if you are to truly be ready 
for the sports festival, you need to have the stability and confidence to bring yourself back 
immediately if something bad starts to happen.” Her hair isn’t tied up. It’s gotten longer, so thin 
pieces of black hair now tickle below her hips. Izuku will never get over how beautiful and kept it 
is. 


Izuku unclamps his teeth from his cheek. She’s right. With all of Japan watching 1 f Izuku even 


slips up once, he’s done for. Aizawa can’t save him, the Oni can’t swoop in. Boom, toast. 
And hell, Izuku is damn near done with this shit. 
He nods. 


Dai smiles and backs up a couple of steps. “Remember squirt, the beast didn’t come first, you did. 
Make that clear.” 


Izuku half nods and brings himself to his feet. He inhales deeply and feels for everything. 


Thankfully the training room is the largest in this place, because who knows how much bigger he 
actually is now when he’s fully shifted. 


It’s an ocean in his brain. Exhaling, he breaks the dam and releases it through all sections of his 
body as fast as he can- and as painlessly as possible. If he goes too fast, his spine feels like it’s 
being put through the wringer. 


In just a couple of seconds, he successfully brings himself to all fours and grows. Four eyes open, 
bones grow sharp, and his stature becomes so large there is a possibility he’s thirteen feet tall now. 


“Damn kid, you are one fast learner I will give you that,” Dai says, placing her hands on her hips 
and moving closer. 


Izuku feels something in his neck and it creaks to the side. Like something dragged a feather down 
his spinal cord. His legs begin to shake- shoulder to paw. It’s almost horrifying how much the new 
mutation has changed him in a short time span. It’s becoming more challenging to fight for the 
reins. He can hear a haunted whisper, making his ears twitch around. Dai stops for a moment. 


“Shit-” 
Izuku shakes his head. No. Fuck that. He’s not doing this again. 


Closing his eyes, he exhales and pushes all his weight down into all four paws to ground himself. 
A small growl slips itself out. 


Head now clear, he opens his eyes back up. His legs are no longer shaking. Standing up straight, he 
can now fully feel the control in his veins. The whispering is gone. 


Dai looks at him, hands in a hesitant position. 


Izuku tilts his head to the side and gives her the biggest toothy smile his face could muster- it’s 
probably creepy as hell, but he’s relieved . He’s in control. It’s ok. 


Dai breathes out like an air pocket was trapped in her lungs. She speed walks up to him and looks 
up. Her grey eyes are soft and proud, a smile stretching almost up to her eyes. 


“God, Iam so proud of you!” She shouts and grabs his face with both hands, bringing it down to 
her level. She ruffles the top of his head, moving his ears around slightly. 


“T was a little nervous for a second but I had no need to be. You little shit, you’re gonna kick ass 
during the festival,” Dai says, smile still wide. 


Izuku nods in her hands. “I’m still nervous.. What if I get too stressed out?” Izuku says, voice 
deep. 


Dai shakes her head. “I don’t think you need to worry too much kid. Right then, your quirk was 
trying to fight back, but you were able to hone it and grab the control . You fought the urge to give 
in to the void. Your mutation is a nasty one for sure, but you have grown so much stronger 
Midoriya, and I’m not just talking about physically. I have no doubt you’ll be able to fix it if for 
some reason you do.” She lets go of his face and crosses her arms. “The festival will be one of the 
best experiences in your high school years, so what is there to stress about?” 


“Everything?” Izuku cringes saying that. 


Dai smiles and rolls her eyes. “You don’t give yourself nearly enough credit. We will be there to 
cheer you on, and those friends of yours in your class will support you and encourage you the 
entire way. Even if the blonde one is a total ass sometimes, he’s got your back.” 


Izuku nods and sits down, feeling a little taller. 

“Yeah, you’re right Dai. Once again.” He rolls his (four) eyes. 

Dai scoffs with a smile still present. “Why did you say that like it's a bad thing?” 
Izuku lets out a low chuckle-sounding more like a rumble. 

“Because it’s scary how often you’re right.” 


Dai shrugs. “At least it’s a good kind of right. Anyway, let’s get you changed back, Yuma’s been 
dying to take you out on a parkour run.” 


He hasn’t been doing those as often with her, since quirk training became a priority. 


Izuku hums and shuts his eyes. As quickly as he can- without hurting himself internally- he closes 
the dam. He’s gotten used to the strange feeling of his bone structure changing. Going from four to 
two is a little disorienting, no matter how long he’s been working with his quirk. 


“You’re practically an expert now. No worry here,” Dai jokes, nudging his shoulder. Thank god 
Dai had him wear his combat suit. He didn’t bring a change of clothes. 


Opening his eyes he smirks. “I only had a good teacher to help me.” 
Dai gives back the same smirk. “So would you...say I’m the best teacher?” 
He raises an eyebrow at the tone of that question. “Yeah of course-” 


Dai’s arms shoot up in victory. “HA! I WIN SUCKERS! PAY UP!” Dai yells, startling Izuku. She 
points at the door and it bursts open. 


“You fucker!” Yuma and Hiroto shout at the same time from the now open door. Yue is there too, 
snickering to herself as Hiroto and Yuma look at Izuku with shame. 


Izuku looks at Dai, crossing his arms with narrowed eyes. “What did you bet on?” He says, voice 
judgemental. 


“Best teacher?!” Yuma yells. Izuku turns over and in a brilliant sense of deja vu, she slams into 
him. He yelps and they collapse onto the ground. 


Izuku groans and looks up at Yuma on top of him. 


“You have got to stop doing that, you're going to break me in half,” Izuku says, rubbing the back of 


his head. 
“Pussy shit. Now explain to me why Dai is the best teacher.” 


Izuku rolls his eyes. She’s not fully pinning him. Grabbing her arm, he slips a leg around her waist. 
She opens her mouth but it’s too late. Using his other leg, he kicks her knee backward causing her 
to lose balance. Swinging her to the side and onto her back, he turns the tables. 


“Not my fault your teaching strategies are throwing me off buildings,” Izuku says with a cocky 
smile. 


Yuma blows a piece of hair off her eye, annoyed. 

“Hey man, you aren’t going to learn unless life throws you curveballs.” 

“And by curveballs you mean falling off buildings?” Izuku raises an eyebrow, trying not to laugh. 
Yuma scrunches her face, narrowing her eyes in a thinking manner. “...yes.” 
Izuku snorts and lets her go. 


“Dai is just better at her execution, and you all know that,” Izuku says, hopping to his feet. 


Looking to the side, Izuku sees Hiroto walk up to Dai and slaps 2,000 yen onto her hand with a 
peeved look on his face. 


Smiling Dai pockets it and looks over at Yuma still on the ground. 
“Alright you sore loser, pay up.” 


Yuma groans and digs into her pocket, pulling out a prepared 2,000 yen. She stretches her arm out- 
staying on the ground. 


Dai chuckles and snatches it, stuffing that in her pocket as well. 

Yuma looks over at Yue who is still laughing. “Hey, why aren’t you asking Yue to pay you?!” 
“Pff Yue bet on me you doofus,” Dai says, getting a thumbs up from Yue. 

Yue brings her hands out. 

“T bet on Dai because with age comes wisdom.” 

Izuku slaps a hand over his mouth to hide a snort. 

Dai gasps. “You little shit I’m not even that old!” 

“AO is still pretty old...” Hiroto mumbles. 

Dai blinks- annoyed. Crouching down, she spins her legs around and side-swipes his legs. 
Hiroto lets out what sounds like a squawk before landing straight on his ass. 


“T may be older but I can still beat all of your asses,” Dai says, blowing her hair out of her face. 
“Also you can’t say shit you’re five years younger.” She points at him on the ground and he groans 
in response. 


Yue laughs at that. 
Yuma gets off the ground sluggishly, brushing off her pants. 


“Yo Mr. Betrayal, it’s almost nightfall and I wanna get a good run in before it gets too late,” Yuma 
says, pointing at Izuku. 


“Mr. Betrayal?” Izuku says, half laughing at the nickname. 


“You know what you did, now let's go green bean,” Yuma half shouts before grabbing his hood. 
Izuku half chokes as she yanks at his hood and drags him out the door. 


“Yuma please don’t kill him! He’s got shit in the morning!” Dai yells- sounding like the mother 
she is. 


Yuma obviously ignored her, because she shut the door before answering. Awesome. 


“God, were you trying to kill me?” 


Izuku pants with his hand on his elbows, hunched over to catch his breath. His mask becomes 
warm from each exhale. 


Yuma chuckles, slapping a hand on his back. “Maybe.” 


Yuma ran him rugged. Jumping across buildings without quirk usage is more exhausting than it 
looks. It’s been a while since he trained with her, so of course, she had to push him. 


They’re standing on a roof- as they typically do. The sky is a dark orange with hints of red and 
purple, showing signs of nightfall approaching. 


Izuku stands up straight and places his hands on his lower back, stretching to look at the sky. His 
breath slows as he continues to catch his breath. 


“Are we just going to wait till you shift? Or should we head back?” Izuku asks, tilting his head to 
look at her. 


Yuma shrugs. “My power is so unpredictable we might be here for hours.” 
“So heading back it is?” 


“Nah, the sun hasn’t even set yet,” she pauses and glances down at the lit-up stores and restaurants. 
Her eyes narrow slightly- a thing she tends to do when she thinks. “Stay here, [’Il be right back.” 


Yuma jogs over to the side of the building where the alley is located, leaping off. 
Izuku is left on the roof with a raised eyebrow. Ok... 


The breeze gently pushes his hair around, making him shiver. He has a feeling that she’s just going 
to ditch him as payback for earlier. 


Sighing, Izuku plops down onto the cool cement of the roof, keeping his gaze forward. The orange 
is starting to disappear, slowly getting replaced by cold blue. He crosses his legs and takes a 
breath. His favorite part of training with Yuma is getting to look at the sunset and the night sky. It 
puts the perspective in his head that things are so much bigger than he thought. The city lights in 
the midnight sky are incredible. Watching people and their friends walk around the brightly lit 


streets in Hosu, and sometimes- if he looks and listens hard enough- he can see the laughter and joy 
that people express as hands are held and money is spontaneously spent. These are the things 
worth protecting. 


Yuma’s been gone for about ten minutes. Izuku is getting a little agitated as the air becomes colder 
by the minute. He considers just getting up and going home- he’s got a long week ahead of him. 
Sighing, he places his hands on the roof and looks up. 


“Yo, sorry that took so long.” 


Izuku looks over at the section of the roof Yuma had previously jumped off of. She’s climbing up 
the ladder on the side, holding a little box with a handle on it. 


Hopping onto the roof, Yuma almost skips over to him with the box in her hands. 
Sitting down next to him, she places it on the ground- smiling wide. 


“T noticed where we are earlier- my favorite drink place is just across the street,” Yuma says, 
delicately ripping the handles apart. “I’m glad I know someone that works there, or else I probably 
would have gotten the cops called on me,” she laughs nervously. Yeah, showing up to a store 
wearing a known vigilante outfit would definitely be a red flag to other people. Izuku eyes her 
hands as she pulls out two cups filled with what looks to be milkshakes- practically overflowing 
with whipped cream. 


“Alright..I got strawberry or mint chip. It was all they had left so pick your poison,” Yuma says, 
holding the drinks in front of her. 


Izuku goes for the strawberry one in her left hand. She nods, grabbing two straws from the box and 
handing him one. 


“Good choice.” 


They both unwrap their straws and stick them into the opening of the cup. Izuku places his lips on 
the tip of the straw. The milkshake is cold- too cold for this weather- and its sweetness makes his 
mouth water for more. 


“Thank you,” Izuku says, mouth full. 


“You’ve had a long couple of weeks, it’s the least I could do.” Yuma takes a sip of her own, 
leaning back slightly to gaze at the sky. “Plus tomorrow is a big day, I thought you might want 
something sweet.” 


Izuku smiles, taking another sip of his drink. 


“Got any ideas on what you’re going to say for the opening speech?” Yuma asks, turning her body 
slightly over to look at him. 


Izuku shakes his head. “Nope. I’m at a loss.” 

Yuma snorts to herself, stirring the whipped cream into her drink with the straw. 
“T’m sure you'll figure it out.” 

“Or [Pl just embarrass myself,” Izuku jokes. 


Yuma lets her straw go and brings it up to her mouth. “Just speak what’s on your mind. Maybe 


bring in some hero philosophies or some shit.” She takes a sip. 
Izuku chuckles. “Very inspirational Yuma.” 


“Hey man, my hometown was never big enough for events so I’m the wrong person to ask.” Yuma 
chuckles and takes a big sip. She cringes immediately, letting out a little wince. 


A breeze comes in, chilling his exposed fingers and his cheeks. 


It’s silent for a moment, at least between them. Cars honking and sounds of people talking down 
below still dance in the air as usual. Some walk around in groups, hollering jokes and laughing. 
Others hold bags from late-night shopping, honk their car horns or sit quietly on a bench. It’s an 
active night. 


Izuku takes his straw out and licks the clumped whipped cream off. “I’ve got a question.” 
Yuma’s eyes slide over to him. She hums. 


“What was the country like?” Izuku asks, looking out into the city. He might as well ask. He’s 
never seen it before, and it's a good conversation starter. And hell, he’s a little curious. She’s told 
him a little about it before. The big fields, pretty mountains, and views- it’s a 180 to the city. But 
she never went into detail about her home life. 


“Quiet,” Yuma pauses, holding her cup with both hands. She smiles. “Everyone knew everyone, 
which was annoying as shit sometimes, but the sense of community was refreshing. You’d 
probably like it down there, there’s less pollution so you can actually see the stars. It’s not like 
staring at busy streets or lit-up buildings. Purple mountains, stars, and meadows- I was never alone 
because everything was alive.” She speaks with nostalgia in her vocal cords. Izuku brings his cup 
down and watches her. 


“T had lots of room to run. I think my favorite part of the place was that in the summer, the field 
over by my house grew thousands and thousands of spider lilies.” She lets out a little chuckle and 
looks over at Izuku. “Ma would get so mad at me when I would leave the house to sit outside by 
the flowers. To her, I was her little lily.” 


Izuku smiles at her joy. 


“How come you moved out here? Sounds like that place was one hundred times better than here,” 
Izuku says, taking a long sip of his drink. 


Her smile slips down slightly, but she’s calm. 


“My ma passed away when I was twelve. The sicknesses always got nasty in those parts of the 
country, and the doctors were never the best- which is another thing that sucks.” Her eyes stare 
straight forward. Izuku can see the lights from the buildings shine in her eyes. “I moved to the city 
when I was old enough. It was something she had always wanted to do when she was younger, but 
when I was born, she never had the chance. The city is the best place for opportunities, but not for 
a lady with a newborn.” 


“She was stubborn, always was till the day she passed.” She shakes her head, keeping the same 
smile on her face. “I never knew my father..it was just me and her.” 


Izuku looks at her with apologetic eyes. “Yuma I’m sorry..” 


She swats the air. “No you hush, I’ve gotten my closure. She wouldn’t want me to wallow in grief. 


“You’ve gotta say goodbye before you open the door’, is something she’d say often. People come, 
and they go. That’s life. But they will never leave unless you open the door and say goodbye. It 
wouldn’t be fair for her if I kept her inside.” She shrugs and holds her cup gingerly. 


Izuku’s lip creases into a half-smile. “She seemed wise.” 


Yuma snorts. “Oh for sure, but she had her moments too. She was funny- happy. But that didn’t 
mean she wasn’t upset too, or mad. Whenever she got mad she’d stumble on her words like a kid 
with a speech impediment. When I was maybe...six? She tried to ground me but couldn’t formulate 
the words, so she just wrote on a sticky note and slapped it on my forehead.” 


Izuku and Yuma laugh quietly at the memory told. 

“You remind me of her a lot actually,” Yuma comments. 

Izuku tilts his head to the side, feeling honored but confused. “How so?” 
“You’re both stubborn as shit sometimes,” Yuma jokes. 

Izuku rolls his eyes, getting a snort out of Yuma. 


“You’re both also incredibly sensitive- in a good way. You care for people, you’re funny, and you 
lose your cool pretty quickly if something hits your button. You both enjoy small things. I guess 
what I’m trying to say is that you are both human.” She elbows him, smiling deeply. 


Izuku looks at her, a bit baffled. 
“You also remind me of myself, believe it or not.” 
“What, are you gonna admit you’re stubborn too?” Izuku jokes, getting a scoff out of Yuma. 


“No no, it's less on the personality side and more so the experiences.” She takes one last sip of her 
drink and sets it on the ground. 


“T came here scared- lost and upset. My quirk is unstable and unpredictable sometimes, and when 
you’re in a large city, that’s stressful. Like you, my quirk became the talk of the town. A werewolf 
that prowls the city during full moons? Insanity.” 


“T..heard about that. What happened?” Izuku asks. 


“Dai happened,” Yuma says, placing her hands in her lap. “I was terrified. I was basically homeless 
at the time since I had no money, so it was hard to hide myself during full moons. People were 
scared of me and I was scared of myself.” She takes a breath and looks up. 


“As a kid, I grew up wanting to become someone that could help others, I grew up with a mother 
that wanted the same for me. But, once I entered reality..you know the rest. I was in pain and 
hopeless- tired. Until a night in one of the alleys, I met Dai.” 


Izuku continues to listen to her with patience. 
“T think that Dai was my first hug since my mother passed,” Yuma says. 
Izuku’s mouth cracks open. 


“In the stress of everything going on, I had forgotten my own mother's words. ‘You are not your 
quirk. You are my lily.’ Dai may not be my mother, and she may be far from her personality-wise, 


but the comfort of hearing someone say I am not my quirk- someone that wasn’t my momma- gave 
me hope.” Yuma looks over at Izuku and smiles. 


God she’s going to make him cry- 


She sits up and scoots close to him, wrapping an arm around his shoulders. Her hand is warm 
compared to the chilly air. 


“Life is a bitch to both of us. But we are surviving.” She rubs his shoulder and rocks to the side a 
couple of times. “My ma didn’t bloom into a spider lily to be mourned over, nor did I come here to 
accept defeat.” 


Izuku chuckles, leaning his head on her shoulder. “I will admit, you may be a shit teacher but you 
have a way with words,” Izuku says. 


“Tm taking that as an insult,” Yuma says jokingly. 

“Your mom would be proud of you, Yuma. You’re a good person,” Izuku blurts. 
She sighs- sounding more happy than tired. “Yeah. Yeah, she would.” 

It’s quiet for a few moments. 


Izuku takes his head off her shoulder. “I guess we could say that without Dai, we’d both be in jail 
right now.” He decides to break the solemn silence with humor. 


Yuma snorts. “Could you imagine if we ended up as cellmates? Bruh that would be dope as shit!” 
“And she’s back,” Izuku jokes, feeling the air become light. 


Yuma lets go of his arm and shoves him with her palm. “Oh you know you’d gladly be my cell 
buddy if we ever get ratted on. I call top bunk.” 


Izuku rolls his eyes. “Mixed genders can’t be in the same cell dummy.” 
“ll dig a tunnel to your cell,” Yuma adds to the joke. 


Izuku laughs. “Not, you know, a way out? You’d dig a tunnel to a different cell instead of 
freedom?” 


“Yes.” She nods her head, further making Izuku laugh. 

“T’m guessing you got your mom's sense of humor?” Izuku asks. 
“T got half of it, she was funny as shit.” 

Izuku’s laughter calms down a little. 


He looks out to the city again, seeing faint stars poke through the pollution in the sky. “Maybe 
after all this mess, you could take me to your home town. I'd love to see those flowers in person,” 
Izuku says. Yuma smiles at that. 


“T’d love to take you. It would be nice to visit ma and the flowers. But, you’ ve gotta survive the 
sports festival first.” She winks at him and he rolls his eyes, shaking his head. 


“Oh come on have faith in me,” Izuku says, offended. 


Yuma lets out a laugh that sounds more like a hum. “I did have faith until I heard that whore 
Endeavor’s son is in your class. My man, I love you but you’re gonna get creamed.” 


Izuku rolls his eyes- again. 


Todoroki isn’t like his father, at least from what he’s seen. But he still doesn't know a lot about 
him- regardless of being in the same class for three weeks. Even so, he can sense something 
different about Todoroki. 


“You’re coming tomorrow right?” He asks, moving on from the harassment. 


She nods her head. “Mhm, Dai got us all tickets so we will be there to watch ya. I’m making a 
poster and everything to cheer you on.” 


“Oh god please don’t,” he cringes. 
“T will and you know it.” 


“IT was going to introduce you to my class since they all seem to like you, but if you do that ’'m 
pretending I don’t know you,” Izuku says, crossing his arms. 


Yuma’s eyes widen. “Your class wants to meet me?” 


Izuku nods. “They think you are cool. And you are but not when you try to kill me or embarrass 
the shit out of me.” 


“Man I like your class already,” Yuma says, ignoring the last part of the sentence. 


“They’re nice. Some of them are very anti-Cerberus which is peachy, but for the most part, they all 
really care about each other.” 


“T think you definitely need the sense of community, kid,” Yuma pauses and adjusts her legs. 
“Your last school was ass.” 


“Yeah no kidding,” Izuku scoffs. “What was school like in a small town?” He asks, genuinely 
curious. 


Yuma groans a little. “Boring as shit. The schools were all tiny, so the curriculum was never the 
best. My classmates were alright, but there were still some of those bad apples that had to pick a 
fight.” She laughs a little like she just remembered something. “In like second grade I had this 
bully. We are gonna call him Brad-” 


“Brad??” Izuku barks, cutting her off. 


“Hey shut up it was the first thing that came to mind. He was a little shit. Total prick. Like he was 
a major quirk phobic kind of guy for being a second-grader.” 


“So did you beat his ass?” Izuku asks, invested in the story. 
“Nah my momma kicked his dad's ass.” 
Izuku almost chokes on his spit. “Your mom beat up a second grader’s dad?” 


Yuma laughs, grabbing her stomach. “She didn’t curb stomp him if that’s what you’re thinking. I 
came home in tears one day and once she got his name out of my mouth she got in the car and 
drove me to his house. She knocked on the door and when the dad denied the kid’s actions, my ma 


punched him in the face. I think he broke a tooth,” she giggles. “The kid left me alone for the rest 
of eternity after that.” 


“You two are definitely mom and daughter,” Izuku laughs. 


“Pff, yeah,” Yuma smiles and looks down at her hands, her nails have grown to points. The wind 
howls in the background, blowing her short hair into tangles. “I miss her every day, you know? But 
I’m fortunate that I have you guys now.” 


“Me too,” Izuku says quietly. 


Yuma suddenly hops to her feet in just a couple of motions. “We are a little family- in it together. 
So that means that if any of your classmates give you trouble [ll do what my ma did.” 


“Beat up their parents?” Izuku asks, getting to his feet as well. 
“No, I'm going for the kids. They’re old enough to handle a punch.” 
Izuku snorts. “You can’t beat up a high schooler, Yuma.” 


Yuma shakes her arms out and rolls her neck around in circles. Her hands are longer and more 
boney. “I can and I will. No mercy.” 


“You’re ridiculous.” Izuku bends down and grabs the empty milkshake cups, walking over to the 
edge of the roof where the dumpsters are below. One of them is open. Izuku looks back at Yuma, 
whose eyes are red and her limbs are now lankier. “1,000 yen says I can make them in the 
dumpster.” 


“Hell no, you’re an awful shot,” Yuma teases. “But go for it, Pll gladly take the loser money.” 
“Alright, bet,” Izuku says, looking down at his targets. It’s wide open, there’s no way he’Il miss. 
He missed both. 


Yuma is holding her stomach with clawed hands while belting out an obnoxious laugh. “Pay up 
loser!” 


Izuku groans. Yuma is pretty much fully transformed, it’s just a little patchy and her face and vocal 
cords are still human. 


“As if you could do better-” something cuts him off. 


“Are you kidding me- hey! Whoever just threw those on the ground you better come clean them 
up!” Izuku raises an eyebrow and peeks over the roof. The voice sounds familiar, as well as the 
tone. Izuku gets a quick look before immediately gasping and flailing backward. He almost falls to 
his ass in panic. 

“T see you! Don’t pretend you didn't just litter!” 

Oh my god, it’s fucking Iida. Goddamn Iida. What the hell is he doing out- Izuku realizes. 
Tida...Iida..oh.. 


His brother is Ingenium. His agency is across the street- god fucking damn it. Izuku facepalms. Of 
course, lida is related to Ingenium. 


“What the hell-” Yuma says, trying to get a look over the rooftop as well. 


Izuku grabs her hairy arm and pulls her back, placing a finger on his lips to shush her. 


“That guy is in my class ,” he whispers loudly. Yuma looks at him with a blank expression, before 
moving to cover her mouth- hiding a laugh. 


“Tt’s not funny!” He says almost too loud. 
“T’m not afraid of calling the authorities!” 
Welp. Time to go. 


The minute Izuku heard the word authorities, he released all the stored up energy in his brain and 
into his body- on purpose this time. A spike of pain goes down his spine. Yikes, he did that a little 
too fast. 


“Wow what a stick in the mUUUUUUUUUD!” 


Izuku grabs Yuma with his mouth and leaps off the roof. She screams in alarm from the 
unwarranted action, echoing through the empty alley under them. 


At the corner of his eye he can see lida on the ground with his mouth gaping open. He cringes a 
little inside. 


Landing on the roof over- nails scratching and scattering loose cement- Yuma wiggles out of his 
jaw and gets to her feet. 


“You fucking whore, warn me next time!” Yuma yells, moving to all fours. 


Izuku growls and rolls his (four) eyes. Grabbing the back of her neck as a mom does to her pups, he 
throws her. Yuma yelps, face planting on the rooftop over. Izuku lets out a bark of laughter and 
jumps over to join her. He’s so big, that when he lands he can feel the rooftops crack slightly from 
the harsh impact. He runs past her, nails clicking and tail swishing. 


“Oh, it’s onnn.” Her transformation finishes, bringing in a longer snout and deeper vocal cords. 
Scuffling to her feet, Yuma takes off. 


Izuku giggles deeply, leaping off the next roof. Yuma follows, jumping higher. Before landing on 
the roof as he prepared for, Yuma bounces off of him with force. Slamming onto the ground with a 
grunt, Izuku watches Yuma prance away with gloat. Under him is a large spider web crack. 


He shakes his head and waits for her to jump to the next building. Flicking his tail, he sends a 
couple of barbs towards her as fast as a gun could shoot. One sticks itself right in her lower back 
and she yowls, causing her limbs to fly around with no preparation as she plummets to the next 
roof. Landing ungracefully, Yuma laughs at herself and her embarrassment. Izuku joins the 
laughter as he lands next to her. He feels like a kid again, playing a game of tag with the kids 
during recess- only a lot more aggressive. 


He takes off running, Yuma joining him by his side. He shoulders her jokingly and she does the 
same. The breeze blows onto his wet nose and eyes, feeling wonderful as he runs. The freshness 
makes his serotonin skyrocket and he smiles. His tongue sticks out like a dog with its head out the 
window and he looks at Yuma, feeling free. Seeing the city twinkle from above with no worry is 
the best part of his runs with Yuma. He missed this. 


Yuma looks over at him with the same wide doggy smile, shoving his shoulder. They both pant 


through each step, releasing hot breath in front of them. She speeds up, catching the lead. 
He shakes his head and runs to catch up to her. 
Inhaling the fresh air of Hosu city he feels contempt for the first time in two weeks. 


Everything is well. 


“The recent tests done with C-34 failed with complications, sir.” 


Looking through the bars of a tight, claustrophobic cage, he sees a few men walking around with 
lab coats. C-34. He doesn’t remember his real name, nor anything else outside these walls. 
Needles, blood, and horror. All C-34 has known is fear and the ways of a doctor's greed. The ways 
of a demon in hell- Lucifer's little toys. 


A sigh. “As expected.” 


The putrid smell of blood makes C-34 feel sick. Even though the lab has been cleansed with every 
cleaning agent ever made, it still haunts his nose. 


C-34 watches as he walks past his chambers, arms behind his back. He crouches down suddenly to 
look into C-34’s eyes. A finger taps at one of the metal bars. C-34’s head lowers anxiously. 


He stands with a sigh. “Our formulas have proved to be better through each test done, but if we 
want a mutation that can bend easily to alterations..” 


“You need the wolf,” the man in the lab coat chimes in, flipping through papers on a clipboard. A 
finger pushes up the glasses perched on his nose. “I understand the urgency. As we continue to use 
your test drugs, our subjects either reject it, or it overwhelms their bodies- leading to death. We 
need a better host for these drugs, as well as one that has the data you once lost. With more of 
Cerberus, we won’t need to worry about unnecessary bloodshed, and we can finally move to our 
final steps.” 


He nods, humming behind that hideous mask. “We only continue to play the guessing game so 
long as Cerberus stays out of my grasp. That wolf has important data in its veins. Too important to 
let run free for much longer.” He stands, turning to face his servant. 


“You were recently informed the wolf could possibly be a student at Yuuei if I’m correct?” The 
man in the lab coat asks, pushing his glasses up again. 


C-34’s head moves side to side, looking at the people outside his cage with alertness. 


He nods. “I hope you and your men are prepared to sit in front of a screen for hours because the 
sports festival is our best bet at pinpointing our target.” His hands fix the dress shirt under his suit. 


The man in the lab coat looks down at the clipboard in his hands. “How will you know? We don’t 
know how the child has adapted to their quirk, and animalistic mutant quirks have become more 
common. It will be difficult to pinpoint if a kid with wolf-like powers is actually the wolf we are 
looking for, especially when the sports festival holds hundreds of students.” He straightens his 
back. “Do you have the medical records from the hospitals you’ve done tests with?” 


“T did, but my partner at the time had erased all existing data of anything related to my studies with 


this drug.” 
“So...what do you have in mind, sir?” 
C-34 watches him take four deep, loud steps forward. 


“My partner may have done an efficient job at hindering me, and she may have damaged 
something in my brain temporarily, but her actions didn’t erase everything. I still have the memory 
of the expected stages a host would experience going through if the drug were to be successful.” 
He takes in a breath. 


“The first stage is obvious cell mutation and DNA alterations. We have seen that happen already. 
The child's quirk must have mutated slowly- it makes sense since we never saw the wolf until 
almost a year ago. Again, hypothesis, but stressful events tend to force manifestations, so I’m 
hypothesizing that the child’s cell mutations excelled as a reaction to something big to make up for 
the unbalanced chemical compositions in their brain. Possibly the sludge villain catastrophe.” He 
grabs a notepad and a black pen from the table to the right, clicking the pen. “According to my 
predictions, after the even more stressful events of USJ, they should have encountered phase two: 
rapid cell mutation and blood discoloration.” 


Writing down with scrawly handwriting, he continues with the hypothesis. 


“When a body is put through stress and traumatic experiences, it reacts. Because of the appearance 
change, according to Shigaraki, that phase has already happened. One thing we should look for 
during the festival is blood that isn’t red like it should be.” A pause. He looks up at the scientist, 
watching the man nod. 


“Now for phase three: gradual loss of human speech, or at least irrationality and aggressive 
behavior.” He scratches at the paper once again. “We’ve achieved this sort of thing in most of our 
drugs. It’s a side effect of the use of animal DNA. So, I would look for a student that’s acting a 
little out of sorts. We don’t know if that phase will happen at the festival or after, we also don’t 
know if they have trained to work around it, but it is wise to look for it anyway.” 


God, the poor kid.. C-34 thinks to himself. Whoever this Cerberus is, they’ ve got hell to prepare 
for. 


“Yes sir,” the man nods. “What about the other phases?” 
“Not important for now. If phase three is proven as true, then we will move onto the rest.” 


“Understood,” the man responds, looking over at C-34 briefly. It puts a chill down his spine, 
causing him to back up to the very back of the cage. His crocodilian tail presses against the cold 
wall in discomfort. “What are we to do with C-34 sir?” 


C-34 flinches. 


He hums in thought. “His body may have rejected our drugs, but that doesn’t mean he cannot be 
put to use. Put him in the ring with the others, if he does well he could be...” He pauses, glancing 
at C-34 with a sour eye. “Promoted... Promoted from lab rat to weapon.” 


“Yes sir,” the man nods, placing his clipboard down. C-34 watches him walk to one of the walls, 
feeling nervous and even more on edge. Weapon? What does he mean by weapon? Ring? 


Grabbing a long staff from the wall, the man in the lab coat approaches the cage. 


“Vado.” Latin slips from the man's tongue as he opens the cage door- squeaky and painful to the 
ear. 


C-34 looks at the staff and at the man. He tilts his head. 


“Vado!” The man yells, pressing a button on the side. The tip of the staff buzzes like a small taser. 
C-34 almost laughs until the staff fully charges to its potential. A crackling hum of electricity 
ignites from the top and spreads down to the middle. It pops and cracks bright blue and white. He 
can practically feel the heat from its charged bolts as it dances around the staff dangerously close to 
his face. 


Glancing behind the man, he is standing with his arms crossed, looking at C-34 with an insidious 
smile. It’s psychotic. 


C-34 looks at the staff. 


Sighing, he swallows and obeys the leverage in front of him. He would rather follow the man into 
the unknown hallway ahead than stay in the same room as him any longer. 


Only God can save the poor boy they speak of. His future may be sealed. Just like C-34’s. 


Just like others before him. 
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YAHOOOO 
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“Tzuku! Are you ready?!” 
Izuku sighs, sitting up straight from slipping on his socks. 


“Yeah, Pll be down in a minute!” Izuku hollers, grabbing his bag from the end of his bed. He 
unzips it to check for his usual full count of supplies- rummaging around through the dull yellow 
fabric. Yep, everything's there. For a second, he stares down at his bag with a blank stare. He 
exhales and rubs a free hand over his eyes. He literally checked over his bag four times last night 
after getting home from hanging out with Yuma. Groaning he zips the bag and throws it over his 
shoulder. 


Once he woke up this morning, his nerves resurfaced like bile jerking from a stomach. It’s not that 
he isn’t confident in himself- Dai made sure to reassure him more than his own mother- but 
knowing the luck that he’s had already this year, something will bite him in the ass. His nerves are 
so bad that for some apparent reason, he thinks that forgetting a damn binder- that he doesn’t even 
need- will cause a butterfly effect leading to his doom. Hell, the festival is supposed to be fun, and 
all he’s doing is shitting himself. 


Standing, Izuku slaps his cheeks with his hands. He’s come too far to fold to pressure and 
nervousness. 


“Tzuku?!? His mom calls- worried that he’ ll be late. 


“Coming!” Izuku shakes his head and swings his door open, running down to meet his mom at the 


front door. He swings around the corner, finding his mother standing with her hands in front of her- 
clasped together gently. Izuku smiles at her as he grabs his shoes from the floor. 


“ll be watching you on the TV, and Dai messaged to assure me that she will keep an eye on you,” 
his mom says softly. 


Izuku slips on his shoes, tapping them on the hardwood. 


“T’m confident that she will,” he snorts. “Are you still alright with hosting dinner with them 
tonight? I know all four of them can be a lot sometimes.” 


“Oh, of course, I always enjoy their company,” his mom says, tilting her head with a smile. 
Izuku nods, adjusting his backpack strap. 


His mom unclasps her hands and reaches out, squeezing his shoulder. “Do your best, honey. Ill be 
cheering you on.” 


Izuku’s smile widens. 
“Thanks, mom.” 
Dai is excited for Midoriya. Thrilled, even. The kid worked hard. Very hard to be here. Plus, she is 


fortunate to be here to watch him in person instead of on a screen. But..it’s been a while since she’s 
been in a crowd like this. Crowds this large are always..triggering... 


And Jesus, pushing past those reporters at the entrance was horrible. 
She stays inside during the day for the most part for a reason. 


Dai bites the inside of her cheek as she and the Oni walk through the busy entrance. Fireworks 
crack and explode above them, people loudly chatter and heroes walk through the paths up and 
down. Up and down. 


An arm wraps around her shoulders as they walk through the front pathway, littered with booths 
filled with merch and sweet treats. She keeps her gaze forward, sighing. 


“You gonna be ok?” Hiroto mumbles, keeping Dai close. His hand squeezes her arm, reassuring 
her. She looks up at him, watching his other hand fiddling with his mask. 


“Yeah..yeah I'll be good.” 


Her eyes dart around the area out of habit, noticing Yuma branch off from the group in distraction. 
Dai fights the urge to facepalm, they should have bought a child leash for her or something, they 
can’t afford her getting into shit she shouldn’t be in. 


Hiroto notices her worry for her. 


“Let her have fun, it's a rarity to do this kind of thing. She’s excited,” Hiroto says, keeping his arm 
around her. They both watch her talking to a man behind one of the booths, smiling like a kid at a 
carnival. 


Yuma runs up to them from the booth seconds later, holding a little box of steaming Takoyaki. Dai 
sometimes forgets she’s still young. 


“Do you guys want any? The guy gave me extra,” Yuma says, stabbing one of them with a 
toothpick. “Festival food always hits different.” 


Dai snorts at her joy. “Sure, [’Il take on-MMph!” 


Mid-sentence Yuma shoves one into her mouth without warning. She glares at Yuma, mouth full. 
It’s hot, but as she chews, the saltiness and texture of the treat brings her nerves down a little. Hot 
food is always a comfort, even if it’s shoved into her mouth. 


Yue pops her head out from the other side of Hiroto, pointing to herself. Yuma perks up and runs 
over to share her snack with Yue. Hiroto giggles as the two excitedly walk and eat. 


“Feel better?” Hiroto says, half laughing at the two still. 

Dai swallows, rolling her eyes. 

“Just try to relax, or at least look relaxed,” He pats her arm and let's go- leaving the half embrace. 
“Easy for you to say,” Dai jokes. 


Hirot huffs a laugh. “Nah, I’m currently trying not to shit myself right now, but I’m just better at 
hiding it than you.” He winks, getting a scoff out of Dai. She shakes her head, smiling at his 
teasing. 


“Dai,” someone calls. 


Dai brings her gaze forward in the direction of the new voice. Eraserhead’s waiting for them at the 
front of the stadium, arms crossed. 


“Ah shit, are we in trouble?” Yuma asks, mouth full with Tokoyaki. 
They all stop as they reach the hero, confused as to why he was waiting for them. 


The hero shakes his head. “I convinced the principal to save spots for you above Class-1A. I 
assumed you’d want to keep a close eye on the problem child,” Eraserhead says, voice mellow. 


Dai’s eyebrows raise. “That..that would be great actually, thank you.” 
Eraserhead nods, uncrossing his arms. He points a thumb behind him. 


“T’ll show you the way, the seats above the students are always less crowded for safety reasons. I 
put that into consideration due to your dislike of largely populated places.” 


Dai looks at the hero, baffled. 

“No wonder the kid favors you,” Yuma chimes in. 

Eraserhead turns and they all prepare to follow him and make a journey to their seats. 
“Oh and, one more thing,” Eraserhead adds, turning his head to face them. Stopping. 
“The kid’s safety is a priority,” Eraserhead signs. 


Everyone blinks at him. Dai thought Bakugou was the only one that knew sign...looks like you 
learn something new every day. 


Eraserhead digs a hand into one of his pockets, pulling out a small little device. He tosses it at Dai. 
She catches it, observing it. The others lean in to look at it as well. 


The thing that was thrown at Dai is a small earpiece. She cocks her head to the side, looking up at 
Eraserhead. 


“Tf anything seems off while you’re in there, let me know. I'll do the same.” 

He points to one in his ear. 

Dai looks at the tool one more time, before nodding and sticking it into her ear. 

“We appreciate your help, Eraserhead,” Dai says. 

“Tt’s the least I could do.” He nods, turning his head back around. “Now, there’s no point in us just 
standing in the front. The kid’s got a festival to win.” 

There is.. 

A lot of people here. 


Izuku is walking shoulder to shoulder with Bakugou as the class- as well as the rest of the first-year 
classes- head into the stadium. The crowd cheers and screams as the students walk in clumps and 
situate themselves in front of the podium. Izuku’s hands are slightly shaking at his sides, 
illustrating the anxiety trying to regurgitate itself. This is a lot. 


It’s absolutely ridiculous how much space this school really has. 
An elbow smacks his side. 
“Try not to look like you’re gonna piss yourself,” Bakugou mumbles- annoyed. 


Izuku rolls his eyes. “Thanks for the advice, you’re really helpful,” he responds, looking at the 
podium. The sound of heels clicking grabs most of his class’s attention. 


Midnight- the R-rated hero- marches up to the top of the stage, whip in hand. He hears some of his 
classmates as well as other students mumbling to themselves at her appearance. 


“Welcome to the Yuuei Sports Festival!” 


The crowd goes feral. The boost in loudness makes Izuku’s neck twitch- there are so many people 
here. 


“Now, before we begin,” Midnight pauses, pointing her whip out in front of her. He doesn’t like 
that it’s pointed right at him. “Representing the students here today is Class- 1A’s Midoriya 
Izuku!” 


He knew this was coming, but Izuku still feels like passing out. He’s not prepared, not even a little. 
Some of his classmates gawk at the representation, as well as Izuku being the speaker. He can feel 
a couple of shoulder pats and cheers from his class, but Izuku can’t find himself walking forward. 
He doesn’t know what to say. He swallows and tries to step forward- struggling as eyes glue onto 
him. 


Bakugou scoffs at Izuku, before shoving him forward. The force on his back almost makes him fall 
face first, but he sticks with the momentum and keeps going- pushing his way through the crowd. 


Turning his head back he glares at Bakugou for the harsh push, getting a middle finger in return. 


Izuku walks up the concrete stairs with heavy feet, meeting Midnight at the middle where the 
microphone is located. Swallowing, he looks up at his teacher nervously. Noticing his shaking 
hands, Midnight places a hand of her own on his upper back-gently. 


“Being nervous is normal, just take a deep breath,” she whispers, patting his back. She lets go, 
backing away so he can have space, leaving Izuku to stare up at the thousands of people staring at 
him. Doing as Midnight said, he inhales deeply. 


The crowd’s noise decreases to a mumble, leaving things almost deadly silent. Clearing his throat, 
Izuku grabs the microphone in front of him and lowers it to his liking. He tries so hard to keep it 
from screeching- embarrassment is the last thing he needs right now. 


Izuku closes his eyes and exhales. 


“Um..I-I didn’t really come prepared..” he says, listening as his voice echoes to each person in the 
stands. His hand's fiddle in front of him. “B-but here goes nothing...” he says quieter. The stadium 
is deathly silent. 


““A-as depressing as it sounds, I-I didn’t think I’d make it this far in life, let alone make it into 
Yuuei...It’s hard, life, school, quirks ,” he pauses to take a breath, listening to his heartbeat in the 
silence of the stadium. He brushes a curl from his face. “I think a-a lot of people here can agree on 
that. Maybe you’ve been told that your quirk isn’t strong enough, flashy enough, h-heroic 
enough..that because of the physicality of your quirk, you couldn’t possibly make it. I know I 
certainly have.” Izuku pauses again. His eyes dart to the side, leading him to turn his body around 
to face the students instead of the crowd. He adjusts the mic and sighs. He feels a little better 
looking at a smaller crowd. 


“But..a good friend- mentor- once told me that quirks should be perceived. We live with them as a 
part of ourselves- as tools, weapons, lifesavers - It all just depends on how you want to perceive 
and use them. These tools we were given are ours. They are ours and only ours.” He cautiously 
waves his hands around as he talks, trying not to fiddle with them nervously as he looks down at 
his classmates and more. “We came here to Yuuei to hone them- to find and comprehend how we 
want to use our tools in the future. Who we want to be in the future.” He points out to the crowd, 
feeling his fingers shake slightly. 


He pauses for a second, swallowing. 


“You may have a flashy quirk, or you may not. The unfortunate reality of our world is that yeah, 
society prefers flashy or heroic quirks. It’s how we were conditioned since the dawn of quirks- it’s 
bull shit. But..as my mentor said, quirks shouldn’t be considered the heroes, but the person holding 
it.” He’s a little all over the place, but that’s what he gets for not preparing. 


Izuku sees a few students nod- soaking in his words. 


“T-I guess what I’m trying to say is that..no matter the quirk you possess- whether that is flashy, 
small, or even nonexistent- we all came here for a reason. We all want to learn about who we 
could be in the future. Someone that helps, a stopper of crime, a rescuer, doctor, support 
technician, whatever .” He brushes another piece of hair from his face slowly. “Quirks shouldn’t 
dictate who you are as a person, but the hard work, acts, motives- everything that makes you, you 


”° 


Izuku’s eyes scan over the wave of students- his own class in particular. He finds Uraraka giving 


him an encouraging smile with a thumb up. Kirishima doing the same, but with a wider and 
toothier smile. Izuku exhales, letting a small smile come upon his own face. 


““S-so..to conclude this I guess..fight today for yourselves. Show the people here- show the world- 
who you are, and who you want to be. Show everyone who you want to be through your actions, 
your perseverance, and your hope. Show the pros here what kind of hero you want to be. Show 
everyone why you want to be a hero. Not whether your quirk makes you a hero or not or if your 
quirk is the best of the best.” Izuku smiles wider at the students below him, finally feeling the 
energy of the festival ahead. “Let’s show the world who we really are.” 


It’s quiet for a moment. 
A clap. 
More claps. 


The students and audience roar in excitement, clapping and cheering. It’s deafening and adrenaline- 
inducing. Exhaling with relief, Izuku feels all the pressure in his body deflate. He smiles, backing 
away from the microphone. 


“Beautiful speech Midoriya,” Midnight cheers with the crowd. “What a way to really bring out the 
excitement.” 


Izuku awkwardly nods, before shuffling down the stairs quickly to join his classmates and get out 
of the spotlight. He didn’t fuck up, which is good on his part, but that was probably the most 
nerve-racking moment of his life. 


“Midoriya, that was amazing!” 
“Man you’ve got a way with words!” 
“Dude, good job!” 


His classmates chatter enthusiastically in Izuku’s direction, patting his back with smiles. It brings a 
warmness into his chest. Like butterflies fluttering- only in a gentle and less violent manner than 
the ones that appear in his stomach from time to time. 


“T think everyone and their mother knows you didn’t prepare, because your stuttering was ass,” 
Izuku hears Bakugou snark next to him. “But at least you didn’t shit yourself.” 


Izuku rolls his eyes. “Thank you Bakugou, I really tried.” 


Grabbing the students' attention, Midnight cracks her whip with eagerness. The students quiet to 
mumbles. 


“Now that we are riled up..” She licks her lips, bringing the whip up to point above. 
“Here’s the fateful first game!” 


A projection lights up brightly above her, displaying a spinning image- almost appearing to be a 
randomizer. Izuku watches in curiosity as it lands on its destination. 


In bright yellow letters, the words Obstacle Race come to light. 


Izuku’s face brightens like the screen in front of him. 


Oh hell yes. 


“Here at Yuuei, we believe in granting students to use their quirks freely and creatively when the 
time comes for it. So..let’s see how these students handle the obstacles thrown at them.” She 
winks, moving her whip around with passion. The clacking of the cuffs on her wrists echoes into 
the mic. 


“Students! To the start gate!” 


Izuku feels like he’s vibrating. The continuous nerves he once felt are dissolving away. Obstacle 
course? Yuma literally trained him for this. Running on buildings, dodging flying objects- more 
specifically trash cans - and adapting to whatever obstacle that appears? 


Izuku just might be excited. 
A smile cracks on his face. 


Very excited. 


Everyone gradually gravitated towards the start gate, anticipating for the call to start. 


Izuku debated squeezing to the front, but a lot of things changed that option for him. It appears the 
first obstacle is the thin hallway everyone has to squeeze through. The practicality of it isn’t 
awesome. So, instead, he keeps himself at the very back for now. He noticed that if he’s in the 
middle, there’s a chance he’ ll get stuck, and if he’s in the front..glancing at a clump of people in 
front of him, his eyes fall onto Todoroki’s hand- more specifically the cold one. He knows the guy 
is powerful, and very well trained. His hand looks ready, and Izuku doesn’t want to fall victim to 
its blast. 


That’s all he knows about the guy. He’s Endeavor’s son, he’s powerful as hell, and he doesn’t 
really..talk that much. The most interactions he’s had are in-class training and USJ- when he 
wasn’t even Izuku at the time. 


“Ready...” 


Izuku is snapped into focus. It’s quiet. All but the sounds of breathing and the heartbeat in his 
chest. 


“Start!” 


The students take off into a sprint, racing to be the first ones through the tunnel. Shoving, pushing, 
elbowing, Izuku watches as everyone in front of him fights shoulder to shoulder like a pack of 
hungry wolves. Izuku only stays jogging in the back, aware. 


Yuma had always told him to stay behind if anything seemed off. Rushing in will only lead to 
downfall. 


Any second now.. 


His body lowers as he runs, preparing. The air turns cold before the tunnel is completely enveloped 
in ice. It’s so cold, the air turns frosty- swishing and swaying like steam in a pot. Students scream 
in alarm, getting stuck in the unexpected trap, while others like Bakugou, Aoyama, and Yaoyorozu 
react quickly- getting out of the mess. Now’s his chance. 


Izuku exhales a long, long breath and flexes his hands, shoving energy down into them as well as 
his legs. His shoes and lower half of his pants rip into a mess of fabric. Yeah, he saw that coming. 
Now sprinting, Izuku leaps into the air as he enters the tunnel. Similar to the entrance exam, he 
twists his body and clings onto the frozen walls. Using his claws like snowshoes, he propels 
himself forward in an awkward run on all fours. As he runs, he sees a large group of people stuck 
in Todoroki’s ice, struggling and unable to get out. The guy’s smart, he’Il give him that. 


Izuku’s eyes meet the light. Pushing off from the wall, he jumps over a chunk of frozen students. 
Landing- roughly- the ice below his claws explodes outward, shattering like broken class. 
Exhaling, he sprints on two, continuing to use his feet like cleats. He passes Mineta as well as 
others trying to run on the slippery ground. In front of his shorter classmate, is around four people 
holding someone up like a king. That’s...odd. He recognizes the purple-haired kid on top. But he 
can’t remember where...Shaking his head, he passes them as well as Mina, who’s a little more 
successful due to her acid. Her face shows shock as he speeds past. 


“Woah, Midoriya that’s sick!” She yells, struggling to skate her way towards the end of the ice. 


He smiles as he runs on, finally meeting dirt. The sound of ice breaking is no more, but the crunch 
of dirt under his nails. The now stable ground retains his mobility, helping him catch up to the 
group of people running ahead. Focusing in front of him, Izuku notices something. 


Shit. 
The people in front of him halt, staring up in horror. Izuku should have seen this coming. 
Ground rumbling, metal creaking. 


The outrageously huge zero pointers from the entrance exam- as well as smaller two and three- 
pointers by their wheels- are staring each student down with an intimidating glow in their eyes. 
Izuku doesn’t stop running. This is fucking ridiculous..he huffs, pushing past some of the people 
frozen in fear. Of course, they had to include these things. 


The sound of Present Mic’s pitchy voice over the announcements rings in Izuku’s ears, but he tunes 
out what the hero is actually saying. 


“Big fucking robot was a good description I guess,” Yaoyorozu mumbles as Izuku passes her. He 
fights the urge to snort from the comment. 


At the front, Izuku sees Todoroki lean down and place a hand on the ground. That causes Izuku to 
stop. He knows that the moment his classmate readies for a blast- especially for something that 
big- getting in the way will only be a disadvantage to Izuku. 


The ground cracks under Todoroki, before exploding and crackling like a frozen geyser. Whipping 
his body to the side, Todoroki swipes his hand and releases an enormous amount of ice towards 
the robot, freezing it instantly. He immediately takes off, running between the robot’s frozen in 
place legs like that was the easiest thing on the planet. Izuku exhales all the oxygen he held in 
momentarily. Todoroki isn’t a student playing a fun game like most people, he’s a trained soldier 
in the field- strong, emotionless, and robotic. 


It’s disturbing . 
“Ts it that easy?” 


“T guess we just follow him.” 


Some people mumble, joining behind his multicolored classmate. Izuku doesn’t move though. 
Todoroki isn’t stupid, he wouldn’t give other competitors an advantage. Others don’t think the 
same way though. 


Looking up at the now frozen statue, Izuku sees ice crack. His eyes widen, hearing the robot’s 
limbs creak and moan. It’s unstable. It’s going to fall . Right as the thought echoes in his brain, the 
robot tips over. Izuku’s eyes dart down to the ground below it, noticing Kirishima directly under its 
falling body. Oh my god, he’Il be crushed. 


The robot’s body groans as it falls in slow motion. Shoving more energy into his legs and arms, 
Izuku moves. With now larger enhancements, he runs on all fours to gain momentum before 
launching himself at the redhead. Kirishima notices him and the robot at the same time- showing 
visible panic. Tackling him, Izuku shoves Kirishima out from under the robot’s falling body. 


BOOM 


The ground shakes, stirring dust into clouds and blinding Izuku’s vision. Izuku squints his eyes, 
before shaking his head and making sure his classmate is ok under him. 


Kirishima groans, rubbing his head. He notices Izuku on top of him, blinking in confusion. 


“Are you ok Kirishima? You almost got crushed,” Izuku asks, standing up to give him room. He 
kind of forgot how much taller and lankier his enhancements make him. 


Kirishima looks up at the now defeated robot on the ground behind them, sighing in relief. 
“Yeah man, I’m totally fine thanks to you.” 


Izuku nods, looking behind him. Bakugou is blasting himself in the air, followed by Sero on his 
tail. He’s gotta move. He reaches out a claw to Kirishima, offering a hand up. His classmate 
doesn’t even hesitate. Smiling, Kirishima grabs a couple of his boney fingers and allows Izuku to 
hoist him up. He is so much taller than him, it’s almost awkward. 


“Thank you Midoriya-” he pauses and his eyes look down. 


That makes Izuku nervous. He whips his head around to check and see if there’s anything behind 
them. No..there’s nothing so why- he has a tail. 


Izuku’s eyes widen. Oh my god. God he hates it when he grows a tail in this form it’s so 
embarrassing- 


“Your quirk is so cool dude,” Kirishima says in awe, watching as Izuku’s tail swishes behind him. 
“Oh,” Izuku responds, a little shocked at the comment. 


More people begin to climb over the robot’s corpse, bringing Izuku and Kirishima back into game 
mode. 


“Shit- well thanks again and good luck!” Kirishima yells before pushing off into a sprint. 


Izuku watches as the redhead makes his way to the next robots in line. Izuku feels his tail flick 
again before a smile stretches across his lips. 


Someone lands behind Izuku, startling him. Out of alarm and habit, he whips his tail and makes 
contact with something. A yelp. 


Izuku cringes as the person he hit runs past him. It’s Ojirou. 

“Nice shot, you’ve gotta teach me that!” His classmate hollers as he rubs his shoulder in pain. 
He wasn’t mad. And he wasn’t scared. Neither was Kirishima. 

Letting out a half-laugh, Izuku follows behind to catch up with his classmates. 

. M0. 


His friends. 


“Anything yet?” 

A scribble. 

“No.” 

Another scribble. 

“Tt’s hard to tell with this many students.” 

“God, I can’t believe the boss is making all of us watch the festival. ve got work to do.” 
“Do you want to complain to him?” 


C-34 groans, cracking his eyes open. He got knocked out pretty bad in his last fight. Nose brushing 
the cold bars of a cage, he adjusts his neck. Hissing, his head gets shot with a wave of pain. 


“C-34’s up.” 
One of the lab coat men turns their head around to look at him. 


“That’s not a priority right now,” they say, bringing their attention back to the lit-up screens on the 
walls. 


“Why is it here anyway? It should be in the lab or the holding cells,” another asks, looking down 
at their clipboard. 


“Tt suffered a pretty bad head injury so it shouldn’t be left alone. All of us have to be here so no one 
can watch it in its cell.” 


“Hm.” 


C-34 blinks, looking up at the screens the clump of men are staring at. There are at least ten people 
in here. 


Is that the festival they speak of? 

He remembers flashes of it in his memories. Watching it on a tv somewhere. But it’s vague. 
“Wait wait look.” One of them points at a screen with their pen. 

“Dog features?” 


“Those aren’t normal dog features.” They pause the one screen, tapping at the image with their 


pen. 


C-34 squints, finding a boy on the screen with long hairy legs and arms. He might have a tail too 
but it’s hard to see from this angle. 


“Yeah, hairy legs, claws, and a tail, congrats you cracked it. There are probably hundreds of people 
with quirks like that,” one speaks up. 


“So far out of the students competing, he’s the only one with a quirk like that.” 
A scribble. 

“Name?” 

“Midoriya Izuku, he’s the one that did the opening speech at the beginning.” 
“Hm...” 


“Keep an eye on him, he seems a little more on the skilled side. But that doesn’t mean stop looking 
at the other students competing.” 


“Will do.” 


C-34 watches the biggest screen- the live one- with dry eyes. The boy with the dog-like features 
tears into robots left and right, showing off visible experience and training. There’s a smile on his 
face. Excitement. Ignorance. C-34 swallows a huge lump lodged in his throat. 


That smile might not stay long if you’re who they're looking for, kid. 
That tight rope shit was awful. Present Mic called it “the fall”. Yeah, awful. It took Izuku longer 


than he would have liked, but he made it to the end. A lot of his classmates are still struggling to 
make it across without falling, while some surprisingly made it to the other side quickly. 


Huffing, he runs up to the next obstacle. His arms and legs are sore, and it's becoming very 
difficult to hold his power like this. He’s never gone this long in a half transformation, especially 
after the new mutation- it’s taxing as hell. 


He heard Mic on the announcements say something about mines.. 


A bright puff of pink smoke explodes into his field of vision. A student screams, flailing in the air. 
Another and another. 


Land mines. Great. 
Looking to the ground, Izuku notices that they are everywhere for the next half mile. 
Another student is blasted into the air, spinning in a cartwheel. 


They aren’t real land mines, obviously from the color and the lack of power behind them. Looking 
ahead, Izuku notices Bakugou and Todoroki hauling ass. They're pushing and shoving as they run 
and blast through the mines, aggressively competing for the first place spot. He needs to catch up 
and quickly. 


Darting his eyes around, Izuku tries to think of something he can do. He can’t just run across, it’s 
too risky. 


Another person gets launched into the air. 
Wait..can he- 


A lightbulb goes off in his head. If these explosions are basically painless- more so for show and to 
slow people down- then he can use these to his advantage. 


Looking around the edge of the minefield, he pushes out a tiny amount of energy into his nose. Not 
a lot to alter his appearance, but enough to change the intensity of his senses. 


A dog's nose can smell explosions, after all. 


Moving his head around, he sniffs the edge of the field. Maybe there’s some hidden further below 
on the edges... 


He does this for another few seconds before- bingo. Face lit up in excitement, he moves his hands 
to the ground and digs. 


This probably looks weird as shit, but he doesn’t think about it. The way he digs resembles a dog 
looking for a bone it buried in its backyard- eager and excited. 


People pass him with confused looks, and he gets a few ‘what the hell's' but he keeps digging his 
nails into the dirt. The further he goes, the softer he digs- he doesn’t want to set one off on 
accident. 


Silver glints as he digs more and more. 
Jackpot. 


Brushing some of the dirt out of the way, Izuku finds around eight mines stuck together in a 
clump. 


Letting out a breath, Izuku gently wraps his tail around five of them- holding them close. He grips 
the other three in his hands, and he backs up. 


This might hurt. Or it won’t. 
That’s for him to find out. 
Exhaling a short breath, he runs forward towards the field once again. Well, here goes nothing. 


Jumping as high as he can with the strength in his legs, he flings his body forward and up. Flexing 
his tail, he starts to descend to the ground. Inhaling, he cracks his body forward into a flip. His tail 
releases the bombs, launching them at the clump of mines hidden in the ground below. 


BOOOOOM 


In less than a second, an explosion the size of a building shoves Izuku up higher and higher, faster 
and faster towards the end of the field. The force of the shove almost gives him whiplash, but it 
was well worth it. 


The feeling of flight is both horrifying and freeing- the wind blowing at his face and in his hair. It’s 
great now, but this issue is the landing part of his flight. 


Izuku looks down as he flies like a torpedo in the air, seeing Todoroki and Bakugou with a mix of 
horror and confusion on their faces. Izuku passes them. 


“Midoriya takes the lead!!” 


Noticing Izuku’s lead now, they panic. It seems Todoroki stopped caring about not giving the 
other students an advantage because he releases a large patch of ice on the ground. 


Izuku starts to lose momentum and height, growing closer and closer to the ground. Shit, he’s not 
going to make it to the end of the field. He still has three mines left in his hands, but he needs to 
think about where he throws them. 


Todoroki and Bakugou gain on him quickly. They are no longer fighting each other shoulder to 
shoulder, but rather fighting to beat Izuku to the finish. 


Izuku shakes his head. Fuck it. 


Tossing two of the mines behind him, they explode and send him as well as his two classmates 
tumbling forward. 


Izuku flies forward and rolls onto the ground with grace- not a lot of grace. 


Skidding on the ground he hops up, turning to face his classmates. Bakugou looks pissed and 
Todoroki doesn't exactly look happy either. 


Izuku pants, feeling his arms and legs shake. 
They both scramble to their feet after Izuku. 
Shit. 


Izuku digs his feet into the ground and runs towards the tunnel in front of them- listening as 
Bakugou gains on him with pops of explosions and Todoroki follows with his ice. 


Izuku is fast, but he’s also tired. He’s exhausted both mentally and physically from holding his 
quirk like this for so long, and it’s taking everything in him to not let it all go. 


An ice-cold hand grabs his upper arm. 


That was probably a mistake on Todoroki’s part. When Izuku isn’t totally focused on his 
surroundings, if something grabs him he enters hardcore survival mode. Wolf or not, he always 
goes for the blow. 


Alarmed, Izuku strikes Todoroki with his elbow. Hard. He spins, throwing the last mine in his 
hand directly at Bakugou who’s trying to speed past them. 


“SHIT!” Bakugou screams as it explodes right into his stomach, launching him backward. The 
combination of Bakugou’s nitroglycerin and the mine creates so much smoke it feels and looks like 
a battlefield. 


Izuku immediately after throwing the mine, swung his body around and side-swiped Todoroki to 
the ground. Landing with a bang, his classmate chokes from the wind being thrown from his lungs. 
Without thinking of what’s ahead- only from experience- Izuku pins Todorki down by the neck 
with a clawed hand, growling. A drop of acid sneaks its way from his clenched, sharpened teeth, 
and lands on Todoroki’s uniform. It sizzles, making his classmate look at him with wide eyes filled 
with realization. Smoke swirls around them from the explosion like a prison- pink and foul. 
Todoroki wheezes out a breath, placing a hand on Izuku’s arm- covering it in a thick layer of frost. 


Izuku lets out a snarl. 

Todoroki immediately let's go. His hand hovers there as he looks right up at Izuku, eyes softening. 
“Midor-” Todoroki chokes out. 

“Deku!” 

Snapping out of it, Izuku gasps and lets go of Todoroki’s throat. 

“T-I’m so sorry, I-I-” he whispers before immediately turning to run to the finish. 
Todoroki follows, shaking off the moment they just shared. 

Izuku pants hard as he runs as fast as he can to the finish, rubbing the arm covered in frost. 
I can’t believe that just happened- 

“Deku you fucking dumbass!” Bakugou screams from behind him. 

“T’m aware, Bakugou!” Izuku yells back, adding speed to his stride. 

“Who will it be!?” Present Mic’s voice echoes through the tunnel. 


Izuku moves to all fours, increasing his speed. The light grows close. The smell of smoke from 
Bakugou’s palms grows close. The sound of ice crunching grows close. 


Squinting his eyes in preparation, Izuku launches himself into the blinding light, landing in not dirt, 
but soft grass. 


“Midoriyaaaa!!” 
The crowd goes nuts. 


Izuku lifts himself partially, breathing in and out so hard it feels like his heart is going to pop. 
Confetti explodes all over the stadium, joining the loud roars of the audience. 


“Todoroki takes second with Bakugou in third!” 
More cheering. 


Izuku looks up at the audience with wide eyes. People are screaming, cheering, jumping in the 
stands. Shoving the energy in his body up, he lets his limbs return to normal. His shoes are gone, 
and his pants are a little shredded. He wasn’t allowed to wear his costume to the festival, so this is 
going to suck. 


“And now, they’re all finishing one by one!” 


Shifting his body to a seated position, Izuku plants his hands on the ground and looks up- 
continuing to catch his breath. He’s too worn out to even celebrate, not to mention he almost 
merked Todoroki a minute ago. 


Looking to the side, he sees said classmate standing with steam rising from his right side. His 
hands are on his knees as he pants to also catch his breath. Sliding his eyes to the side, Todoroki 
looks right at Izuku- not with anger or sadness, but something Izuku can’t explain. 


Izuku feels like cringing. He hasn’t even had a proper conversation with the damn guy yet, and he 
already tried breaking his neck. So much for properly making friends this year.. 


A hand reaches out in front of Izuku. Looking up, Bakugou is breathing hard, visibly annoyed. 
Izuku exhales, grabbing his sweaty hand. 


“You’re annoying as shit, I can’t believe I got third to you and ice hot,” Bakugou mumbles while 
pulling Izuku to his feet. “But Jesus fucking Christ you are really stupid. I’m more amazed than 
mad at your ability to fuck yourself over. Again. ” 


Izuku places a hand on his face. “I don’t know what happened- I think him grabbing me triggered 
something and I freaked out,” he whispers, dragging his hand down to rub his eyes. 


“Well, you better figure something out quick,” the blonde sneers, glancing at Todoroki. “Because 
you’re either unbelievably fucked, or he didn’t catch on. Not to mention you better hope to fucking 
god the cameras didn’t pick that shit up.” 


Izuku sighs as Bakugou stomps off. 
Izuku looks over at Todoroki again, before placing both hands on his face, groaning in frustration. 


He’s so fucked. 


“Ok, what the fuck just happened?” 


Dai is standing with her hands clenching the railing. That last part of the race was probably the 
most stressful moment of her life. The kid fucking won but the look on his face on the feild doesn’t 
look like he enjoys it. 


Dai looks at Yuma, who just asked the very question she had been wondering too. Right after the 
kid threw that last bomb at Bakugou, the cameras fuzzed up and got covered in smoke, so there 
was no way of seeing what the hell happened after that. But whatever did happen... 


“Dai,” Hiroto joins her side and whispers. “Look at the one with the multicolored hair.” He points 
a finger down at the student. 


Dai squints, noticing the kid with the half and half hair looking at Midoriya. That’s Endeavor’s son 
if she’s correct. Midoriya and Bakugou are glancing at him with caution- visibly showing that 
something happened during the ten seconds the camera was out of commission. It takes her a 
second. 


Her face goes numb. 

“Oh. Oh shit.” 

Toshinori leans forward in his seat, observing as the students file into the stadium one by one. 
They all did wonderfully, showing off their abilities to adapt and overcome. Incredible quirks and 


smart behavior- this year's first years are really something. His eyes mostly focus on one in 
particular. 


Midoriya Izuku.. 


Nedzu had first mentioned the boy during entrance exams, pointing him out in the large group of 


students. He’s extremely talented for his age, and he placed first with the most rescue points any 
student has gotten in years. It’s not necessarily the power and skill behind this boy, but more so his 
actions. 


Toshinori hums, placing a hand on his chin. 


The boy’s an odd one. Unlike most of his classmates, he shows no care for Toshinori. The better 
wording for it is that Midoriya doesn’t look at him with admiration and awe like his classmates. He 
looks at him with revolt and annoyance- eyes narrowed, a sneer on his lips. It’s..really strange. 


He’s never met the kid before Yuuei, so he really has no clue why he’s so pissed off at him. It’s 
unsettling thinking about it, considering the only people that look at him like that are villains. Did 
he do something wrong? 


Toshinori shakes his head. 


No matter. The kid’s speech, as well as his actions during the race and through class? The boy may 
show visible disgust towards him, but he truly shows what it means to be a hero- and Toshinori 
wants that. 


There aren’t a lot of possible candidates open. 
And he’s running out of time. 


He might just have to have a conversation with Midoriya after all... 


Chapter End Notes 


My entire body is decomposing. 

-My friend and I made a keto cake out of curiosity a couple of days ago. Don't ever 
fucking make a keto cake it was the most disgusting thing ever and was a disgrace to 
all baked goods. 

-My friend cracked my other friend's windshield with a bat trying to hit a small crochet 
baby yoga off the dashboard. 


A good ol work story update from the past week: 

-we were so severely understaffed that some nights it was just me and one other 
person serving 30 dementia patients. 

-A lady named Pidgeon got mad at us for telling her when dinner is. She walked into 
the kitchen to tell us "shes a big girl" while holding a plate with peas on it 

- Someone asked for a block of cheddar cheese. That's it. 

-I dropped a drink glass and it exploded. There was still glass on the floor two days 
later. 

-A resident called coke "cock" 

-Paramedics show up twice 

-my boss threw away all the drawings we made at the hostess stand so in response we 
drew Megamind and frogs everywhere 

Bonus story from a few months back that still makes me laugh to this day: 

-[ watched a caregiver get stabbed in the vagina with a fork by a lady in a wheelchair 


I will now include work stories in every endnote bc I find my suffering hilarious. 


Till next week lol 


The Chain 


Chapter Summary 


The second round of the Sports Festival babyyyy! 


Chapter Notes 


So you know how I said I'd post this sooner this week? Yeah, that was a fucking lie. 


Truth be told, I really did have the chapter almost done- and then my brain decided 
that I hated it so I scrapped the whole thing and had to start from scratch. 


Also, no art :((( school has been annoying as hell. This week my creative writing 
teacher threw a fucking lemon at me?? I mean ok Lary but it's 8 am and I am trying to 
write a fanfiction right now. 


This weeks song is The Chain by Fleetwood Mac 


Hopefully, you guys enjoy it! :') 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Izuku got new pants. That’s the only thing good right now. 
Calm down Izuku, it’s fine, everything is fine. 


42 pairs of eyes from all around are glued on Izuku, both wary and judgemental. It was something 
he saw coming. People don’t really like winners, especially hero students. It’s better than the looks 
of disgust and horror he would get from civilians. The looks villains get. But not when he’s 
essentially a black sheep. 


There are times in life that making mistakes is ok- it’s a normal human occurrence. 
Izuku didn’t just make a mistake. He fucked up. 


Izuku’s eyes slide over, green meeting one blue and one grey. The eyes stare a little too close for 
comfort. Swallowing, Izuku turns his head forward to avoid the stare- feeling every ounce of 
pressure on his shoulders shove down. At the corner of his vision, Todoroki starts to shuffle 
through the crowd, closer and closer. The emotions on his face are nonexistent- blank and nothing. 
It makes Izuku uncomfortable. 


Why did it have to be Endeavor's son? Just why? 


Lips pressed tightly together, Izuku prepares for the worst. Yelling? Disgust? Sympathy? Fear? It’s 
like gambling with someone wearing sunglasses. He can’t tell what he’s thinking and it’s torture. 


“Midoriya-” 


“Well done to all the 42 students that qualified for the next round!” Midnight announces, standing 
in her usual spot. 


The stadium screams, interrupting whatever Todoroki tried to say. Izuku glances back at him with 
caution- fist clenching. 


Izuku is torn. It is really that impossible for him to not expose himself? Hurt anyone? Fuck himself 
over? 


He was insanely lucky with Bakugou. 
But is Todoroki going to be the same? 
The screen from before lights up, showing everyone who qualified. Izuku’s eyes look up carefully. 


“No worries if you didn’t make it, we still have other opportunities today for you guys to shine.” 
She winks, licking her lips. Pointing her whip at the screen again, she places a hand on her hip. 


“Now for the real fun to begin.” 


Huh... 
This.. is different. 


A typical second-round game in the Sports Festival is a cavalry battle. It happens almost every 
year- most likely on purpose. But, not this time. The second-round game deals with team exercises, 
so there aren’t a lot of games that can directly apply to that. So, when Izuku saw capture the flag on 
the screen, he wasn’t really surprised. But it was odd seeing a game besides the CB. 


It’s not really a normal game of capture the flag though. No two big teams, but multiple small ones. 
Judging by the numbers, there should be at least eleven or twelve. 


Kind of like capture the flag and flag football mashed together, each team must defend and guard 
their flag while also running around and attempting to steal others. Everyone runs around like a 
game of intense tag, only with teams to defend and steal. 


One member of the team wears a belt-like one from capture the flag, and written on the outside of 
the flag it’s attached to is a number. The number is each person's point value added up. When a 
flag is stolen, it will be added to the belt- making things more and more difficult the more belts are 
added. So, it’s a game of strategy, focus, and precision to snag the right flag, while also trying to 
keep yours in the 15 minute time span. 


In the end, the four teams with the most belts qualify for the third and last event. 
And the points...are what concerns Izuku. 


Points were assigned to everyone after the race, counting up five from the last place participant. To 
say Izuku almost shit himself is an understatement. 


10-million points strapped around his waist is the equivalent of throwing chum into a sea of sharks. 
So, of course, no one wants to be his partner. It’s only been a couple of minutes, but he’s already 
being treated like the plague. 


Essentially, it will be a bloodbath fighting for the flag Izuku holds. 


As Midnight had explained in the rules, teams at least need to be of two. He just needs one person. 
One. 


“You’re doing it again.” 


Izuku sighs, glancing to the side. “Doing what again, Bakugou?” Izuku says to his “friend” 
standing next to him- arms crossed. 


“Shitting yourself,’ Bakugou snarks. 
“Well, sorry if I’m nervous.” Izuku rolls his eyes. 
“Don’t be.” 


Izuku’s face scrunches in annoyance and confusion. “Did you just say to just not be nervous?” 
Izuku scorns. “Great idea, let me just tell my brain no, not today.” 


He watches as a few people walk past them, looking for teams to join. 


Bakugou lets out a tisk and turns his body. “If you’re worried about half and half, don’t waste your 
energy. The bastard clearly hasn’t said anything to anyone yet.” 


Izuku looks at Bakugou, blinking. “Yeah, yet.” 


It’s Bakugou’s turn to roll his eyes- only a lot more aggressively. “I can’t stay to babysit your 
dumbass, because unlike you, I’m taking this shit seriously.” Bakugou turns his body to walk 
away. 


“T am taking this seriously though, Bakugou. You think I’m not trying?” Izuku says, losing his cool 
a little. 


“T didn’t say you’ re not trying dipshit.” Bakugou turns his head. “I’m saying to quit moping around 
on your mistakes and just fucking go. Are you seriously going to let this one thing fuck with your 
concentration?” 


Izuku looks at Bakugou with his mouth slightly agape. 


“Tf the prick tells someone, then we deal with it /ater. Right now, you better pull that head out of 
your ass and put your all into this competition. I’ve wanted to kick your ass for a long time, so you 
better suck it up.” 


“Wh-” 


Bakugou walks away before Izuku can formulate a sentence, let alone verbalize it. That was a slap 
to the face. 


Izuku looks at his bare feet, blinking with slight confusion. 
Oh. 


Bakugou’s..right... and he feels like gagging for admitting it. Taking a deep breath, he exhales 
loudly- releasing everything off his shoulders for a second. 


He’s gotta pull it together for fucks sake. He’s made it too damn far to fold. 


Apparently, he forgot that and needed a hot-headed blonde to remind him. Clenching his fist, Izuku 


looks up and breathes in and out harshly once again. 

Just breathe. 

Just go forward and breathe. 

“Dang, what was he so salty about?” 

Izuku flinches at the new voice behind him. Almost- out of habit- sprouting claws. 

He relaxes instantly when he realizes who it is. “Oh, hey Kirishima.” 

His classmate stands pretty confidently in front of Izuku with a natural smile on his face. 
“You got room in your team?” he asks, almost getting a laugh out of Izuku. 


“You are the first one here so count yourself lucky,” Izuku says with a hint of sarcasm painted on 
his tongue. “Why me?” 


“You kicked the whole class’s ass day one, not to mention you really helped a guy out during the 
race. Joining your team just sounded right.” Kirishima shrugs. 


“Well..ok yeah, that would be great,” Izuku says, half smiling. 


“Hey, Midoriya!” A familiar feminine voice calls from the other direction. “Hope you still have 
room for one more.” 


Izuku and Kirishima look over, seeing Uraraka jogging up to the two with an excited smile. Izuku 
starts to feel the pressure inside melt away from the sight. Relaxing. 


“Of course, Uraraka,” Izuku says, nodding his head as she comes close. 
That’s two people now. Much more than he expected. 


Izuku opens his mouth when someone touches his shoulder. Turning around, mouth still open, his 
eyes meet dark, obsidian feathers. 


“T hope I can accompany you as well, Midoriya,” Tokoyami speaks nonchalantly. 
Izuku’s eyebrows raise. “I-of course,” he says, slightly startled by the presence. 


It catches him off guard, no doubt. He and Tokoyami haven’t really spoken that much in class, but 
he won’t complain. The long-distance attacks his classmate can provide are perfect. And, well, it’s 
nice to have support. 


Izuku smiles at his- now- full team. He might actually have a shot at this. Eyes slipping to the side, 
he finds Bakugou across the arena looking back- a team of his own by his side. 


Eyebrow raised, Bakugou moves his hands. 

“Better not choke, bastard.” 

Shaking his head, Izuku rolls his eyes and lifts his hands up in response. 
“You can’t beat my ass if I do, you said so yourself.” 


Kirishima looks at the two, confused. 


“Ts that some secret bro-code or something-” 

“PFFFF,” Uraraka snorts, covering her mouth as she lets out a quick laugh. 
“That’s sign language, dummy.” 

“Ohhhh.” 

Izuku chuckles with his group, hovering a hand over his stomach. 

He really likes this...the normalcy. 


He almost completely forgot about Todoroki. Which...is still a problem he can’t completely forget 
about, but he’s going to try and ignore it as Bakugou said. Because what’s the point of being here 
if he’s not even going to have some fun? 


“Team choosing time is up! It’s time to collect your belts!” 
Everyone looks to the podium where Midnight stands once again. 
Welp. 


Here we go. 


“Where’s the boss? I haven’t seen him at all since the festival started.” 
“Couldn’t tell you, all he said was he was working on something for later.” 


A couple of lab coat men stare down at clipboards, tapping pens against the paper in thought. 
Tapping and tapping. 


Scribble. 


C-34 tiredly leans against the wall of his cage, exhaling. The smell of ink and cleaning supplies in 
the room begins to hurt his sensitive nose- scrunching it. He shivers from the cold metal against 
his fur and sensitive head, but it could be worse. 


He could be in there. 


His concussed head still throbs, so he tries his best to move with caution in his limited space. His 
eyes blink slowly- dry and tired. 


“Second round is starting, make sure to keep a close eye on that Midoriya kid.” 


Crossing his front legs over one another, C-34 places his head down on top. Nails clicking on the 
metal, he sighs. 


Come on, kid... 


Tightening the belt around his waist, Izuku breathes carefully. 
The teams are spread out evenly, in their zones- ready for the count down to begin. 


“Players ready!” 


“T’m counting on you guys,” Izuku mumbles, bringing his hands out defensively and readily. “Let’s 
do our best.” 


“Three!” 

His team nods, looking forward in concentration. 

“Two!” 

“Let’s do this.” 

“One!” 

The alarm blares. 

“Start! !1!” 

As if the gates in a horse race fly open, everyone scatters. 


Izuku’s team takes off in a full sprint, immediately avoiding the teams charging towards them at 
full speed. 


It’s a mess. 


“Everyone stay close around me,” Izuku says calmly. He glances down at the flags brushing 
against his leg, the 10-million hitting against his left thigh as he runs. “Our main goal is to 
defend.” 


Groups scramble around the vast arena, most coming straight for Izuku. Fortunately for Izuku, 
teammates can’t go ten feet away from each other- meaning they all have to stick to the same pace. 


Turning his head around, Izuku notices a group from 1-B right on their tail. 
“That 10-million is ours!” one of them shouts, smiling wide with determination. 


“Midoriya they’re gaining on us-WOAH!” Kirishima suddenly screams in alarm, ducking his 
head. 


Izuku looks to the left, immediately dodging something flying towards his own head. He half 
backbends, almost making Uraraka smack into the back of him. Whatever shot towards them 
comes again, only for the belt around Izuku’s waist. Eyes wide, Izuku moves his hips forward to 
avoid it, nearly tripping. 


Izuku looks up and finds Jirou’s team in hot pursuit from the left. Her ear jacks ready for another 
attack. 


Izuku curses internally as he tries to pick up the pace. His teammates aren’t as fast as him, so the 
group from 1-B is gaining on them quickly. And they will be done in no time if they fall behind. 


Looking back again, Izuku notices the guy at the front in the 1-B group stomp his foot down on the 
ground with aggression. 


Rippling and sloshing, the ground in front of him turns to mush like quicksand. Or in other terms, 
the tar in Izuku’s dreams. 


Izuku inhales as the now liquidy ground catches up to them as well. Dodging another flying ear 


jack, Izuku huffs. 


They aren’t going to make it far if they don’t speed up. Shaking his head, Izuku decides on 
something that better fucking work. 


“Sorry in advance for this,” Izuku says a little louder than a mumble. 
“Wait what-” 


Once again like the race, Izuku grows tall, claws large and sharp, legs long and furry, and a tail- 
only much larger than before. He does it too quickly, forcing a wince from clenched teeth as his 
spine aches from the pressure. 


The ground under them begins to soften, bringing Izuku to panic and grab Uraraka and Tokoyami 
with his larger hands. Running forward and out of the slush, Izuku wraps his tail around 
Kirishima’s torso and yanks. He books it, barely escaping the trap behind. 


They’re out, but Izuku can’t exhale in relief just yet. 


“Oh my god, this is so WeEIIIRD!” Kirishima yells from the back as Izuku picks his pace up, 
trying to keep Kirishima still in his grasp. His eyes dart to the side, watching as Jirou launches her 
ear jacks back for more. 


Shit. Letting out a growl, Izuku looks to Tokoyami. 
“Tokoyami, Dark Shadow!” Izuku yells, running a little quicker. 


Tokoyami hums, letting Dark Shadow out. His sentient partner swishes to the side, guarding Izuku. 
Moving a dark claw, Dark Shadow swipes Jirou’s ear jacks out of the way. 


“Shit, Midoriya’s too fast!’ Sato yells as Izuku speeds past and away from their team. 


Izuku skids to a half-halt once they get by themselves- for now. Panting, he releases his teammates 
to the ground as gently as possible while continuing on. In the process, he shortens his legs slightly 
to compensate for the height difference between him and his team. Plus, the higher his hips are, the 
easier his flag can be stolen. It would be a game-ending mistake if he stayed like that. 


Looking to the side, Izuku watches as students collide. Snatching flags, scattering. A majority went 
after the people that placed third and fourth- Bakugou. Seemingly going for the smaller fish first. 


“That was too close,” Uraraka exhales as she moves to Izuku’s right side. 


“T agree, I’m glad you thought of something so quickly Midoriya,” Tokoyami adds, Dark Shadow 
by his side. 


“Tt was all luck,” Izuku comments. He was really lucky he executed that so fast. They’d be four 
feet in the ground by now if not. It was nerve-wracking as hell. 


Still panting, Izuku glances back at Kirishima. “You good Kirishima?” 


The redhead nods, looking a little disoriented. “Oh for sure, I just wasn’t expecting you to grab me 
like that.” 


Izuku nods back. “I’ve never actually fully grabbed anyone with my tail, so I’m glad it worked.” 


Kirishima’s eyes widen a little. “That was the first time you- LOOK OUT!” He screams, alarmed at 


something in front of them. 


Izuku’s head turns, immediately jumping to the side with Tokoyami and Uraraka as a bright purple 
ball flies past them and Kirishima- who’s currently ducking, hands over his head. 


Adjusting immediately- hair brushing over his eyes- Izuku catches Shoji running straight towards 
them, arms held back with stretched skin covering his back like a tent. Izuku almost raises a brow. 
Where did- 


Almost too fast to process, a tongue flies straight towards Izuku’s belt from the inside of Shoki’s 
prison. 


Oh my go- 


Out of reflex, Izuku grabs it and squeezes tight, inches away from his hip. It’s slippery and hard to 
hold, nails almost piercing it as he grips tighter. 


A screech in shock and pain. Izuku releases, letting it retreat. 


Kirishima lifts his head as Uraraka and Tokoyami stand closer to Izuku, cautious of the threat that 
runs towards them. 


The crowd's cheers increase in volume, the ground nearly vibrating from its loudness. 


Izuku squints, noticing Mineta and Tsuyu poking their heads out of the small window from Shoji’s 
skin- weary. 


Huh, cavalry style. Smart. 


Izuku doesn’t get time to think of anything else. Dozens of Mineta’s balls are thrown out of the 
opening like ammunition. Left and right Izuku dodges, ducks, jumps. His teammates do the same, 
copying Izuku’s movements. But it’s hard in a group. They almost bump into each other and barely 
dodge as more and more are thrown their way. 


God damn it. 


Izuku curses internally as Tsuyu’s tongue returns. It comes a little too close to his face this time, 
just barely tickling a piece of hair on his head. 


Izuku dodges, jumping to the side. Huffing, he notices Shoji now way too close for comfort. Shit. 


“Guys,” Izuku exhales out as he swerves out of the way from another ball. “I need you all to drop to 
your stomachs when I tell you to.” 


He’s (sort of) got a plan, and he’s going to need his teammates to stay low and out of the crossfire 
for it to work. 


“What?” Kirishima responds, almost getting bitch slapped in the face by Tsuyu’s tongue in the 
process. 


“T need you all to stay low when I give the ok, I have a plan.” 


“Hahaha! Your flag is ours, Midoriya!” Mineta confidently cheers from inside Shoji’s protection, 
throwing another cluster of balls. 


“Midoriya!” Tokoyami yells, ducking. 


“Just wait!” He yells back. 


The distance between Izuku’s team and Shoji’s shrinks. Izuku’s playing a dangerous game right 
now, especially with quirks like Tsuyu’s and Mineta’s. 


Izuku’s eyes focus on the open gap. Slimy pink shoots out, and now’s his chance. 
“GO!” Izuku yells. 


His teammates drop as if the word grenade was shouted- hands placed on the ground and stomachs 
flat. 


Before Tsuyu’s tongue can make contact, Izuku grabs it again. Twisting his wrist, he wraps it 
around his arm and gets low. Tsuyu lets out a squeak from the pressure on her tongue, trying her 
best to wiggle it free. Eyes sliding over a little, IZuku waits for Mineta to make his decision. 


“Shit!” his short classmate yells, grabbing balls from his head to release another rapid-fire. 
“NnO!” Tsuyu tries to yell with her tongue being held, but it’s delayed. 


Mineta throws at least four before Izuku swings Tsuyu’s tongue side to side. Like Izuku hoped, the 
balls stick to her tongue like glue. 


Shoji screeches to a stop, taken off guard. Izuku then unwraps Tsuyu’s tongue, letting go. Her 
tongue retracts like a tape measure, leading her to shriek loudly. 


Bullseye. 


Shoji’s eyes widen right as the balls attached to Tsuyu’s tongue make direct contact with his face, 
causing him to flinch back in alarm- grunting. 


“What the-” Shoji says, accidentally grabbing one of the balls with a hand. His shields crack open, 
exposing Tsuyu and Mineta. 


Izuku cringes. It worked but that team is stuck like that for the next few minutes. 

“Guys go, let’s go!” Izuku yells, backing up to help his teammates up and off the ground. 
I can’t believe that worked. 

Helping everyone to their feet, he huffs. “We gotta move.” 

Getting nods in return, they pick back up to a run. 


Before getting too far, Izuku runs by Shoji and slips his hand in the opening exposing Mineta and 
Tsuyu- snagging the flag around their belt. 


Might as well have some backups. 
“Sorry Tsuyu!” Iuzku yells as they run away from the tangled mess of a team. That had to hurt. 
“Iss oay!” Tsuyu yells back, muffled and hard to understand. 


“That was genius Midoriya,” Kirishima pipes up from behind as they run around the corner of the 
arena. 


“Brutal,” Dark Shadow mumbles, followed by an elbow shove from Tokoyami. 


Izuku chooses to ignore that, keeping his focus on their surroundings. About eight minutes 
remain..that’s it. Looking down, the ten million still stays- flapping against his thigh through each 
step. Moving his hands, he sticks the new belt close by. 


“Good idea grabbing the belt, we should probably grab a few more for safety measures,” Uraraka 
says, running by Izuku’s side. 


Izuku nods, agreeing. 


It’s been seven minutes, and already the whole team is taxed. They almost got caught three times 
in that time period. Three. Not to mention they’ ve all basically been running this whole time since 
the festival started. Izuku’s body is starting to ache again. 


Moving through the arena swiftly, Izuku’s team does a decent job at avoiding every team that 
attempts to come near for the next couple of minutes. Whether that’s picking his teammates up, or 
allowing Dark Shadow to defend- swiping his large claws or using his black mass of a body as a 
shield- they make it work. 


“Damn, I don’t think I’ve run this much in my life,” Kirishima says, exhausted. “My legs feel like 
they’re gonna fall off.” 


“Someone likes to complain,” Dark Shadow teases, floating next to Kirishima. 
Kirishima’s mouth falls open, eyebrows creased. “You don’t have /egs , I'd like to see you try.” 


Dark Shadow snickers, moving to the other side of the group- scanning the area for any new 
groups. They don’t have much time left, so there is a chance they might- 


“Deku!” 
Nevermind. 
Everyone’s heads turn to the back and to the right in the direction of the feral scream- startled. 


Bakugou’s group is sprinting at full speed towards Izuku’s group- Mina and Sero are on his wings, 
trying to keep pace with Bakugou. Seemingly, Dark Shadow didn’t notice them at first because 
they are coming in hot. 


“Not taking it easy on me I see!” Izuku yells before accelerating. 

“Taking it easy my ass!” 

“Midoriya, what do you want us to do?” Tokoyami asks, speeding up to catch up with Izuku. 
Izuku huffs, glancing back again. Sero is..wrapping his tape around Bakugou’s arm? 

“T don’t-” 

BOOM 


Bakugou explodes into the air, Sero’s tape attached to his arm like a fishing line. Sero almost joins 
him in the air from the quick acceleration. Mina grabs his arms, yanking him down to keep him 
grounded. Struggling for a second, the two adjust and follow after their teammate. 


“What the hell, is that even allowed?? What happened to the ten feet rule?!” Kirishima yells. 


“Tt is!” Midnight yells from across the stadium. “He’s technically connected to a teammate, so it 
counts!” 


“Oh come on!” 
Izuku’s mind flashes an idea. 


Izuku turns his head to look at Dark Shadow- who’s swiveling around Tokoyami as they run. If 
Bakugou could do it, they could as well, right? 


“Tokoyami, I’m gonna need Dark Shadow to pick me up,” Izuku says, glancing up at Bakugou 
blasting his way through the air towards Izuku. 


Dark Shadow cocks its head to the side. 
“Dark Shadow, do it,” Tokoyami commands, panting as they run around the edge of the arena. 
Listening to the order, Dark Shadow swishes over and scoops Izuku up and off the ground. 


“T need you to grab one of my arms and swing me like a bat when I say so, ok?” Izuku asks, getting 
a nod from the bird shadow. 


“Midoriya are you insane?” Kirishima questions as Bakugou plummets towards them. 
“Probably.” 
Bakugou notices Izuku’s decision, letting a competitive smile stretch across his face. 


“Oh, it’s on you piece of shit!” Bakugou sets off two explosions behind him, propelling him 
forward quicker. 


“Dark Shadow now!” Izuku yells, feeling the bird's hand grab his right forearm tightly. 


Jumping up, Izuku lets Dark Shadow wind him around to the side. Feeling his head rush and limbs 
swing, Izuku readies for impact. 


Right as Bakugou gets within a few feet of Izuku, Dark Shadow swings Izuku around like a one 
handed hammer throw- minus the throw. 


Izuku extends his leg outward and crack! His foot makes direct contact with Bakugou’s neck, 
forcing a choking sound from the blonde. Right as his foot nails Bakugou, his leg is grabbed by a 
hot and sweaty hand. Izuku’s leg blows out of the way, his body swinging back around awkwardly. 
Fucking ow. 


Before Bakugou can fall, he reaches a hand out and grabs the flags around Izuku’s belt, yanking 
them free. Izuku feels the tug, eyes widening. 


Shit! 
“Bakugou’s team has stolen the 10-million!!” Present Mic screams. The audience loses it. 
Sero begins to retract his tape, bringing Bakugou back as well as the 10-million. 


“T thought you were better than that, Deku!” Bakugou yells as he flies back. 


Izuku lets out a tisk as Dark Shadow adjusts back to carrying him. His team changes course, 
heading towards Bakugou’s team instead. 


“Tokoyami, how far can Dark Shadow go?” Izuku says quickly, looking down at his classmate, 
feeling the adrenaline in his veins pumping. 


“T don’t know, I haven’t been able to test the exact limit,” his teammate responds, huffing a 
frustrated breath. 


Izuku growls as Bakugou almost fully makes it back to Sero and Mina. 


“Whatever, we’ll risk it. Uraraka make Kirishima float,” Izuku glances back at Uraraka, giving her 
a quick order. “We will do what we just did, only P’ll hold Kirishima’s ankle and send him towards 
Bakugou.” 


Both Kirishima and Uraraka nod without a word in disagreement. Uraraka taps Kirishima’s 
shoulder, allowing Dark Shadow to grab Kirishima and bring him to Izuku. 


Sero and Mina catch Bakugou, cheering for the gain of the 10-million flag. 


“Dark shadow, go towards Bakugou as fast and far out as you can, then when I say, swing me as 
you did earlier and I'll do the same to Kirishima,” Izuku says, gripping Kirishima’s wrist to keep 
him from floating off. 


Without even arguing, Dark Shadow obeys Izuku and blasts forward like a jet taking off. Izuku’s 
grip on Kirishima’s arm tightens as they fly fast through the air and towards the blonde. The 10- 
million is still in Bakugou’s hands, so they are going to have to go straight for the flags on his belt- 
right on the front of his right thigh. 


“Now!” Izuku yells as they get close. He grabs Kirishima’s ankle, spinning him around so his 
teammate is faced forward. 


Bakugou looks up at Izuku, mouth open and brows furrowed. 
“Oh no, you fucking don’t-” 


Dark Shadow swings Izuku like before, Izuku repeating this action with Kirishima. Whipping back 
around, Kirishima hardens his arms, stretching one out. 


Bakugou lets off an explosion right into Kirishima’s face right as his own flags are pulled and 
separated from his belt. 


“GAH!” Kirishima yells, retracting his hand and face back from the blow- gripping onto the flags 
with a death grip. 


“Go, Dark Shadow!” Izuku yells. The bird immediately turns around, speeding Izuku and 
Kirishima back to Tokoyami and Uraraka- new flags in their possession. 


“You piece of shit!” Bakugou screams. 
“You can keep the 10-million!” Izuku yells smugly. “We’re good with these!” 
Uraraka and Tokoyami screech to a halt, waiting for them to return back. 


“Release!” Uraraka yells, turning her quirk off and letting Kirishima’s feet touch the ground. 
Kirishima shakes his head, hair singed at the tips with hints of soot sticking to the skin on his face. 


“WHHO! Wow, that was a rush!” Kirishima yells as they pick back up to a run. “That was wayyyy 
too close for comfort.” 


Izuku huffs, clipping the new flags onto his belt. They’re in third now, but it’s better than last. Not 
to mention, it takes the pressure of defending such a high point value off their shoulders. It's almost 
a blessing. 


“What a turn of events!” Present Mic announces once again. “Bakugou and Midoriya switch places 
on the board!” 


The ground shakes from the excitement in the crowd. Clapping, feet stomping, and raw throat 
screaming. 


Turning his head back, Izuku watches as Bakugou runs off in the opposite direction, pissed off. 
Bakugou’s at first, so he’s going to have to guard that flag with his life now. It's like a curse being 
passed onto different hosts. 


Panting, Izuku looks up to the screaming crowd- eyes now noticing bright, red flames. Endeavor is 
standing high and mighty, tall and proud- with a putrid look upon his face. 


Izuku’s lip raises to a sneer. 


Without thinking, Izuku lets out a low growl, getting a weird look from Tokoyami in the process. 
He only stops baring his teeth when he realizes the hero isn’t even looking at him. Izuku raises a 
brow. Following his gaze, Izuku locates Todoroki’s team running towards one from 1-B not too far 
from them. Yaoyorozu, Iida, and Kaminari on each side of him. And from what Izuku can see, 
Todoroki keeps glancing at his father. His left fist is clenched- shaking. That’s..his side with fire, 
right? 


Izuku stares at him with focused eyes, changing course slightly. He doesn’t know why he keeps 
looking at Endeavor- with an angry fist nonetheless. Izuku’s going to make the assumption that he 
hasn’t said anything yet, considering Endeavor hasn’t tried to wring Izuku’s neck out in the middle 
of the stadium. But it’s not that that confuses him the most. It’s that.. he’s never seen Todoroki use 
his fire before. 


It’s. 

Weird. And, well. 

Izuku hates to admit it, but... 
It’s familiar. 


Uncomfortably familiar. 


Shoto, to put it simply, is having a crisis. 

To be fair though, when is he not? 

“Todoroki, what’s the plan?” Yaoyorozu asks, slightly out of breath. 
Shoto shakes his head, snapping out of his thoughts. 


“Create a pole for me, lida get ready to speed up,” Shoto says briefly. “The rest of us will use our 
wheels,” he finishes, looking at Kaminari and Yaoyorozu. 


“Got it.” Yaoyorozu nods her head, bringing a hand to her stomach. 


Shoto glances to the side for the hundredth time. The old bastard won't stop looking at him. Letting 
out a tisk, he shakes his head again and looks forward. 


He can’t tell him. He won’t. He refuses. 
Cerb-Midoriya... 


His eyes...he was in pain. He was scared. And the way he held Shoto’s throat- tight and angry- was 
from experience. And not the good kind. No one with a normal life would grab someone autopilot 
like that. 


Something Shoto knows all too well. 


Yaoyorozu taps his shoulder. Looking to the side, she hands him a pole she just pulled from her 
skin- shiny and solid. 


Grabbing it, Shoto brings the temperature down dramatically, freezing half of it over. 
He just wishes Midoriya would let him speak. 
“Yaoyorozu,” Shoto says, readying his feet as he runs. 


She nods, pulling a little device from her pocket and pressing its button. Like Shoto prepared for, 
his shoes pop out small roller skate heels from the soles. His balance is thrown for a second, but he 
adjusts. 


“Woah-shHilT,” Kaminari panics, almost falling right on his ass from the new adjustments. 
Shoto reaches back and grabs his arm, stabilizing his body as they roll forward. 
“Whew, thanks man,” Kaminari thanks him. Shoto only nods in response. 


“Tida,” Shoto says, little emotion present in his vocal cords. His teammate nods, bringing his body 
down in preparation. 


Shoto adjusts the pole in his hands, redying. Yaoyorozu grabs lida’s shoulder, Kanimari doing the 
same. Shoto grabs Kanimari’s arm, gripping onto the pole with his other hand. 


Engines roaring and puffing steam, lida takes off into a fast sprint towards the team that runs in 
front of them. 


Shoto’s hair blows from in front of his eyes and behind, cold. 
“Circle around them,” Shoto says, crouching down as he and his team roll behind Iida. 


lida obeys his command, circling around the team. Shoto exhales a cold breath, placing the tip of 
the pole on the ground. Ice spreads from the pole to the ground, sprouting jagged shards of ice like 
small, rigid mountain tops. Getting lower, Shoto grips onto Kaminari’s arm tight. lida turns sharply 
in front of the team, the wheels on their feet skidding in the dirt harshly. Sticking the pole out 
farther, Shoto’s ice reaches close enough to the team’s feet to spread up their legs and freeze them 
into place. Trapped. 


The team grunts in frustration as they attempt to pull their frozen legs from the icy trap. 


lida loops around again, only closer like a shark circling its prey. The flag on her belt is on her left 
thigh, ready for taking. Shoto drops the pole and leans out farther- leading Kaminari to struggle 
with holding him. Shoto reaches out and...got it. Ripping the flag from its belt, Shoto and his 
teammates' retreat. 


“Damn it!” The girl with the bright orange hair yells upsettingly. 
“Good grab, Todoroki,” Kaminari says, pulling Shoto up straight. 


Shoto nods, sticking the fourth flag on his belt. It’s best to have extra on them, because who knows 
how easy someone can grab one without him noticing. 


lida turns halfway around the circle again, changing course quickly. 

His teammate glances back at Shoto, releasing his focus for half a second. 
Big mistake. 

Shoto looks up from Iida’s eyes, immediately widening his own. 


“IDA WATCH OUT!” Kaminari yells, letting go of both Shoto and Iida. He loses balance and 
tumbles to the dirt, rolling like he just jumped out of a car. 


Everyone was too distracted at the moment to notice Midoriya’s group running past them- not even 
aware of their presence. Well, that really fucking backfired. 


Midoriya’s head turns to Shoto’s team, looking absolutely horrified at what’s about to come. He 
can’t move out of the way either. 


And soon enough. 


Bang. 


“IDA WATCH OUT!” 


Izuku’s head turns to the side in alarm from the loud scream. His heart drops to his feet as he 
realizes this is something even he himself can’t get out of. 


Todoroki’s eyes are all he sees. 
And soon enough. 
Bang. 


Like being t-boned by a truck, Izuku’s team goes flying. Tumbling to the ground in a mess of 
limbs, Todoroki’s group crumbles and slams on top of them- stirring up dirt left and right. Izuku 
hears Uraraka yelp, along with a few grunts and yells from others. Dark Shadow even gets caught 
up in it. 


The tumbling completely stops, leaving every ounce of his body to ache. Coughing, Izuku groans. 
His back is on the ground, arms and legs trapped under a mess of tangled limbs. 


“What just happened?!” Izuku hears Present Mic announce loudly- ringing in his ears. 


Izuku opens his eyes fully, finding one blue and one grey eye staring directly down at him in a pin- 


hand on his shoulder. Todoroki is breathing heavily, mouth slightly open. 
It scares the shit out of Izuku. 


Without thinking, Izuku cracks his neck to the side and bites Todoroki’s left arm with razor teeth. 
Hard. 


The taste of metallic enters Izuku's mouth as Todoroki howls, retracting his hand and splattering 
blood. Following the crimson flowing from his skin is smoke, and then flame. It’s heat, and it’s 
power reminds him of times he felt like he was burning alive. The heat and the power. Izuku looks 
up at Todoroki, and in the same moment, Todoroki looks down at his own arm in horror. 


Not even caring who’s on his legs right now, Izuku kicks them off- freeing his tail and legs. 
Someone gasps in alarm as Izuku sucks in the energy located in his legs for a second, allowing him 
to slip his legs between Todoroki. Pushing that energy back out, Izuku plants both feet on 
Todoroki’s stomach and pushes. 


Todoroki is launched over Izuku’s head and back, flipping over and slamming onto the ground 
once again. His flame goes out. There is so much dust it’s like the race all over again. 


Coughing, Izuku flips over, elbows on the ground. Something grabs at the back of his belt and pulls 
at its fabric. A chill runs up Izuku’s spine. 


Snapping his tail like a whip, he smacks whoever’s hand that was there with a crack. 
**Ah-”’ 


Izuku immediately scrambles, now standing. Kirishima groans, lifting himself as well- helping 
Uraraka up quickly while Dark Shadow brings Tokoyami to his feet. 


Sidestepping out of the way, Izuku looks down at his belt. The belts are still there. He exhales. 
Jesus Christ. 
“What the fuck was that ?” Kirishima asks, exhaling aggressively. 


“We need to get out of here,” Izuku wipes blood from his mouth. “Now .” He spits a wad of red to 
the ground, trying to get the taste of metallic from his tongue. 


No one questions it, they just nod. Their team runs off right as Todoroki’s teammates lift 
themselves to their feet. 


Izuku looks over at Todoroki on the ground. His classmate is on his knees, holding his bleeding 
arm in pain while looking at it like it started to rot. He looks angry, upset, and terrified at the same 
time. And not at Izuku, but more so himself. 


He’s disgusted. 


And for some reason Izuku feels his heartache, joining his tired muscles and bones. 


Shit kid.. 


C-34’s eyes glance up at the screens. This Midoriya Izuku kid’s team had qualified for the final 
round- placing third out of fourth. Color him impressed, the kid’s talented. Very. 


“Nothing else happened with the kid, so are we really sure this kid is the right one?” 
“Don’t doubt the child's skill in hiding. Just wait for the finals.” 
“T agree.” 


A new voice comes walking in from the door. Its tone and deepness squeeze C-34’s chest. It’s 
him. 


“Oh sir, there you are. Where have you been?” 


The lab coat men turn their heads towards the door. The tails of their coats swishing from the 
movement. 


Heavy, long steps head towards the screens- the darkness of the room leaving him looking like a 
silhouette. 


“T was working on something with an old acquaintance.” A hand digs into the pocket of soft dress 
pants. A silver device is pulled out, shiny and new, and not even the size of a flask. “It could aid 
our assumptions.” 


His thumb rubs over the slick sides of the object with focus. 
“How so, sir?” 
He looks at C-34, head down and still, before opening the top of it with the thumb. 


Without a second to think, pain consumes his body like water. C-34 screams bloody murder as a 
retched high-pitched sound rings in his brain and squeezes every organ in his body. The veins in C- 
34’s limbs are on fire like his blood was turned to molten lava. What is that sound? ? 


Standing to his feet, he slams his head against the metal side of the cage, scratching at his ears and 
neck- nails tangling in his thick mane. WHAT IS THAT?! 


In the background of C-34’s manic episode, roars and screeches of pain echo in the holding cells 
from the room over. Dozens of creatures howl in intense pain for seconds, hurting C-34’s ears even 
more. 


Something hot crawls up his esophagus. Gagging, he opens his mouth and chokes out a pool of 
blood, splattering the smooth metal beneath his feet and staining his fangs and reptilian tongue. It’s 
as if the inside of his body is fighting to turn inside out. 


“Ts that a dog whistle?” one of the men asks, barely even phased by the sight of C-34 rioting in 
pain. 


“Not quite,” he says, flipping the top back on, silencing the storm. 


C-34 gasps, collapsing onto the ground. He pants, terrified of what just happened to his body. 
Wrapping his paws over his head to silence the ringing, his nails brush over the spiraled horns atop 
his skull. He winces in pain as the shaking in his brain recedes. 


One of the men runs up to his cage, bending down to check his condition- hand gripping at one of 
the bars. He looks over to the door where everyone else is being held, eyes wide and panicked. 


“What just happened, sir?” His head turns to face him. 


“Some higher-pitched frequencies can only be heard by felines and canines,” he says, wrapping his 
arms around his back. “To add, frequencies over 25,0000 Hz become painful to the ear.” 


One of the men by the screens tilts his head in question. “But how would that help us? Anyone 
with an animalistic quirk could probably hear that and react.” 


He shakes his head. “The normal frequency played by a dog whistle only causes slight irritation to 
those with heightened hearing. This.. is a ‘whistle’ that, yes, is high pitched. But, the main 
difference is how this specific frequency affects the bodies of my creations.” Bringing the device 
out front again, C-34 flinches back slightly. 


“Through each test, I have always been able to tweak DNA- even if I lost Cerberus’s equation early 
on,” he pauses, lifting a finger and turning his body to face the screens. “DNA tweaking created 
stronger, more enhanced traits. This means, their organs and nervous system react differently to 
different frequencies- unlike a normal dog or cat, for example.” 


“So what you’re saying is that not only does this certain frequency become painful to the ear, but it 
injures their internal organs as well?” Someone asks. 


“Correct,” he says, eyes narrow and sinister. 


“But, how come it worked on all of them?” The one in front of C-34’s cage asks, glancing at the 
door. “Some of those test subjects are mostly reptile or amphibian mutations.” 


“T never only use one animal’s DNA in my tests, my boy. All of my creations have some sort of 
blend of cat and dog. Even...my more complex ones.” 


C-34 keeps his body low, still trying to recover. He’s not liking how this conversation is looking. 


“So..what do you want us to do with it, sir?” Another asks, placing their clipboard on the control 
panel. 


He holds the device out in front of him. “I’m sending someone into the festival during the finals 
with this device. During the finals, more specifically when Midoriya Izuku enters the stage, it is to 
be flipped open. Preferably in the later stages of the finals- like the third round if he makes it.” 


C-34’s head rises in surprise, sending a twinge of pain down his spinal cord. 

Oh shit. 

Oh shit. 

He turns his body slowly and gracefully, walking back to the open door with a wide stride. 
“Vincit Omnia veritas. [Il see you here soon, wolf.” 

C-34’s eyes widen in horror, moving his gaze to the screens. 


“ Very, very soon.” 


Chapter End Notes 


At this point, just accept an update whenever. My big dumb brain can't handle 
schedules apparently during school. 
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YAHOOO 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Lunch doesn’t sound so good right now. 
To be honest, eating is the last thing Izuku wants to do. 


Izuku swallows what feels like a baseball-sized lump down his throat. He’s advanced to the third 
and final event, along with three other teams, but that doesn’t exactly ease his nauseated stomach. 


“Midoriya..” 
Izuku turns his head to the side, glancing his eyes to behind. 
“Can I talk to you?” 


Izuku turns his body fully, looking his scarred classmate in the eyes. Todoroki’s eyes are only a 
little less emotionless- which, really, is a lot for him. Izuku’s eyes fall down, finding blood still 
trickling down Todoroki’s arm from the bite mark planted in his skin. Its shiny crimson nature is 
starting to clot around the teeth marks. 


Izuku swallows again. 


The blood drips. 
Drips. 
“Midoriya?” 


Izuku’s eyes look back up, leading him to sigh. His bare feet clench in the grass anxiously, feeling 
the dirt under get stuck in between his toes. He bites his lip. 


“Can-can you get that checked out first?” A finger points at Todoroki’s injured arm. It looks pretty 
nasty, considering he bit hard- and with sharpened teeth nonetheless. 


Todoroki takes his hand off the wound to look at its severity, cocking his head at the sight of the 
still flowing blood. 


“Tt’s ok, ve kind of ignored it,” Todoroki responds, placing a blood-soaked hand back on it. 


Izuku bites his lip again, thinning his lips. “I-no, please for my sake get that checked out,” he 
pleads, feeling his knee try to bob as he stands. 


Everyone is walking out of the stadium in clumps, heading to the dining hall for lunch break. 
But Izuku isn’t hungry. 
Todoroki raises a brow, confused by Izuku’s demand. 


Izuku shakes his head, feeling uncomfortable. “Just..go to Recovery Girl and when you’ re done 
meet me at the outside of the south side of the stadium,” Izuku says, turning his body around. 


The sight of the blood made him want to throw up. And not because he’s vasovagal, but more so 
because of its rotten smell and dark crimson color that still stains his brain. He’s used to seeing 
blood. But after USJ.. 


Nothing has really been the same since. 
Hugging his knees to his chest, Izuku waits. His back pressed against the cement wall, hidden in 


the shadows of the structure. His anxiety recedes to more of a calm panic, keeping his breathing 
slow and concentrated. 


Footsteps turn an ear, but his eyes stay forward. 


Entering his vision, Todoroki gently sits across from him- arm clean and bandaged with bright 
white cloth. He scratches at it with a careful hand. 


It's quiet, all but the sounds of leaves rustling through the breeze in the tree branches. Todoroki’s 
eyes are calm. Patient. 


Izuku lowers his head, placing his chin on his knees and turning his head- avoiding those eyes. 
“T’m sorry about your arm,” Izuku says, barely above a mutter. 
A moment of silence. 


“Tt’s alright. I alarmed you, so it was called for.” 


Izuku keeps his chin rested on his knees, head still turned. 
“Hm..” he hums, blinking. 


Todoroki exhales and stretches his right leg outward, resting his bandaged arm on the other. “I..I 
know who you are Midoriya.” 


Todoroki is being uncomfortably calm. 


“Yeah.” Izuku blinks again and turns his head back over to look at his classmate. Slowly, and 
tiredly. “So what are you going to do about it?” He doesn’t snap, he just mutters. 


Todoroki takes in a shallow breath. “Nothing..I don’t think ’m going to do anything.” 
Izuku tilts his head, taken a little off guard. 
“Why?” 


“T don’t believe you did anything wrong, at least nothing on purpose.” Todoroki’s eyes carefully 
scan Izuku. “I may not know you, nor do you know me very well, but I’m able to recognize fear- 
even through bared teeth,” Todoroki pauses, switching legs. “You don’t appear particularly at 
ease, Cerberus.” 


Izuku fights the urge to flinch at the name being used on his tongue. He bites the inside of his 
cheek and looks to the side, avoidant of his stare. 


“You’re too calm,” Izuku says. “I don’t know whether to be nervous or not right now.” 
Todoroki tilts his head. 


“T’m a wanted criminal who’s murdered people, Todoroki.” Izuku does snap this time. “It concerns 
me that you are.” 


“But.. not by choice if I’m correct?” 
Izuku sighs. “Yeah. Not by choice..” 
It’s silent for another moment. 


“T don’t need to know what happened to you to know that life has treated you unkindly,” Todoroki 
blurts. “You seem to have a deep hatred for your quirk if I’m correct?” 


Izuku thins his lips. 
“You do, don’t you?” 


“Don’t push it...” Izuku’s eyes narrow slightly. “And what exactly brought you to that 
conclusion?” 


Todoroki looks down at his bandaged arm, sighing. “I can tell you have the need to isolate 
yourself, even around our classmates that appear particularly fond of you.” 


“You seem to know a lot about this,” Izuku says, lifting his chin up more. “For someone that 
doesn’t know me well.” 


He can hear the wind howl outside their arch. The tree leaves swell in the branches as the wind 


blows through like a balloon. It’s all he can hear since it seems it’s mostly silence in this awkward 
conversation. 


Todoroki looks at Izuku, eyes sliding more towards one eye in particular. 

“Where did you actually get that scar?” Todoroki asks, gently avoiding the question. 
Izuku’s brow peaks. “How did you know I lied about that?” 

He isn’t that bad at lying. 

“Because a street sign can’t slice your eye diagonally like that.” 

...what 


“You’re weird Todoroki,” Izuku says, bringing his head back onto his knees. Shaking his head he 
lets out a brief sigh. His hand comes up to his face, tracing a finger down his scar with a soft graze. 
“It was..it was Snipe. He shot me twice, once in the shoulder and the other on my eye.” 


Izuku notices Todoroki moving his hand in the corner of his vision, looking up, his classmate is 
pointing at his own scar- only it’s much nastier and cracked. Like a dry piece of clay. 


“My own mother did this to me.” 
Izuku feels something punch his gut. 
Yikes. 

Izuku visibly cringes a little. 


“.?'m saying this because I understand you. A lot more than you think,” Todoroki says, looking at 
his bandaged arm. “I wanted to be mad at you for bringing me to break my pledge during the 
second round, but I couldn’t make myself do it. Because really, you’re a lot like me.” 


Pledge? 


Izuku lifts his head up once more, letting his legs stretch out, knees creaking from the release of 
pressure. Todoroki isn’t making sense. 


“And by pledge, what exactly do you mean?” Izuku blurts. It takes him a second, and with the help 
of Todoroki glancing at his arm once more, for him to understand. “..your fire?” 


Todoroki doesn’t use his flame, nor has he ever really explained why. It’s perplexing, to say the 
least. Flame and ice go in balance- the bone freezing cold has its limits, and so does fire. It's hard to 
understand why he doesn’t use it to his advantage. Not to mention, he could imagine it's beautiful 
to look at the two of them combined. 


“Why would you pledge against your own quirk?” Izuku asks, leaning his head against the chilled 
cement wall. 


For a second, Todoroki’s face changes to disgust. “It’s not mine.” 
..-huh? 


“T beg your pardon?” 


It’s quiet again, and Izuku can hear Todoroki swallow thickly. 


“It’s my father’s. Like a curse, it was forced onto me, and I wish to not participate in its embers,” 
Todoroki clarifies, bringing his hand up to his face. “Nor do I ever plan to.” 


Izuku raises a brow, looking at him hesitantly. “I don’t think I follow. It’s yours, isn’t it? It’s what 
you were born with?” 


The wind whistles through the entrance of their hiding place, chilling Izuku’s exposed skin. 
Todoroki’s eyes look to the side. “Have you ever heard of a quirk marriage?” 

Now that was a full-on kick to the stomach. 

Izuku’s face contorts. God, not that . 


Kids being birthed for the sole purpose of creating power is sickening. He’s never heard of a lot of 
cases, but whenever he did, they were nasty. Very nasty. 


“shit,” Izuku whispers, dragging a hand through his hair with a sigh. 


“Being bought into marriage, my mother was driven mad because of my father’s want for a perfect 
successor to surpass the number one hero. The more and more he pushed, the more and more her 
mental state deteriorated,” Todoroki pauses. His face turns sour and scornful. “He hurt her and my 
siblings, and he pushed me so hard I felt like a military soldier at the age of five just for his own 
personal goal. It’s disgusting .” 


Izuku doesn’t say a word. 


“Tt got so bad that my mom couldn’t even stand to look at the sight of my left side- the sight of my 
father's quirk.” Todoroki places his hand right atop the rough skin on his eye. “She poured boiling 
water on the left side of my face because it reminded her too much of him .” 


Oh wow. 
Ok. 
Yeah. 


“T never want to see the look of absolute fear on her face ever again. So, I made a promise to 
myself to never ever use his quirk. I refuse to use a tool that has hurt people, especially one that has 
broken a family.” 


Izuku bites at his lip, curling his brows up in dolefulness. 


“Tt horrified me that it came to be during the second round. The very sight of even a flicker of 
flame is a sign that my father is winning. And it was worse to think that my father has hurt you 
before with this fire, and I almost did the same.” Todoroki puts his hand down, letting it rest on the 
concrete floor. “I would rather freeze over than become a symbol of his power. More so one that 
has hurt others without remorse.” 


Izuku stares down at the hand lying limp at Todoroki’s side. It is appalling to think his life 
consisted of such brokenness, such hostility. No wonder he has the emotional capacity of a stone- it 
was kicked out of him over and over. Over and over. 


Izuku closes his eyes and exhales. Todoroki really is like him. Uncomfortably so. 


“T’m sorry,” Izuku manages to push out. “You didn’t deserve this life.” 
“And neither do you,” Todoroki adds, voice hard to read. 


Izuku’s face feels frozen in place. Tilting his head, he looks down. His locks brush over his eyes, 
tangling in his lashes as he blinks. 


Portions of skin on Izuku’s back and thighs show signs of old burns from months ago- when 
Endeavor was on his ass for weeks and weeks . Skintight and ugly, those flames were left on his 
body like a stamp- some irreversible. He hides in the corner of the locker room for a reason. 


Yuma has a few as well, covering her arms and shoulders like the markings on a cow. 
He and Yuma are quick, but sometimes not quick enough. 


He will never forget the sensation of being placed in boiling hot water throughout his whole body. 
Sweltering, and suffocating. 


But he pays no mind to it. It wasn’t the flame that outright attacked him. There are just bad people 
in this world. Bad people that were given the wrong tools. 


Izuku has to constantly say that to himself about his own quirk almost daily. It wasn’t his fault . 


Izuku exhales a gentle breath from his nose. “Don’t blame yourself for your father's actions, 
Todoroki..” Izuku pauses, bringing his eyes back up. “The flame didn’t scar my skin, but the hand 
that created it. Your fire isn’t his.” 


Todoroki shakes his head. ““That’s the problem. I refuse to even let the flame he passed to me touch 
my hand, because I know the minute it does I'll become someone like my father,” he cuts in, lashes 
fluttering in half blinks. 


Izuku frowns. 
..Jesus Christ. 


Todoroki’s lost. He may not know his classmate well enough to correctly hypothesis this. But, the 
two of them are about as similar as fallen apples from the same tree. Differing in their bruising. 
Izuku learned to live with his quirk as something that is his. Something that he can’t change- like a 
twin living with the same brain. It’s painful, so painful to deal with, and he knows that- but he had 
to learn how to live and work with it. It’s a part of his life, and he has no control over it, 
unfortunately. No matter how much he wishes to be back to his old self. To not be judged by quirk 
before person. 


To feel normal again. 


The main difference between the two of them is that Todoroki never got help like Izuku. It appears 
that he went down a grievous path because of his lack of what Izuku currently has. Someone to tell 
him it’s ok. Todoroki’s bruises have worsened; turning his insides fragile and worn. And..well... 


It’s scary. 
“It’s not healthy you know...” Izuku quietly says. 
Todoroki’s eyebrows crease. 


“the refusal- I-” Izuku pauses. “I don’t think what you’re doing is particularly the right solution, 


and you’re only hurting yourself more. You need help, Todoroki.” 


Todoroki sighs, suddenly lifting himself to his feet- towering over Izuku in an uncomfortable 
manner. He scratches at the bandage on his arm, barely making a sound as his nails scrape at the 
fabric. 


“As I’ ve..said earlier today, our quirks are merely tools, Todoroki. It’s up to you and only you to 
decide how to use it.” Izuku looks up at his classmate with sad eyes. 


“Even if the tool already has blood on it?” 

Izuku opens his mouth, but nothing comes. He doesn’t know how to answer that. 
“You don’t know what I need, Midoriya.” 

Izuku closes his eyes, exhaling. 

“Are you sure you do?” 

Todoroki glances at him, blinking slowly. 

“I’m sorry for wasting your time. Your secret is safe with me.” 


Izuku barely gets the chance to stand on his own feet, before his classmate walks out of the 
windless sanctuary they stood in. 


Todoroki hasn’t nor does he care to tell anyone about Izuku’s secret. It’s relieving, but.. 


He can’t help but still feel sick to his stomach. 


“Tm killing him.” 
Izuku glances to the side, watching some of the girls from his class walk with shame towards the 
podium- wearing...cheerleading outfits?? Uraraka looks like she's about to hang someone. 


He’s too out of it to even fucking question it. 


Everyone has made their way back inside from their break- well rested and ready for round three if 
applicable to those who qualified. To be honest, Izuku still feels like his body is going to snap into 
two like a toothpick- he’s beyond exhausted, both mentally and physically. Especially after his talk 
with Todoroki. 


So much more could have been said, but before even a peep could be added, his classmate walked 
off in a funk. 


It might be a challenge to hold on at this rate. More so because the third and final event is a 
tournament. 


He’s going to sleep for a week after this. 


A sharp jab hits him in the ribs. Hissing, Izuku looks to the side, locking eyes with Bakugou. Izuku 
blinks, annoyed. The blonde throws a thumb to the side, pointing at Todoroki across from them in 
the crowd. 


Eyes looking down with a quiet body, Todoroki looks tired. 


Conflicted. 
“He’s not going to say anything,” Izuku mutters, keeping his eyes on Todoroki. 


“You’re going to run out of fucking luck one of these days, Deku,” Bakugou half scowls, bringing 
his gaze up to Midnight at the podium. “Considering how much you’ ve used up already, I’d say 
it’s pretty fucking soon.” 


Everyone looks up to Midnight holding the box for the bracket. Her heels click on the cement as 
she walks up close, grabbing more students' attention. Everyone is here, not just the ones that 
qualified for the final round, so it’s quite tight. 


“Yeah, I know,” Izuku responds. “Don’t remind me.” 
“To the sixteen that qualified, welcome to the tournament round of the festival!” 


The audience in the stands scream- combining all together in an ear-ringing roar. Like ocean waves 
crashing onto the seabed, it's loud and continuous. It’s a never-ending cycle of ringing in Izuku’s 
ears. 


“If you wish to not compete in the tournament, that is quite alright. As for the ones that didn’t 
qualify, no worries. As we have said from the beginning, you will get your chance to still enjoy the 
festival!” Midnight announces to the students, waving her cuffed hand in the air. 


“Now-” she pauses, looking out to where Izuku and his class have gravitated. 
“Td like to withdraw.” 


Everyone gasps like someone had collapsed right on the field. Izuku peers to the left, finding Ojiro 
raising his hand in the air. Not with eagerness, but more so shame. 


... What the hell? 

Izuku notices Bakugou raise a brow. 

“Ojiro?!” A couple of his classmates say in confusion. 

People mutter as Ojiro lowers his hand back to his side, tail twitching behind. 


“T don’t believe it is fair for me to advance. From the start of the second round to after, I have no 
memory of competing.” 


Izuku’s brows crunch forward in confusion. How would he not remember the entire second round 
of the festival? 


“Me as well.” Another voice. 
Heads turn to the right, finding a shorter student from 1-B fiddling with his hands. 


“T don’t remember anything either, so I’d hate to take away someone’s chance when I didn’t even 
do anything.” 


Izuku understands their reasoning, but at the same time...what the fuck? Did something happen to 
them? 


Midnight says something that Izuku doesn’t even process fully, because he’s too deep in his 


thought as of now. It’s weird. 


“Now that he mentions it...who was in their group for capture the flag?” Uraraka murmurs with a 
few of the girls. 


“It was him, wasn’t it?” Yaoyorozu points a pom pom to the right, pointing at someone. 


Izuku follows her stretched-out hand. His eyes find purple hair, and deep eyebags- something only 
insomniacs possess. 


Izuku’s face changes, thinking deeper. The student is looking at Ojiro and the other student, a grin 
placed upon his face. 


It’s odd, he could swear he’s seen him before, but he can’t remember where... 


Everyone looks back up to Midnight, who is now speaking more of the tournament ahead. Sticking 
her hand in the box for the bracket. 


Izuku tunes her out, and it seems he’s the only one that is still looking at that purple-haired guy. 
Something itches his brain. 


Where has he seen that hair before? ? 


“You’re fucked.” 
“Bakugou, you’re not helping me.” 


Izuku looks up at the bracket, feeling quite tempted to snap his own neck. First-round, Izuku is 
placed with someone named Shinso? He wonders if they are from 1-B or general studies. If he 
wins that round....he’s going against Todoroki. Like Bakugou has said to Izuku’s face too many 
times- he’s fucked. 


Todoroki, like him, is a wild card. Emotions easily fluctuated, and stubborn as hell . He doesn’t 
even know what to expect in the tournament with him. Todoroki has built up so much resentment 
against his father he’s refusing help- it is bound to explode. The poor guy doesn’t know that what 
he is doing is fucking stupid in the long run. He’s never had anyone to really talk to besides Izuku 
just recently, and it really shows through his actions. Izuku tried his best to speak his opinion on 
the matter, but it appears that his classmate’s wounds are too deep to even reach. He’s a bruised 
apple too damaged to be upfront with. Like Izuku before, Todoroki doesn’t want help. He thinks 
he’s in the right. 


And it’s nauseating to think about. 

Izuku just knows that if the two of them fight one on one, it’s going to be a disaster. 
Shit. 

Izuku drags his hands down his face, trying to wipe off the visible anxiety. 

“While I’m dying, try not to rip Uraraka in half,” Izuku side-eyes Bakugou. 
“Who?” 


Izuku’s eyes narrow. “You’re an asshole.” 


“Yo, you guys coming?” 


The two of them turn their heads. Kirishima is behind them, pointing a thumb at one of the field 
exits. 


“Yeah, just a sec,” Izuku calls back. He straightens his back, sighing. 
Kirishima smiles and turns to join Uraraka and a few others. 


Bakugou rolls his eyes. “I’m not planning your funeral, by the way, that’s your weird furry group's 
job,” Bakugou scoffs, turning tail. Everyone is headed out of the field and towards the stands- it's 
time for the mini-games for those who didn’t make it this far. 


“Oh get fucked,” Izuku snaps back, watching as Bakugou flips him off with his back still turned. 
Fucking dick head- 

“Midoriya Izuku, right?” 

Izuku raises a brow, turning his head back around. 

Purple hair... 

Izuku keeps his brow peaked upward. He’s from general studies if he’s correct. 


His voice sounds oddly familiar for just now meeting the guy. His vocal cords are more on the 
strained side- sounding deep and older than he probably is. He hasn’t heard a lot of people like that 
here. 


Izuku opens his mouth, but like a slap to the face, something clicks. 
Figuring out the last piece of a puzzle, Izuku stands frozen. 

Purple hair, deeper voice, dark circles... 

“I’m sorry but...are you ok?” 

Oh 

Fuck . 

“T-MPHm!” Something wraps itself around Izuku’s mouth tightly. 
“Don’t respond to him, Midoriya.” 


Izuku strains his eyes to glance back. Ojiro is looking at the guy in front of him with a deadly 
glare, lip curled like he’s about to bite. Izuku’s brows scrunch in confusion as he moves his head to 
look back over at the guy he was talking to. 


The guy’s already gone by the time Izuku turns his gaze. 
Izuku is about ready to call it quits right now. 
He feels Ojiro unwrap his tail from his mouth, swishing it behind him. 


“Why, Ojiro?” Izuku asks, turning around to face his classmate fully. “Who is that guy? He’s the 
one that was in your capture the flag group if I’m correct?” 


“Yeah..that’s Shinso, he’s the one responsible for me not remembering what happened during that 
round.” 


Izuku turns his head back, pinpointing Shinso walking through the exit with slacked shoulders. His 
purple hair being the most noticeable right now. Fuck. 


Fuck. 

Izuku exhales and places his hands on his face, rubbing his eyes. 

He really wishes Todoroki just knocked him out during capture the flag.. 

Izuku walks as if his feet are made of lead to his start gate. Heavy and nervous, Izuku doesn’t 


know what to expect from this guy. He knows nothing of him, but that he has a mind control quirk, 
and he saw Izuku break a mirror in the bathroom with his fist. 


Both very great things. 
Izuku has to tell himself to breathe, or else he subconsciously holds it in. 
Come on Izuku, as Hiroto and Dai have said, control your breathing... 


Ojiro did his best to inform him of everything he knows of Shinso and his quirk in one of the 
waiting rooms- carefully laying out each detail for Izuku’s advantage. 


If he answers him, he’s done . 


He takes in a deep breath, shaking out his hands as he walks. Something catches his glimpse, 
bringing him to turn his head as he passes one of the hallways. 


A sickly-looking man with unkempt golden hair creeps around the wall, eyes practically glued on 
Izuku. His face is sunken in, and he looks like he could snap in half if the wind blew the wrong 
direction. Izuku feels like some sort of grim reaper is staring at him as he walks towards the 
doorway. Prepared, and curious. 


Jesus... 

Izuku gives him a weird look before continuing on. That was fucking weird. 

Shaking his head, Izuku lightly smacks his cheeks with his palms. 

Just ignore him if he makes a comment, just try to finish this without any issues. 

“I’m sorry but..are you ok?” 

Izuku growls, shaking his head again. 

“From general studies, we’ve got Shinso Hitoshi!” 

Screams in the audience grow louder as Izuku comes close. 

Shit. Izuku speeds up his step, finally reaching blinding light at the end of the tunneled hall. 
“Verses, from the hero course, Midoriya Izuku!!”” 


Right as his name is slipped from Present Mic’s tongue, Izuku’s foot meets grass once again. The 


sun's rays temporarily blind him as he tries his best to strut towards the raised cement stairs. His 
feet meet stone, and flames combust from the sides of the arena- flickering and waving in the 
already intense heat of the day. 


Izuku fights the urge to roll his eyes. Dramatic and unnecessary as hell. 
Through each step, Izuse sees more and more locks of violet appear. Like a countdown. 


Soon enough he meets those tired eyes, and all he can do is swallow. Both Izuku and Shinso stare 
for a moment, awkward and intense. 


“The rules are pretty simple, the round ends when one person is out of bounds, unable to move, or 
the words ‘I quit’ are spoken. Now if the competitors are ready....” A pause. 


A beat. 
“You may begin!” 


Izuku doesn’t move, he just extends his arms outward- allowing for his nails to grow to slight 
points in preparation. Shinso looks down, noticing them. 


“The hero course and their flashy quirks..” Shinso spits. Izuku doesn’t even flinch. 

He’s trying to get him to talk. Izuku starts to walk forward. 

“A wolf quirk..it’ll put you right on the path for success.” Shinso turns his head with a sneer. 
Izuku’s brows furrow down. 

Liar. 


“Your speech was good by the way- genius even. What website did you plagiarize that off of? 
Because there is no way a fake like you would spew that sympathy.” 


The audience continues to cheer, only less of a thunderous roar, and more of a continuous chatter of 
excitement. 


Did this bitch even- cool it Izuku..cool it..he’s just trying to get under your skin.. 
Izuku keeps his position prepared as he circles around Shinso- wary. 

Shinso scoffs, rolling his eyes. “What a joke..” 

Izuku feels his lungs tighten. 

Breathe Izuku, breathe- 


“Answer me this,” A pause. Shinso looks up at Izuku with rotten eyes. “What got you so worked 
up in that bathroom? I was concerned for you, you know. But after you gave me a death glare like I 
was some disease under your foot, I realized you’ re just like all the other fakes in your class.” 


Izuku’s lip raises, building up more anger within. 
Shinso notices this. He smiles. 


“You poor thing, did someone have a rough day? Did my presence disgust you?” he shakes his 


head with annoyance. “You hero students are all the same, no matter how much mindless 
inspiration spits from your mouth. ” 


Izuku doesn’t realize his teeth were grinding till he hears something creak inside his mouth from 
the pressure. Letting his claws grow pointier- threatening- he lets out a small growl between his 
clenched teeth. 


Shinso takes a few steps forward, scoffing. “You would never understand what it’s like in the 
shadows of someone with a non-flashy un-heroic quirk like you say you do. I understand my ass, 
what could in any way be going wrong for you right now?” Venom spits from his mouth. “You’re 
talented, and you’ ve been blessed. So far you’re at the top of this competition, so how could you 
possibly sympathize?” 


Izuku squeezes his hand into a ball. 
Shut up... 


“Come on Midoriya, show off that quirk you were blessed with. Why don’t you show everyone 
here why you’re so amazing ? And why people like me belong below your feet. ” 


Like a thread snapping, Izuku opens his mouth. 
“Td shut that fucking mouth of yours if I were-” 


Izuku doesn’t even register the words that leave his mouth. Like a balloon releasing pressure, it 
slipped out without warning. His eyes widen in panic at the realization. 


Like the snap of a finger, Izuku stops and his body slumps forward. 
God DAMN IT! 

A beat. 

A smile joins Shinso’s tired eyes. 

“Do me a favor, Midoriya..step out of bounds.” 

Izuku turns around. 


Internally cursing, Izuku feels like a puppet. His conscious is left screaming and banging on bars in 
his head- trapped- as his feet take slow steps. His eyes are blank, and any cognitive thought has 
been separated mind from body. 


Ojiro is going to kill him. 
“What is this?? Midoriya is moving to the end of the arena! ?” 


Izuku growls, if this is how this ends he will never recover. He can’t believe he folded to Shinso’s 
taunting. The venom that flowed from Shinso’s tongue hit Izuku too close to home, squeezing his 
chest and head with an angry fist. At this point, he can’t even tell if the guy is serious, or if he was 
just trying to piss Izuku the fuck off. 


A whisper circles around Izuku, filling his ears. An all too familiar whisper. 


Vision blurring, Izuku notices a large black mass covered head to toe in a hot, sticky tar walking 
around and in front of Izuku. Eyes like glass. 


“You’re lucky, Midoriya,” Shinso continues to talk as Izuku steps. “Life really is just simple for 
you all.” 


Izuku feels like clenching his fist till his skin is punctured, bleeding. But he can’t move anything. 
A snarl escapes the masses..mouth? 

“We all have goals, and unlike you, I’m having to work for them.” 

Shut up.. 

Just shut UP. 

The black mass speed walks towards Izuku, head low. 


“T’m winning this, to prove to everyone that I too can make it in this fucked up society with a quirk 
like mine. A quirk your kind deems villainous.” 


Izuku is getting dangerously close to the edge. 
Shinso I understand...I fucking understand... 
“So do me a favor, and lose .” 


The mass presses off into a full-on gallop. Like it’s being sprayed with water from the front, the 
black goop twists and folds back, revealing the face of the beast that looms inside Izuku. 


Its mouth opens. 
And it bites. 
Heedlessly, Izuku’s jaw creaks open, and he snaps his teeth together. Slicing into his tongue. 


Gasping like he just emerged from the deep below, Izuku covers his mouth to prevent the pool of 
blood in his mouth from trickling out. 


It fails, and he chokes on the blood creeping into his trachea, spraying it out and into the air. 
Panting Izuku turns to face Shinso. He snarls. 


Shinso’s eyes bulge out of his skull- looking at Izuku like he is about to shit himself. His mouth 
opens and closes like a fish out of water- horrified. “H-how-I-how did you-” 


Izuku’s teeth are bared, showing off a blood-stained mouth. 


He spits, letting a clot of blood splat onto the ground. His tongue throbs in his mouth, surprisingly 
still attached. 


“What just happened!???” Present Mic screeches. “Did Midoriya bite his tongue to escape 
Shinso’s trap??” 


“Not a word. It’s my turn now. ” Izuku snaps at Shinso, who’s still trying to formulate words. 
Shinso swallows. 


Izuku starts to take long, authoritative steps towards Shinso. A growl crawls up his throat as he 
stares him down. 


“You aren’t in any position to assume , Shinso. And that speech of mine? Every word that came 
out of my mouth was the truth. My truth. ” 


Izuku’s hands grow. 


“T don’t know what you went through, and neither do you with me. If I’m being honest, if you truly 
knew who I was, and what shit I went through to get here...” 


Shinso backs up, panicked. 

“You’d understand why I’m so pissed off right now .” 

Izuku takes off in a run, leaving Shinso frozen in fear- purple eyes wide. 

Once he’s close, Izuku jumps and steps up on Shinso’s slightly bent right knee. 
“So if you think..” 


Wrapping one leg around his shoulder, and the other under his arm, he clasps tight with sharp 
fingers. 


“That I lived easy..” 
He flips to the side. 


Landing with a bang and a crack, Shinso chokes a breath. Izuku moves one leg up, wrapping it 
around Shinso’s neck, while grabbing his arm and pulling towards him. Trapping him. 


“Then you’ re just a fool.” 
Shinso grips a hand on Izuku’s thigh, wheezing out a breath. 
“Y-ou d-don’t-” Shinso wheezes, struggling to get Izuku off of him. 


“Don’t you dare say I don’t understand.” Izuku squeezes his legs tighter, getting a tiny yelp out of 
Shinso. 


“Yo-you people get everything.” 


“Shinso, can you move?” Midnight announces, making the lavender-haired student in Izuku’s trap 
grunt in frustration. 


Blood slips from Izuku's lips, dripping onto the ground and Shinso’s arm. 


“T’m not like most people, Shinso,” Izuku mutters. “ Most people don’t get called monsters.” He 
practically spits that last part, spilling more blood. “For just trying to be a hero.” 


Shinso hisses in pain as Izuku tightens his grip. 


“That day in the bathroom was simply me having a PTSD attack, and you ended up in the mix of it. 
But you decided to assume. ” 


Shinso squirms. 
“Tell me, Shinso.” 


Izuku leans in close, close enough to whisper. His tone is icy and threatening. He can feel his eyes 


trying to change color, and it’s taking everything out of him to prevent that. 

“Would someone with a blessed quirk, unintentionally slice another person’s heart in half?” 
Shinso’s thrashing stops. 

Midnight’s whip cracks. 


“Shinso has been down for over thirty seconds and has not proven he can move, Midoriya is the 
y 
winner!” 


Izuku lets out a tisk, releasing Shinso’s arm. 


The crowd thunders, shaking the ground below. Izuku rolls out of the way, standing to his feet. He 
pants, looking down at Shinso on the ground. 


He wipes the blood on his mouth off with a quick hand, spitting again. 
“The world is bigger than you make it to be, Shinso.” 

Shinso looks up as Izuku, conflicted and scared. 

And all Izuku can feel is rage. 


“Not everyone is the same, you know. I have a flashy quirk but not the kind any hero would want.” 
Izuku sighs, turning his body around. “Life isn’t fair for a lot of people.” 


Yuma, Yue, Hiroto, Dai. Him. Villains. 

Mortifer’s creations. 

Shinso. 

“And I hope one day you can come to terms with that.” 

Hitoshi watches as Midoriya Izuku walks down the platform, smooth steps and fists semi- 
clenched. 

His hair is long and messy, close to being matted if it goes another few days without a brush. 
The eyes that looked upon Shinso were tired. 

Angry. 


Huffing, Hitoshi looks at his arm with splotches of blood covering it, and then back up at 
Midoriya. 


The anger, the annoyed facial expression. 
“The world is bigger than you make it to be...” 
“Slice another person’s heart in half..” 


Hitoshi watches as the blood Midoriya wiped from his face, drips from his fingers and onto the 
pavement. 


Midoriya understands, and he sympathizes. 

But he’s also angry and frustrated. 

Angry at Hitoshi for his words. 

Midoriya steps off the platform, disappearing from Hitoshi’s view. 

... who are you, Midoriya Izuku? 

Hitoshi stands to his feet, feeling the soreness creep up in his body. 

And why aren’t you the same as them? 

Izuku rubs at his sore mouth as he finally finds his way to his class’s section in the crowd. He 
hasn’t actually sat down for hours, and Recovery Girl almost had a cow when she had to heal his 


tongue because of his recklessness. It was practically sliced so deep that if he were to have added 
any more force, it would be on the ground with the blood he spit-up. 


All-day, Izuku has dealt with far too much than what he signed up for. 


So far, two therapy sessions without his consent. Not to mention almost biting his tongue off, 
exposing himself, and possibly traumatizing yet another person. 


And it’s not even the afternoon yet. 

“Oh, Midoriya!” 

Izuku’s head turns. 

“Good job during your round!” Uraraka chirps, giving him a thumbs up. 
Izuku half smiles. “Thanks, Urara-” 


Something rough and scaly abruptly wraps around his neck, yanking him backward and into the 
hallway once again. Letting out a yelp, Izuku flys backward and slams into someone’s chest. 


“Midoriya?!” 
A few of his classmates scream in alarm from the stands at his sudden disappearance. 


Izuku grabs the thing around his neck with now pointed nails, sinking them into whatever it is 
without thinking. 


“OWOWWshiT-” 
He knows that voice- 
It unwraps from his neck, allowing for Izuku to whip around. 


Hiroto is standing behind him hissing in pain, holding his tail as the nail marks Izuku left behind 
slowly heal by themselves. 


“Oh my go-don’t fucking do that, you scared the shit out of me,” Izuku says, placing a hand on his 
forehead. 


Dai walks up from behind Hiroto, and immediately grabs one of Izuku’s wrists, pulling him into a 
hug- squeezing tight. Izuku literally exhales everything that was off his shoulders in one breath as 
one of her hands places itself upon the back of his head- fingers tangling in his sweaty hair. 


“ You scared the shit out of us ,” she mutters as Izuku returns the hug, resting his head on her 
shoulder. “Is your mouth ok? You almost bit your tongue clean off kid.” 


Izuku nods. 
Yuma and Yue come to view, both of them smiling with relief. 


“T wanted to kick your ass, but Dai wouldn’t let me,” Yuma says, slapping a hand on top of his 
head. “You did good, but I think we all went into cardiac arrest.” 


Izuku lets out an awkward chuckle. “I’m unfortunately not done yet.” 
“Midoriya holy shit-” 
Dai releases Izuku, allowing him to turn his head. 


Kirishima is standing there with a hand over his chest, exhaling with relief. Bakugou is next to 
him, only hanging his head and rubbing his temple- embarrassed. 


“T think I just had a heart attack- he’s good guys!” Kirishima says to the class, standing straight. 
“Are these your friends?” 


“T’m fucking sitting down,” Bakugou sighs, turning to walk down the steps. 


“Oi, sparky, stop being a dick, you care and you know it,” Yuma yells at Bakugou as he walks 
away. 


“Make me, teen wolf!” 
“Teen wo- that's it.” 


Izuku pinches the bridge of his nose as Yums tries to slip past them, only getting grabbed by Hiroto 
in the process. 


“Yuma I swear to god, behave,” Hiroto snaps, pulling her back. 
Yuma rolls her eyes and pouts. 
Kirishima just stares at them. 


Izuku sighs. “Just- Kirishima I’m good, I need a minute with them alone though,” Izuku says 
pointing a thumb back at his friends. 


Kirishima nods in understanding. “Oh for sure man, just head back when you’re ready. You won’t 
wanna miss this next fight.” The redhead turns to walk down the stairs, leaving Izuku with the Oni 
alone. 


Izuku waits for him to be completely out of sight, before exhaling and leaning against the wall. 
“Fucking hell kid...” Dai whispers, glancing to the side. “Are you doing alright?” 


“Not really, but I have one or two more rounds to go, there’s no point in stopping right now.” Izuku 


rubs his temple in a continuous circle motion, looking down. “I just need to hang on for a little 
longer..” 


Dai nods, glancing at Hiroto. “That kid, Endeavor’s son-” 


“T handled it,” Izuku cuts her off, lifting his hand off his forehead. “There might be some problems 
later, but he’s not saying shit, thankfully.” 


They nod, visibly thinking deeply. 


“Sheesh Midoriya..I can’t imagine the stress you’ re feeling right now,” Yuma mutters, crossing her 
arms. 


Izuku shrugs, crossing his own arms. 

He hears Present Mic start to announce the next round. Sero and Todoroki. 

“T’m just tired, especially after that fight with Shinso. The guy really pissed me off for a minute.” 
“Ah, is he like middle school Bakugou all over again?” Yuma asks. 


Izuku shakes his head. “‘No, kind of the opposite. It seems he’s had a hard life with his quirk and 
he’s taking it out on everyone. Shinso assumed I was just some blessed brat that doesn’t know the 
struggles of living with a heroic quirk in our society. To add, the asshole thought I lied in my 
speech to sympathize with the crowd.” 


Yuma and Hiroto cringe. 


“Yeah, you definitely reality checked him, I could see it in his eyes after your round. The guy 
seemed to have realized his mistake,” Yuma says, shaking her head. 


“Wish it was the same for Todoroki,” Izuku shrugs, sighing. 
“What does that mean, kid?” Hiroto asks, glancing to the side. 


“He has the worst daddy issues I’ve ever seen in my life, and I couldn’t get through to him and his 
morals, not even a little. Todoroki just thinks completely of revenge and fear, and it’s a little scary 
because he’s not taking his own mental health and safety into consideration.” 


Izuku looks down at the ground. “He says he won’t say anything about me because he 
understands...but it makes me sick to my stomach thinking he’s still fighting a battle J could be 
fighting right now if things were even slightly different.” 


It’s quiet between them for a moment. 

“Who does the kid have beef with?” Yuma whispers. 

Izuku rolls his eyes. “Take a wild fucking gue-” 

BOOOOM 

The entire arena quivers and shakes like ten bombs went off in the vicinity, sudden and loud. 
“HOLY SHI-” 


Izuku turns around and practically trips as he runs to look out into the arena. 


Only, he can’t really see the arena. 

It’s just ice. 

Thick, crackling, and towering ice. 

“Sero can no longer move! Todoroki is the winner!” 


An arm drapes over his shoulder in a friendly manner as Izuku stands in absolute shock at the blast 
that just came from Tododorki. 


Looking down through the small window between ice and wall, Izuku watches as Todoroki walks 
over to Sero with a warm hand- apologizing. He looks like he’s either about to cry or murder 
someone in the next second. 


Something must have triggered something. And by the looks of it, Todoroki is pissed. 
“You my friend..” 


Izuku glances to find Yuma leaning on him. 


“Are fucked.” 


Chapter End Notes 


YIKES 
I'm sorry if that was a mess :/ 
Anyway funny story that's not work-related this time: 


I'm taking creative writing and for the most part, I finish my shit early and I move on 
to work on this. My teacher came up to me the other day to make a comment on some 
of the short stories I have made and he was like "wow some of your stuff sounds like 
stuff that can be in novels, have you written stuff like this a lot?" 


And I just stared down at my computer like 
...N0 
Anyway, till next time! 


It's only gonna get worse from here. 


Moments Silence 


Chapter Summary 


The rest of the festival! :D 


Chapter Notes 


I'm going to throat punch myself I wanted to do art as [PROMISED but I think I died 
four times over the past couple of weeks. I also have had the worst art block I have 
ever had in my life I kid you not I couldn't even draw a circle without wanting to stab 
myself. I did start something though, it's a Hiroto concept so I'm excited to finish that. 
School ends in three weeks for me so thank fucking god I will actually have time to 
work on this as well as art. 


All of you are probably done with my bs at this point, but I hope you enjoy this 
chapter. 


Moments Silence by Hozier is this week. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
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WAKE UP 


Izuku inhales, sitting up from where he laid. 
“OH MY GO-” 
BOOOOOOOM 


Heat and brightness overwhelm Izuku, squeezing a gasp out once again bringing him to flail off 
whatever he was laying on. Rolling to the side he smacks onto the ground beneath the seats of the 
stands- feeling more intensely warmed wind blow towards him like a steam shower door opening 
in acold room. Only twelve times more aggressive. 


Rubble and chunks of stone crack and pitter on the ground like rain, creating silence in the 
audience. Dead silence. 


Izuku groans, rubbing his head as he sits up to peer in the arena where smoke is startled to settle. 


“Christ on a stick there is no fucking way he didn’t do internal damage to his arm after that blow,” 
Izuku hears Hirito say behind him in the stands. 


“B-Bakugou delivers one heck of a blow! He blasted right through Uraraka’s plan!”’ Present Mic 
yells, shock covering his tone. 


Someone grabs one of Izuku’s arms, helping him up and back onto his seat. 
“You missed like..a lot kid,’ Yuma says, letting him go. 


Izuku watches Uraraka struggle to get to her feet while Bakugou lowers his body in preparation. 
Izuku may have missed the whole fight, but he can tell she’s not going to make it much longer in 
this battle. 


“How long was I out for?” Izuku asks. 

Uraraka takes off in an ungainly run. 

“About an hour.” 

If Izuku had water, he’d do a spit take. 

“WHAT?!” 

Uraraka’s knee gives out and she collapses, slamming onto the ground face first. 
Yuma sucks through her teeth. “Ooo yeah, she’s out.” 

Bakugou stops himself, watching as Midnight enters the arena. 


“T was out an hour??” Izuku questions, looking over at Dai next to him this time. He is a little too 
drained to thoroughly react to Uraraka on the ground. 


Dai nods, brushing a piece of hair from her face. “You were out cold bud. When you said you 
wanted to rest with us up here for a bit I had no idea you were this tired,” she says looking back 
down at Uraraka and Bakugou. “You're actually up next you know.” 


Izuku, without thinking, facepalms. He didn’t even get to see his class compete, let alone have time 
to prepare. 


“Do you think you’ ll be ok?” Dai asks, barely even batting an eye. 


Izuku drags his hand down his face, groaning. “Yeah..yeah I'll be good I just need to have a minute 
to prepare.” He shakes his head, moving to pinch the bridge of his nose. 


No. No, he won’t. 


Hiroto places a hand on his shoulder and squeezes. ““You’ ve got time, no worries. Bakugou really 
did a number on that arena, so they’re probably going to need time to fix it up.” 


“T’d probably head out now though, you were laying on me and Dai for a long time so you’re 
probably stiff,” Yuma adds. 


Izuku nods, still trying to process the time that has passed. 


“And by the way, you’re a fucking drooler,” Yuma says, pointing to one of her pant legs. Right on 
her thigh is a small wet stain- obviously from him. “Nasty as shit.” 


“Tt’s not like I can control it, asshole,” Izuku snaps back jokingly. He stands out of his seat, 
readying to make the journey to his waiting room. His legs are half asleep, tingly, and sore. 


Something grabs his arm gently. He turns his head curiously. 
“Be careful out there kid,” Dai says, squeezing his wrist. “If anything goes wrong at all...” 


Yuma punches his other arm playfully. “Yeah please try not to get your ass beat, I really don’t 
think we can prevent Dai from jumping all the way down there and cause a scene.” 


Dai looks at her offendedly. “I would not .” 
“You would,” everyone says at the same time- including Yue who even signed it. 
Dai narrows her eyes. 


Izuku snorts, feeling Dai release his wrist. He looks down at the arena where Uraraka has just been 
wheeled off. Rubble, scorch marks, small craters- it’s grim. But, Izuku knows it’s only going to get 
worse. 


Let’s just hope that his quirk can hang on just a little longer. 


“T’ll do my best.” 


The arena has finally been cleaned after around twenty minutes- fresh and anew. 
Unfortunately. 


He refused new pants. They are ripped all the way up to his lower thigh, yes, but at this point, it’s 
pointless to even get new ones each time. He’s only going to keep destroying them. He looks 
fucking ridiculous with no shoes and shredded pants, but he’s not looking to impress with 
appearance. 


Controlling his breathing, Izuku makes his way down the hall with clenched fists. He’s still tired, 
even after sleeping through half of the tournament oddly enough. His legs especially feel sore; pain 
in his bones and stress in each muscle. Changing his limbs that much in a short amount of time is 
excruciating for his body. It’s not like his quirk can magically give him enhancements, his body 


has to change with it. It’s almost like putting his bones and ligaments through a taffy puller each 
time he activates his quirk. 


Izuku continues down the hall with increasing speed. 


He hasn’t seen Todoroki since his round with Sero earlier in the tournament, nor has he spoken 
with him since before lunch. But, Izuku can tell something went wrong between those times. 
Honestly, he can’t tell if it’s just Todoroki being Todoroki, or if something seriously upset him. 
His eyes were cold- numbing his face- and his actions were absurd. Letting out pent-up rage, his 
ice exploded out like a bomb. 


Izuku looks down at his feet. 
...was it something I said? 


Without truly paying attention to his surroundings, Izuku doesn’t see the flame coming around the 
corner all too well. 


But he can smell it. 


His nails grow to points right as the acrid stench of smoke enters his nose. Bitter and sour, it’s 
warm. 


“Oh, it’s you.” 


Izuku lowers his head and struts right past him. He can hear the hero scoff in response, joining the 
irritating sound of flame. 


“T’m talking to you, brat. Have some respect,” Endeavor spits. 


Izuku rolls his eyes bitterly. “And I’m ignoring you, dick. Have some respect, ” Izuku growls 
back. 


The annoying sound of heavy footsteps stomps behind him. Izuku fights the urge to turn around 
and punch him in the jaw. 


“You have no right talking to me like that-” 
Before a hand could grab his shoulder, Izuku spins around and slaps it out of the way. 
“Touch me and I'll bite your hand clean off.” 


Endeavor’s lip raises in a sneer. “The kids this school lets train as heroes...” He trails off, shaking 
his head. 


Izuku’s fist clenches, pressing his nails firmly against his palms. “You’re one to talk.” He turns 
back around, walking away with his posture erect. 


Every time Izuku comes in contact with the hero, he has to fight every fiber in his body to not rip 
his spine out. As of right now, he’s currently doing so. It’s even worse now that he’s 
knowledgeable of the hero’s home life. Unfortunately, fighting two Todoroki’s isn’t something he 
wants on his plate right now, it’s stacked high as it is- even if the prick deserves it. 


Endeavor lets out a pissed-off tisk. “You're all bark, brat. It won’t do you any good against my 


pd 


son. 


Izuku stops in his tracks. Inhaling with flared nostrils, he holds his breath in his chest. 


“And you’re the number two hero whose son you speak of refuses to use half his quirk and 
acknowledge you.” Izuku turns his head to the side to glare at the hero with a side-eye. “It won’t do 
you any good to brag.” 


He straightens his neck forward, continuing on with trembling hands. If he squeezes his hands any 
tighter, he just might draw blood. 


“How dare you, you little shit-” 
Izuku snorts, narrowing his eyes. 
“Your words don’t scare me, nor do I care...’ ve had far worse threats, Endeavor.” 


Endeavor is silent from the other end of the hall. Most likely writhing in his own anger silently as 
the flames on his shoulders flicker. 


“ Far worse.” 


“Now starting the first match of the second round!” 
Izuku sucks in a big breath, letting it out aggressively as the crowd echoes with cheers. 


Todoroki stands across from him with little to no emotion on his face. Tired. Confused. Angry. He 
could be feeling all of these things, but Izuku can’t even read him. It’s frustrating. Looking down, 
Izuku notices Todoroki’s left hand trembling at his side with a clenched fist. Like he’s trying so 
hard to subside it. To keep it shoved deep deep down so it doesn’t hurt anyone. His bright white 
cloth stays wrapped around his arm tightly. 


“Midoriya!!” 

Izuku is frustrated . 

“Todoroki, you’re going to hurt yourself if-” 
“Versus!!”” 


Todoroki shakes his head. “I can’t .” 


“I’m going to show that bastard that I can and will win this with only my mother’s ice. That I reject 
him and his quirk completely. It doesn’t matter if I get hurt.” 


Izuku opens his mouth. 
“Begin!!” 
“T’m sorry Midoriya, but I hope you can understand why I must do this.” 


Todoroki makes a face of regret, before stomping his foot on the ground. Glaciers of ice shoot out 
of the stone and accelerate in a line towards Izuku. Sharp and thick, they come towards him so fast, 
he barely has enough time to send energy into his legs and feet to leap out of the way. Landing with 
a skid, Izuku digs his toenails into the smooth concrete. Placing one hand on the ground, his hand 


shifts to a bigger and nastier claw. 

“Tt pains me to see you hurt yourself like this Todoroki!” Izuku yells as another line of ice comes 
towards him. Jumping high, Izuku plants his feet onto the side of the ice and runs forward- treating 
them as cleats like before. “Please just stop.” 


Todoroki’s emotions become visible on his face from the comment. 


“Why don’t you understand why I must do this!” Todoroki yells in frustration as he places a hand 
on the ice, sending more into the already tall spikes. “You confuse me, Midoriya!!” The ice grows, 
launching Izuku high into the air with a gasp. “I thought you’d understand as I did with you!” 
Izuku’s teeth grind together. “I never said I don’t understand Todoroki!” Izuku screams with an 
equal amount of frustration as he smashes down on the top of the ice with a crackle and shatter. “If 
anything I understand so much!” Pressing his feet deep into the ice, he shoots himself forward and 
towards Todoroki. Spinning his body around, he gets close enough to land a blow on Todoroki’s 
side with his clawed foot. Todoroki stumbles back as Izuku lands on the ground with a thump. “If 
anything I could be you right now! ” 


Tororoki lets out a ticked growl as he moves his frosted hand towards Izuku. Izuku huffs, ducking 
and smacking it to the side with a harsh hand. Todoroki immediately rebounds and swings his iced 
fist towards Izuku’s face. Izuku doesn’t have enough time to dodge. With a crack, the cold, spiked 
ice crystals that layered on Todoroki’s hand dig into his skin as he is nailed right in the nose and 
mouth. A sharp intense pain spirals through the nerves on his face as he nearly falls to the ground. 
Another line of glaciers crawls at Izuku quickly. He almost doesn’t dodge. Jumping horizontally, 
Izuku loses balance and tumbles on the ground. 


“What are you talking about?!” Todoroki yells. 


Izuku quits rolling, landing in a half-crouch with a hand on the ground keeping him planted. 
Panting, he can feel the warm saltiness of blood trickle from a cut on his lip as well as nose. 
Wiping the blood from his mouth with the other hand, he spits. 


“It’s not worth it,” Izuku breathes. “The hatred. The refusals. Trust me .” 


Todoroki shakes his head, before taking off in a sprint towards Izuku. Ice begins to form under his 
feet and he rises. The glaciers create a ramp, raising him high enough till he’s directly above Izuku. 
Jumping off, Todoroki heads straight for Izuku on the ground. Grunting, Izuku flings himself 
backward right as an icy fist slams into the ground. Todoroki turns his head with a haunted glare. 


“IT know why you isolate but please listen to me when I say-” 
A harsh exhale from Todoroki leads to yet another line of ice towards Izuku. 


Izuku rolls out of the way almost too late. This ice is a pain in the goddamn ass. He may be quick 
but not when his opponent has such a long-range offensive quirk. 


“You need to listen-” 
“You don’t know what I need,” Todoroki says with heightened frustration crawling up his lungs. 


“Then say it! Say what you need!” Izuku growls as he runs forward on all fours momentarily 
before switching to a full-on sprint on two. 


Todoroki bares his teeth. With a trembling right hand this time, he readies it. He sends another line 


of ice but Izuku sees it coming. Todoroki’s becoming slow. Dodging to the side, Izuku continues to 
run forward. Another line. Another dodge. Another line. Izuku jumps up and plants one foot on one 
line of ice and the other on another line. He runs right at Todoroki, alternating glacier after glacier 
until he moves to run on only one. Todoroki raises a hand in panic. Noticing this, Izuku falls to the 
ground and runs. Frost layers under Todoroki’s foot but he’s hesitant. Izuku is too close and 
Todoroki will be caught in a difficult situation if he releases a big blast of ice. 


“Say it!” Izuku yells before sliding to the ground and between Todorok1’s legs. He grabs his left 
leg and yanks, sending him face-first to the ground. “Why do you..” Izuku harshly drags Todoroki 
towards him, gripping his ankle tightly. “Get to tell me my actions are alright when I can’t do the 
sa-” Todoroki rolls like a trapped alligator, freeing himself. Kicking his leg outward he lands a 
blow on Izuku’s shoulder. 


“Because,” Todoroki huffs as he scrambles to his feet and turns toward Izuku. “It’s different.” 
“How is it different?” Izuku almost screams as he instinctively grows his other hand into a claw. 
“Because his quirk has hurt people on purpose,” Todoroki almost snaps. 


He is done with getting his buttons pushed today. Izuku snarls. Coming to his feet, he stays low 
before rolling forward and into a front handstand. Wrapping his feet around Todoroki’s neck, he 
crunches halfway. Todoroki, startled, places a chilled hand on Izuku’s fur-covered thigh. 
Shivering, Izuku snaps his body to the side, taking Todoroki down with a bang. Like with Shinso 
before, he holds Todoroki in place. 


Todoroki grips Izuku’s thigh tight, frosting his hair and skin. 


“Are you seriously going to spew that bull shit on me right now?” Izuku says with venom, 
squeezing Todoroki’s neck tighter. 


Todoroki chokes. “I-I...” he struggles to speak, wheezing as Izuku holds tight. 
Todoroki tries to inhale a breath. 


“His quirk, her quirk, fuck off! It wasn’t his quirk but him ! ” Izuku spits. His thigh is starting to 
feel numb from Todoroki’s grasp. “None of what you are doing is worth it!” 


“H-how do you know th-at...””, Todoroki wheezes. 


Izuku growls again. Letting his grip loosen, he adjusts his position to quickly switch and hold him 
down in a pin. One human hand and one claw hold Todoroki’s wrists down tightly. He can now 
look Todoroki right in the eyes. 


Todoroki gasps, finally getting in a solid breath. 
“Because you’re me.” 
Todoroki’s eyes widen with confusion. 


A drop of blood drips from his nose and his teeth bare a quaint scowl- showing off blood-stained 
fangs. 


“No matter what I do to keep my quirk shoved deep down it only comes back to bite me. I had to 
learn to control it because if not I’d be a wild animal on the streets. If you keep rejecting your fire 
it’s going to explode. If you keep using your ice without balancing you’ ll fucking kill yourself!” 


Todoroki slips his legs between Izuku’s, planting his feet on his chest and pressing off. Izuku flies 
forward but he quickly adjusts, flipping and landing on all fours. 


Todoroki pants, right hand now trembling aggressively. His entire left side is covered in patches of 
frost. 


“Why do you care so much?” Todoroki continues to breathe, moving to grip his arm with his left 
hand. “Why don’t you just stay quiet like everyone else?” 


“Because I’m not like everyone else.” Izuku stands to his feet, now letting his other hand change to 
a claw. “I’m not letting you do this to yourself when you actually have a choice.” 


Todoroki’s face scrunches as he starts running towards Izuku again. His movements are slow, and 
his mind is racing. Izuku does the same, clenching his fist. Right as Todoroki’s foot creates a thin 
layer of ice on the ground, Izuku reaches out and punches him in the gut. Grunting, Todoroki kicks 
his leg up in an attempt to take Izuku down with him. Izuku grabs Todoroki’s leg, swiping the 
other out from under him. 


“AHG!” Todoroki yells in alarm as his head and shoulders smack onto the ground. 


Izuku grabs Todoroki’s left wrist as gently as possible and pulls it up and towards his chest. 
“You...have a choice..” Izuku pants, kneeling down to place a knee on Todoroki’s chest. “You..you 
have done nothing wrong.” He places Todoroki’s hand close to the middle of his ribcage. His 
breaths are harsh and aggressive, almost causing his shirt to touch Todoroki’s fingertips. “You 
would never hurt me on purpose as your father did.” 


“Let go..” Todoroki says through clenched teeth. A trail of sweat forms down his head and to the 
concrete as he stares up at Izuku. 


Izuku’s grip tightens. He can feel the cloth of the bandage rub against his claws as he squeezes. 
“Todoroki just fucking listen to me.” He can feel Todoroki preparing to squirm and writhe like a 
freshly caught fish. “What your father did was horrible. You and your family didn’t deserve that. 
But your attempt at revenge is torturing you, you have to let go.” 


“T refuse..” Todoroki frees his hand from Izuku’s hold. Placing his iced hand on the ground, a 
glacier sprouts too close to Izuku’s face for comfort. Izuku jumps back and out of the way, 
allowing Todoroki to stand to his feet again. His entire body is shaking. 


“Todoroki you’re trembling,” Izuku snaps. “You need to put yourself into consideration-” 
“T’m never using his-” 


“Shut the fuck up!” Izuku screams at the top of his lungs. Todoroki flinches at the volume. “Just 
shut the fuck up. His quirk, his quirk, his quirk, SHUT UP!” Placing a clawed hand on his own 
chest, Izuku’s brows furrow in anger. “You are not your father. You will never ever be your father. 
You are fucking you . And coming with that is your quirk!” 


“Wha-” 


Izuku runs towards Todoroki again, not even giving him the chance to process. His own emotions 
are scrambled, and he himself might just start crying or screaming. Spinning his body around, he 
sideswipes Todoroki. But, before his classmate can slam onto the ground again, Izuku grabs his left 
wrist and holds him midair. 


“You think I don’t stay awake at night day after day after day regretting everything my quirk has 


done to people?! I could rip your fucking heart out right here right now, I could slit your throat, I 
could break your arm,” Izuku visibly spits with anger. “But I’m not going to on purpose because 
that’s not me. Iam not my quirk nor am I my stereotypes and neither are you.” He pulls Todoroki’s 
hand closer to his body. “If you wanted to hurt me like how your father hurts me you would have 
done so by now. ” 


Blood tries to trickle from the cut on his lip but he can’t be bothered to stop it. He never breaks eye 
contact. 


Todoroki’s chest rises and falls rapidly as his eyes stare up wide and full of emotions that don’t 
tend to show. 


“Your hand did not scar this skin. Your fire did not hurt me. Your fire will never hurt someone that 
doesn’t deserve it. Because unlike your father you will be a hero that actually cares.” 


“Why are you doing this?” Todoroki’s voice breaks. 
The air feels oddly silent. 


Izuku exhales roughly. “You’re one of the only people that saw me for me and not my quirk or 
reputation. So I’m doing the fucking same.” He loosens his grip, dropping Todoroki to the ground. 


Backing up, Izuku grows tall and his arms stretch long. A tail creeps from his tailbone and swishes 
behind. He bites at his lip as his bones grow uncomfortably. 


“T’m tired of people telling me I don’t understand.” 
Tororoki sits up and watches Izuku carefully. 


“T may not have had the choice in my early actions, nor my position right now. And I may not ever 
get the choice. But, I do have a choice to be what people see me as or not,” Izuku says with as 
much gentleness as possible. “I could have rejected my quirk for as long as I could until it mentally 
damaged me. And I could have refused all help around me, simply because they don’t understand 
or I don’t want to cause them pain.” He tilts his head to the side, squinting just barely as he looks 
at Todoroki and his wide grey and blue eyes. “Sound familiar?” 


Todoroki sits with no reply. 


Izuku tuned out the screams of the audience, as well as Present Mic’s commentary. But, 
occasionally he can see peeks of people jumping, and pressing their hands on each side of their 
mouths to amplify screams. 


“But I didn’t.” he straightens his head forward, blinking with a tired sigh. “We aren’t so different, 
you know... We may have been prisoners, Todoroki, but our quirks are ours and only ours whether 
we like it or not.” Izuku raises a clawed hand, glancing down at the sharp and shiny weapons that 
extend from his fingertips. 


“T’m scared I'll end up like him...” Todoroki exhales, looking up at Izuku with wide eyes. 


Izuku’s jaw creaks from the never-ending pressure he’s putting on his teeth. “You won't! You 
never will!” he snaps and lowers his hand, bringing icy eyes back towards his classmate. He licks 
the cut on his lip slowly, tasting blood on the tip of his tongue. “You’re different, I know you are 
Todoroki. And that’s saying something considering he’s tried to kill me .” 


Todoroki looks at Izuku with a haunted stare, rising to his feet with a still trembling right side. 


Izuku bends his knees, allowing his tail to sway back and forth. He shrugs, bringing his arms 
outward. “I am going to say it, and I always will, I understand. ” 


Todoroki bites at the bottom of his lip for a moment, bending his knees as well. His chest expands 
and decompresses with increasing speed. He looks like he just saw a ghost. 


Izuku closes his eyes, nodding. He’s done trying. Forming his legs in a half lunge, he takes off 
towards Todoroki. Eyes now focused right on Todoroki’s chest and arms, he stretches his stride 
wider and increases his speed. Puffing a breath from his nose, Izuku readies to deliver a blow. 


But the air rising in temperature keeps him grounded. 


Before he can get close enough, a hot, bright flame shoots forward and outward- everywhere. Still 
running, Izuku gasps and drops to his knees, sliding under the flame like a game of limbo. 


Skittering out of the way of the fire, Izuku returns to his ready stance; one hand on the ground. The 
sound of ice cracking and melting enters his ears and thumps in his eardrums as the flames rise and 
rise like a campfire being fed. His breathing picks up as he stares at the magnificence of the bright 
embers that flow and sway in the breeze. A laugh chokes out of his throat and he smiles. 


“Why..why would you...?” Todoroki breathes as he glances to his left. 


Izuku brings his gaze down to look at Todoroki in the eyes. Izuku blinks, tilting his head to the 
side. He shrugs. “You were pissing me off.” 


Todoroki huffs a laugh. “You’re incredibly stupid, helping the enemy.” 


“T may be, but it was worth it.” Izuku watches Tororoki’s flame try and spread farther from his 
body. Unlike his father's, its presence isn’t vile and putrid. Todoroki’s flames are warm and as 
colorful as a valley sunset. It is the fire of someone who deserves it. “Your flames are beautiful .” 


Izuku could swear the guy cracks a smile. “You won’t think that after this fight.” 
“T’m certain I will.” 

“SHOTOOO!!” 

Izuku’s smile drops to annoyance real quick. 


Todoroki’s eyes look to the side, finding his father stomp down the stairs with a crooked smile on 
his face. The crowds’ faces in the stands twist to judgement as his father makes a scene at the 
bottom by the railing. Izuku growls. 


“Don’t look at him. Look at me.” Izuku says, standing up to his feet. “It’s just you and me.” 
Todoroki does just that. He ignores his father. “You better not regret your choice, Midoriya.” 
“And you better not either, half and half. Bring it .” 


In an instant, Todoroki places his right foot on the ground, and simultaneously with his flames, he 
creates shards and layers of ice on the ground beneath his foot. Izuku’s lip curls up into a sneer-like 
smile. 


Like before with Sero, Todoroki summons intense amounts of ice, only around and behind him as 
well as in front. This- the fire, the ice, the aura- is the definition of power . It is almost unreal. 
Right before the ice coming for Izuku can sweep his feet from underneath him, he pushes off into a 


tired sprint. Jumping up, he plants his feet on the ice and continues on- listening to the crackle and 
crack of the ice in each step. Todoroki swipes a brilliant flame behind him, and Izuku knows he 
must speed up. Pushing more into both arms and legs, Izuku moves to run on all fours. All four 
claws dig and press in the ice, adding more and more speed to Izuku’s pace. Looking up, Todoroki 
releases a hot and cold variant blast of fire and ice behind him, launching him forward and towards 
Izuku. As Izuku runs- breathing with rough and short exhalations- he can hear Cementoss and 
Midnight screaming at each other to stop the fight. That Izuku will be killed if they continue. 


Snorting, Izuku only runs faster. As if, 
“GO KUINDDDD!” 


Right as Izuku can feel the flame Todoroki holds on his skin, he leaps and spins right over 
Todoroki’s head. Todoroki gasps in alarm, turning his head upward to find Izuku. 


Spinning back around to face his classmate, he reaches a clawed hand and grabs the back of his 
shirt. Cracking his body around in a spin, he winds Todoroki around and throws him down to the 
ground. The flame on Todoroki’s body tickles his arms and singes his clothes, but it’s no matter. 
With the strength of his arm, Todoroki falls to the ground so hard, the ice below shatters and 
makes a crater under his back. Crystals fly into the air and drop like rain, sprinkling all around. 
Todoroki makes a strangled sound as the wind in his chest is pulled out. 


Izuku drops in front of him, ice exploding under his claws as he lands. The fire on Todoroki’s left 
has turned to a sizzle of steam as he pants in the crater of ice underneath him. Izuku takes four steps 
forward, placing his last step on Todoroki’s chest. His foot is so big it could very well be the size 
of his torso. The feeling of breath under his nails is intense, but he doesn’t put enough pressure on 
him to really keep him down. He’s made his point. 


He’s won here. 


The audience is silent. Present Mic is silent. The only sound that could be heard is the steam and 
crackling of ice under their bodies and the breath in each of their lungs. 


“T-Todoroki, can you move?” Midnight yells, shock covering her tone. 


Izuku breathes heavily, looking down at Todoroki with an open smile. Todoroki doing the same, 
shakes his head no. 


The sound of a whip and cuffs breaks the silence. 
“Midoriya wins!!!” 


The crowd joins with her scream, and Izuku releases his hold on Todoroki’s chest. The thump of 
his heart and the screams of thousands of people echoes in his rib cage. Bending down, he offers a 
hand. His claws and boney fingers stay, but Todoroki doesn’t flinch, nor does he show a scowl. 


He grabs his hand. 


C-34 thrashes in his cage. Clawing at the bars, screeching in anger and horror. He moves to bite 
and gnaw at the gate like a rabid animal- desperate and terrified. It’s been like this for minutes. It 
feels more like hours, considering the raw and dryness in his throat from the endless screaming and 
howling. 


He makes eye contact with C-34 before handing the disgusting silver device to a man in all black. 


C-34 screams at the top of his lungs. If he had tears left to cry, he would. 
STOP!!! 


Roaring with aggravation he slams his body against the bars of the front of his cage with his 
shoulder. He feels like a feral animal that was caged and drugged. He needs out. He needs out. 
There 1s a 50/50 change a child is about to be tortured on live tv. His own brain is fried and 
scrambled. Everything is happening so fast his very being is quaking. 


“Be sure to use it as late as you can in the fourth round. I originally wanted the third, but predicting 
the lineup, the child’s third round will be quick.” 


“Will do sir.” 

“Pll show you out.” 

The man in black pockets the device, turning around. C-34 only lets out a gut wrenching wail. 
ENOUGH!! 


He looks over at C-34 with an irritable stare. “Shut him up, will you?” His eyes slide over to one of 
his underlings before following the man in black through a shadow of a portal. A black abyss. 
They disappear. 


The man in white nods, pulling something from a pocket in his coat. C-34 can’t tell if it’s a trang 
gun or if it’s real from the darkness of the room. Dull and matte black, the man clicks the safety off 
with a thumb. C-34 wheezes a scared breath, backing up to the very edge of his prison. The man 
walks over to the front of the cage and points the barrel of the gun right at C-34’s forehead. A 
finger hovers over the trigger. 


“Time to sleep for a bit, big guy.” 


Something snaps inside. Like a switch flipping in his brain, the fear he once felt completely 
dissipates. It could be the fact that a child’s life could very much change horribly, and it could be 
because he’s sick of being treated like a science experiment. Tormented. Whatever the case, C-34 
is done. 


Barring his large fangs and canines, C-34 has about had it. 


The trigger is squeezed, but before a bullet or a trang can be shot out C-34 bolts towards the closed 
gate with so much force he breaks it open. The metal door squeals as its bolts rip from their 
holdings. Alarmed, the armed man scrambles backward and falls, shooting a misfire into the air. 
The bang of the gun rings in C-34’s ears as he scrambles on the ground like a fish out of water. 
Fully standing for the first time in days, his legs wobble, and his tail swishes. Front paws and back 
hooves feel the floor- warmer and more solid than the metal he slept on. The shell of a trang clangs 
on the ground and C-34 roars. The man on the ground cocks the gun, nervous. Before another can 
be fired, C-34 whips his scaled tail at his hand, knocking the gun out of his grasp. 


“CODE 42 CODE 42!” One of the other men yells, running to the control panel. Right as a finger 
is about to press the alarm, C-34 rams his horned head into the man’s side. Something cracks in the 
man's chest, sounding like a walnut breaking in half. Letting out a choke, he flies back and slams 
into the wall. Sinking to the ground, he grabs his side with a hand and groans. Wide-eyed and 
terrified, he notices C-34 now walking towards him. Breathing heavily with panic, the man digs in 
his pocket for something. C-34 snarls with aggression as he picks up his pace. Drool finds its way 
from his teeth, dripping and stringing into bits off his bottom lip disgustingly and foul. The 


clipping and clopping of his back hooves fill the silent room as the man in front of him sweats 
profusely. 


Pulling out a gun, the man pulls the trigger. Blank. He presses it again and again but the gun is 
empty of what he requires. Exhaling with frustration he throws the gun to the ground and reaches 
in his pocket for something else. Pulling out a small remote, he points it at the silver collar around 
C-34’s neck. Growling, C-34 runs and opens his mouth as the man prepares to press the red 
button. 


Snap. 


The man screams in agony as C-34’s jaws lock around his wrist, sinking his teeth into skin and 
muscle. He can feel the remote drop onto his tongue as blood sprays and bones crack. 


The man from before yells, jumping onto C-34’s back. The weight of the man is joined by 
something poking into his skin. He screams with the other man's hand still in his grasp, tasting 
more blood as it flows down his throat. Electricity courses through his veins and every cell in his 
body with excruciating pain. Thrashing his body, C-34 manages to pull back hard enough to 
separate hand from arm. Ligaments are pulled and hang from C-34’s mouth like noodles. The man 
on the ground lets out a horrendous yell before passing out; arms going limp as blood sprays 
everywhere. The sharp and jagged bone pokes from the end of the wound like splintered wood- 
sickening. C-34’s body quakes from the shocks filling his body- twitching and spazzing. Bucking 
like a wild horse, he manages to throw the man off his back. The man hits his head against the wall 
with a crack, immediately passing out. 


Released from the electric prison, C-34 chokes and wheezes, shaking his head. 


Spitting the limb and remote out of his mouth, he licks the blood from his maw. His whiskers drip 
with crimson as he stares at the open door. Breathing hoarsely and angrily, he sticks a claw in 
between the collar and his neck. He pulls. His action triggers the defense on the collar- its smooth 
edges protract minuscule spikes sharp as knives. Now digging into his skin as he pulls, the collar 
draws blood and slices the back of his neck. He screams, pulling harder and harder. The metal 
groans and creaks, slowly starting to morph. 


The door behind him bursts open as the metal gives and snaps in two. Gasping, blood drips from 
his neck and onto the floor, joining the already puddled concrete ground. 


“SHIT!!” 


A gun is fired and C-34 makes a run for it. Blood splatters the wall as he runs through the open 
doorway, three men close on his tail. An alarm blares, lights shutting off and leaving only a 
flashing red. The scream and moan of the alarm rings in his ears and rattles his already electrified 
brain. He can hear the charging of the sticks that most men carry behind him. The buzz and the 
static. 


C-34 runs as fast as his tired and stiff legs can handle. 

“That damn chimera!!!” 

A walkie-talkie beeps. 

” 


“Requesting backup immediately!! South, Cohort B! We’ve got a runner! 


“He ripped his collar off! If he gets out we can’t track him!” 


Blood continues to trickle from his wounds, now traveling down his back as he runs. 
Left turn. 

Right. 

Straight. 

It’s amaze . 


C-34’s luck is running out. Only a few have successfully made it out before, and most don’t even 
make it this far. He can’t turn around. He can’t fight them off. All he can do is run and pray. 


He’s outrun most of the men by at least a few twists and turns, but for how long exactly? Where is 
that backup they requested? 


What are his chances? 


“C-34!” A new voice calls from above. Looking up, C-34 sees a slender body climbing and 
clinging to the ceiling and wall- swinging and squeezing through the exposed pipes like a trained 
acrobat. A white lab coat is tied around their thin waste messily. The lights have not ceased their 
flashing, so their form is unknown to him. The voice sounded feminine, but it’s all he can grasp. 


A long, scaly tail emerges from the body of the stranger, wrapping around one of the pipes. They 
swing around and let go, flipping around in a half backflip. Landing on C-34’s back, they place a 
hand on his tangled mane. C-34 feels a line of panic shoot down his spine as the weight of the 
being is weighed on his spine. He readies to buck this person off and keep running, but the strange 
gentleness of the hand makes him hesitate. Pulling a gun from their belt, the stranger aims and 
shoots at a camera ahead. 


“Left, then straight.” 
He’s taken off guard for a moment. They’re helping him. 
At least he hopes that is what they are doing. 


C-34 is led through the complex. Turning, twisting, jumping, and running- he makes it to what 
seems to be a large door with a keypad by its side. Panting, C-34 feels his legs tremble and start to 
give out. Spitting a clot of blood from his mouth, he wheezes. 


The stranger who seems to be a savior, slides off his back and runs to the side of the door. 


The yelling and scampering of feet grow close. C-34’s heart is thumping and thumping in his chest, 
seconds away from bursting. 


“This will lead you to an alley system, take an immediate left and you will find a large opening to 
the sewers,” they say quickly, pressing in a code with nimble fingers. 


Through the red and black, C-34 notices their features a little more. They appear to be a woman, 
thin and fit. Her hair is tied in a long brown ponytail and her face is tired. Scales litter the exposed 
skin on her arms and chest in patches like tattoos. Her presence is intimidating. Strong. Strange. 


Placing a hand on his shoulder, she looks at him and then behind. She moves to untie the lab coat 
from her waist, immediately throwing it on. She huffs, pulling out an ID card from a pocket, 
flashing it at the keypad. A beep. The doors groan and slowly start to creep open. 


“Bust through it so it seems you broke through, you don’t have much time,” she says, looking back 
again. The doors are opening slowly and the hollers are approaching faster. 


C-34 lets out a feline wine, tilting his head in confusion. Who is this woman? Why is one of them 
helping him? 


The woman’s strong eyes look at him, pleading. “Go!” 


Snapping back into place, C-34 turns his head and bursts into a run. Slamming his horns into the 
metal of the door, it dents and explodes open. Following the bang of metal is an eruption of brick 
from is front- as if it was hidden within the walls. The fresh and coolness of the spring air greet 
him as his feet meet asphalt. The light half blinds as his eyes meet the sun; being in the dark for so 
long has done no pleasure to his eyes. White frothy spots fill his vision as he stumbles forward. 


Glancing back, the woman exhales and nods. A reptile-like claw replaces her hand and raises to her 
face. It swipes, slicing three long gashes across her face painfully. 


She falls to the ground. With a smile on her face, blood coats her face as the men that are chasing 
C-34 come around the corner. 


Taking a left, C-34 heads for the sewer entrance. He blinks, finally getting his eyes somewhat 
adjusted to the new light. His brows furrow forward as he looks to find the opening. The taste of 
freedom isn’t as sweet as he dreamed of, neither is it what he expected. Whoever that woman was, 
she was on his side. 


“He’s headed for the sewers!!” 
The voices are way too close for comfort. 


C-34 looks to the side and grabs a faded green dumpster to his right. Sliding it over, he stops and 
arches his back into a bridge. Kicking his back legs out, his hooves nail the dumpster and send it 
flying towards the men on his tail. 


The men yell in alarm as the object crashes to the ground and spills its contents. 
C-34 takes off towards the sewer’s opening, trying to concentrate as his mind runs a marathon. 
By God, that child better be alright. 


And he better not be who they are looking for. 


“Your muscles and bones are very strained in your legs honey, please be careful in the last of the 
festival. ’'m not sure if it’s your quirks doing, but if you push it you might collapse.” 


Izuku chews on one of the gummies Recovery Girl gave him, walking through the tunnel towards 
the arena once again. His body aches through each step and his joints groan from the pressure on 
his knees. Creaking and popping. Recovery Girl really advised him to take it easy, but it’s quite 
difficult when he is barely allowed a break. The third round started with another Bakugou victory, 
and right now, Izuku is about to face lida. It may be difficult due to his classmate’s speed, but he 
might just have evade his own quirk for this round. The new mutation has proven to take more of a 
toll on his stamina and energy. His body is barely hanging on, even more so because of his round 
with Todoroki. It was emotionally exhausting, for both of them, but looking on the bright side it 
seems it may have released some stress. 


Hopefully. 
He hasn’t talked to his classmate since their fight to confirm. 


Swallowing the sweet strawberry flavored gummy down, Izuku steps into the light. That’s not 
what’s going to be on his mind right now. 


The crowd loses it at the sight of Izuku and his ruined pants and shoeless feet- excited to see his 
presence once again. The sound of cheering is getting too repetitious for his liking. He isn’t quite 
used to this much spotlight- good spotlight to be specific. 


lida is already waiting for him at the top with his back straight and eyes focused. His deep blue 
eyes focus on Izuku as he walks up the stone stairs. Izuku takes in a big breath. He’s getting tired of 
this. 


“Midoriya’s becoming one heck of an opponent today ladies and gents! Let’s see how this goes 
against our very own Class 1-A’s speedster!” 


Izuku exhales. Loud. 


“You’re a good fighter Midoriya, but unfortunately for you, everyone has their breaking point,” 
lida says, entering a runner's lung. His glasses glint as he brings his head down. 


Izuku tiredly rolls his eyes, inhaling. “Yeah yeah, let’s just get this over with.” 
“Fighters may begin!” 


Like Izuku predicted, Iida’s engines roar and explode. He sidesteps. The wind blows his hair and 
shirt, cooling his skin as Iida slips past. 


Gasping, lida slams to a stop- inches away from the line. Like tires squealing on an asphalt road, 
Iida’s shoes skid against the ground as he quickly turns around and repeats the same movement. 


Izuku’s eyes glance to the side, unphased. lida’s moves are too predictable, even if he’s got speed 
to his name. 


Izuku spits a tisk as lida sprints close. Right as lida is around two seconds away, Izuku drops to his 
knees. A sneakered foot plants by his knee and all Izuku does is grab it. As if a carpet was yanked 
from under his feet, Iida yelps and flies forward and over Izuku’s head. Face first, he slams onto 
the ground with a thud. 


Izuku can hear a few crowd members wince and yell a few “OOOOOO’s” in the background. 


Izuku stands to his feet and fights the urge to suck air through his teeth. This is starting to get old, 
and his body is agreeing with that. 


“That was dirty, Midoriya!” 


A foot slams against his back like a bullet. Grunting, Izuku hunches forward with a sharp pain 
shooting down his spine. A growl slips from his lips as he spins around. His eyes meet the white 
sole of a shoe and he holds his breath, arching his back. The foot grazes the tip of his nose, and 
before Izuku can fully drop to the ground he grabs Iida’s ankle with a free hand and throws his 
body to the side. His engines clang against the ground as he makes contact with the stone. If it 
were any harder, the ground under lida would have cracked. 


Like an angry bull, Izuku stands and exhales through his nose loudly. Keeping his hold on Iida’s 
ankle, he starts to walk towards the edge of the arena with his classmate dragging behind. Engines 
rumble and Izuku allows for only one clawed hand to emerge. He digs his nails into lida’s ankle, 
squeezing. 


lida opens his mouth but not even a squeak is heard. Clenching a fist, lida starts his engines in the 
other leg. Spinning around from the acceleration lida belts a yell and attempts to release himself. 


Izuku lets out another pissed-off grunt, following lida’s direction. Spinning in circles, Izuku keeps 
his hold on lida- refusing to let go. At this point Iida is spinning so fast he has lifted off the ground. 
And if they keep going like this, Izuku might vomit from the dizziness. 


“Let go of me, you imbecile!” Iida yells as he comes around again full circle. 
“Ok..” Izuku struggles. “If that’s what you WANT!” 


Letting go of Iida’s foot, he launches him into the air and out of bounds. Flailing his arms, lida 
screams and tumbles to the grassy ground messily. Dirt picks up and chunks of grass fly out from 
under him as he recedes to a stop. 


Izuku stands in the arena, panting. Blowing a piece of hair from his face, he straightens his now 
pained spine. 


lida rolls over to his back and places a disappointed hand on his forehead. His entire uniform is 
covered in grass stains and dirt- filthy and ruined. Defeated. 


“Midoriya does not fail!!!” 
Izuku retracts his claw, dragging the hand through his damp and tangled hair. 


One more to go. 


Izuku chews on the last of the gummies Recovery Girl gave him before his match with lida. The 
rest were a tart lime flavor- not his favorite, but sweetness helps his empty stomach. 


He still hasn't eaten since this morning. And, well, he’s really starting to regret that. 


Biting at the corner of his lip, IZuku watches Bakugou’s match with Tokoyami carefully. Both are 
strong opponents, but Tokoyami is at a disadvantage. Knowing the unfortunate match-up, Izuku’s 
break will be slim again. 


Great. 


“Man you’re insane for making it this far dude,” Kirishima says, placing a hand on his shoulder 
from behind. “You holding up alright?” His shoulder is squeezed and he nods. 


Bakugou lets off an explosion down below. 


“Yeah, I just wish my breaks were longer.” He wraps his arm around his stomach, finally feeling 
the hunger catch up to him. “I also didn’t eat lunch so I’m regretting that,” Izuku says with a 
nervous smile. 


“Woah shit-” 


Something bonks on top of Izuku’s head hard. He hears the slap sound on his skull as it bounces 


off and onto the ground. Surprised, Izuku winces and places a hand on his head. He looks up. 
Another explosion from Bakugou. 


“T did not just hear you say you didn’t eat lunch,” Dai says, peeking her head over the ledge above. 
“Eat that or I’m shoving it down your throat.” She points to the ground by his feet. Following her 
finger, Izuku sees a granola bar laying there. 


With a brow raised, Izuku reaches down and picks it up. Izuku brings his gaze back up and Dai is 
still staring at him. She makes the ‘I’m watching you’ motion with her fingers, before disappearing 
out of view. Izuku shakes his head, letting out a snort. She’s such a mom. 


“Man, I wish I had a friend that gave me granola bars,” Kaminari jokes at Izuku’s left. 


Izuku huffs a laugh as he unwraps the snack. “She’s more like a mom, no matter how much she 
denies it.” Taking a bite of the compacted granola, something else comes flying from above. 
Noticing it this time, Izuku leans back and avoids another weaponized granola bar from above. It 
smacks on the ground loudly. 


“Stop you’re gonna take someone’s eye out!” Izuku yells with his mouth full, looking back up. 
Dai’s head is poked over again, joined by an annoying middle finger. 


Izuku rolls his eyes and bends down to grab the bar. Tossing it to his left, he takes another bite of 
his snack. “Here Kaminari, I only want one.” 


Startled, Kaminari catches it. ‘““Woah sick thanks, man!” 
Izuku nods, leaning his elbows on his knees. 


Down in the arena, Bakugou overwhelms Tokoyami with a blast. Bright and hot, Tokoyami tries to 
shield himself with Dark Shadow but it fails. His companion struggles and cowers from the light, 
allowing Bakugou to take advantage and shove Tokoyami down. He’s pinned him to the ground by 
his beak, claiming his victory. 


Sighing, Izuku shoves the last of the bar into his mouth and crinkles the wrapper. 


Last but not least... 


Trash-filled water sloshes under C-34’s hooves and claws. The smell of mold and mildew stings 
his nose the harsher he breathes and runs. It’s disgusting down here. 


He lost the people chasing him- completely. Now, it’s just him and the rat-infested waters of the 
dark sewers. He really has no idea where he’s going. C-34 drenches himself in greywater as it 
splashes through each step. His crocodilian tail slaps against the surface loudly, joining his already 
loud enough breathing. 


His bleeding has stopped, for now, leaving tangles and mattes of blood clots in his fur. That doesn’t 
mean his neck still doesn’t throb uncomfortably. All the adrenaline is keeping him from passing 
out due to complete exhaustion. 


C-34 can feel vibrations through his feet, and he can pick up the faint screams of a crowd as he 
continues to run. Chanting, hoots, hollers, clapping, explosions. Wherever he is, he must be close 
to Yuuei. 


Very close. 
“Ts that all you got, Bakugou?!” Izuku yells as he dodges a popping fist coming for his face. “I 
thought you wanted to kick my ass!” 


Tumbling into a summersault, Izuku spins around and crosses his arms- blocking another blow. He 
winces, feeling both the heat on his skin and the ache in his legs. 


Bakugou growls, immediately switching his position. Swinging his leg around, Bakugou lands a 
painful blow on Izuku’s ribs. Coughing, Izuku slides back and readjusts. 


Izuku is so tired. He’s running off a single granola bar and a few gummies at the moment, and that 
will not last long in his books. 


Almost over..almost over.. 
“You’d be dead by now if you stopped fucking running around!” 
“What..” Izuku exhales, lifting to his feet. “Can’t handle a little running around?” 


“Where’s all that ridiculous goddamn flipping around you love to do so much?!” Bakugou yells as 
he blasts himself towards Izuku fast. Explosions pointed behind, he turns himself into a projectile. 


Izuku lifts his chin and huffs. Shaking his head he runs towards Bakugou head-on. Bakugou draws 
his hand back and prepares to deliver a blow, but Izuku jumps and does exactly what Bakugou 
asked for. He flips forward and slams his heel on the back of his head. With a crack, his face 
smacks right on the ground and Izuku lands in front of his crumbed body. 


“What?” Izuku breathes. “I could do more if you ask nicely.” 


Bakugou reaches out too fast to register and grabs Izuku’s ankle, yanking it towards himself. Izuku 
squeals and flies backward. But, unlike lida who ate shit earlier, he lands on his upper back and 
plants his hands on the ground- catching himself and preventing a loss of wind in his lungs. 
Bakugou roars and comes at Izuku with the same speed as before. As his acquaintance grows close 
enough to touch, Izuku presses his hands against the smooth stone and launches himself towards 
Bakugou’s chest. Both feet planting on Bakugou’s chest, he kicks him so hard the blonde grunts 
and flies backward. 


Bakugou sets off explosions from both hands, catching himself before he can land ungracefully on 
the ground- unlike Izuku, who in fact, landed horribly. Panting like he’s out of shape, Izuku 
attempts to lift his screaming muscles off the ground. Another explosion comes near for more. 
Growling, he swings his lower half around and slams a foot against Bakugou’s face. 


Bakugou wastes no time and grabs Izuku’s ankle, throwing him as hard as he can. 
Izuku flies and tumbles to the ground- rolling like a log. 


Growing a claw, Izuku extends his hand outward and scrapes his nails against the concrete. 
Screeching like nails on a chalkboard, he stops dangerously close to the line. 


“Stop fucking around Deku!” Bakugou yells, stomping back towards Izuku like clockwork. 
“Fuck off, I’m tired,” Izuku exhales. Slowing rising to his feet, he can feel his legs start to tremble. 


Bakugou’s stomping turns into a sprint, getting an annoyed tisk out of Izuku. Lowering his body, 


he lets a tail sneak out from behind. Feeling his tailbone stretch, he walks towards the blonde 
carefully. Bakugou draws his fist back and swings. Popping and sizzling, his hand is sent for 
contact. Quickly, Izuku slides his arm to the side and blocks it, rapidly delivering a clawed punch 
to Bakugou’s gut. An ugly grunt slips out of his lips, lurching forward. 


Before Bakugou can rebound and go in for another, Izuku grabs his wrist and twists his body 
around, whipping his tail with a crack. Slapping Bakugou across the face, he uses this same body 
position to extend his leg out and kick Bakugou as hard as he can. 


If Izuku were in any other situation, he would be running in to finish the job. With much more 
energy to be precise. But right now, Izuku is struggling to stay on his own feet after sending 
Bakugou flying. 


Bakugou skids his feet on the ground, almost stumbling backward. He stretches his mouth into a 
cocky smile, belting a half deadly laugh. “You’re fucking on asshat.” 


Izuku grumbles to himself as he forces his legs to move forward. 


seus | 


A chill crawls down his spine. 
Izuku snaps his head to the side. 


The whisper from the round with Shinso returns, circling around his head as he moves to a run. Its 
demonic nature puts a twitch in his neck and fights with his focus like two rams butting heads. 


Go away. Not now. Not now. 

Ears. 

A deep growl almost yells in his eardrum, causing him to flinch mid-run. 

Bakugou’s face contorts to confusion as he notices Izuku’s sudden twitchy movements. 
Cover..cover 


Izuku exhales a paranoid breath, dodging a flying fist. Eyes darting around, he tries to look out for 
the same tar-covered beast from earlier. 


He’s tired. So so tired it could very well be his conscious trying to fuck with him. 
Cover..cover..cover.. 

Yelling, Izuku shakes his head violently. Bakugou flinches back, but only for a second. 
“Deku what the fuck is wrong with you-” 


COVER!! 


Izuku gasps so violently he almost chokes. A split second after, his brain enters a state of 
borderline explosion. 


Opening his mouth, a tormented shriek slips from his throat and everything goes quiet. 


All but the high-pitched hell ringing in his ears, and the same roar of the beast in his head he heard 
the first day he met it. 


Shouta practically falls out of his seat when he hears the scream come out of Midoriya’s mouth. 
It’s blood-chilling and painful. It doesn’t sound like he broke a bone and it doesn’t sound like any 
frustrated cry. It’s like he is being repeatedly whipped on the back over and over. Or he was 
stabbed in the liver and the knife remains stuck in his skin. 


Something isn’t right. 
And the look on Bakugou’s face confirms that. 


“What the hell-” Hizashi begins to say but he’s interrupted by Midoriya bending over and howling 
an inhuman bellow. 


His breath lodges itself in his throat as Shouta fumbles to place a finger on the earpiece in his ear. 
“Dai, do you copy? What is happen-” 
“AHAHHHHHHHAAAA!!” 


The earpiece in his ear squeals and leaves feedback piercingly loud and suddenly. Shouta rips it out 
of his ears so fast it cracks against the glass in front of him, sending a hand to be pressed against 
his now ringing left ear. 


Hizashi gasps and places a hand over the mic in front of him. “Holy shit Shouta what the fuck?” 


Shouta looks back down at the kid and he can see his tail thrashing on the ground uncontrollably. 
Thumping and squirming like its own separate animal. 


Opening his mouth, nothing comes out, not even a squeak. 


Midoriya screams again, and that’s all it takes for Shouta to leap out of his chair and run out of the 
room. 


Dai! Dai Dai oh my god- Hiroto Midoriya- fuck I-’” Yuma places a hand over her head as she drops 
to her knees and grabs Hiroto. Something is wrong with the air. 


Yue is on the ground holding Dai tightly in her grasp- black eyes full of panic and confusion. Her 
neck flaps are raised and trembling from stress. Dai is screaming bloody murder as her hands cover 
her ears tightly. And in Yuma’s arms lies Hiroto who’s doing the very same thing. His wails are so 
loud it hurts Yuma’s ears and thunders in her chest. It’s terrifying and wrong, not the mention 
Midoriya- the fucking kid- is out on the feild doing the same thing. Yuma’s eyes dart around as she 
squeezes Hiroto tight, keeping him close to her. She can feel him remove his hand from his ears 
and move to his neck. Hands shaking uncontrollably, nasty-sharp nails sprout and he starts to claw 
at his skin. The sound of skin slicing makes Yuma’s heart sink to her stomach. 


“Hiroto!” Yuma screams as she grabs both of his hands and struggles to keep them away from his 


now destroyed neck. Looking over at Yue and Dai, Dai gags and chokes out a hot, black liquid. 
Black now staining her teeth and face, Dai continues to yell like a mentally destroyed war victim. 


Lip wobbling, Yuma feels tears prick in her eyes as she watches her friends- her family- suffer in 
immense pain. 


“Guys please what is going on??” Her voice breaks in two and a tear falls. 


Down in the arena, Midoriya lets out a ripped and broken scream so loud and deep it overpowers 
both Dai and Hiroto’s screams combined. It almost makes her flinch, but instead forces more tears 
out of her eyes. 


“Yuma what is happening?” 
Turning her head, she watches Eraserhead leap down the stairs with panic-stricken eyes. 


“T-I-I don’t know all of a sudden all three of them just started screaming I-I don’t-” She struggles 
to keep Hiroto’s hands away from his skin, desperately trying to prevent blood shed. “I can hear 
this kind of r-ringing? It sounds I-like a dog whistle but it’s too high for me to completely register I 
don’t-it hurts but-” 


Hiroto starts to thrash in her grasp and he breaks free. Yuma yells in alarm as he rips free, but 
before he can bend over and destroy his ears and neck with his nails Eraserhead quickly wraps his 
scarf around his body. Constricting Hiroto, the scarf holds tight. His mask slips off his face and a 
long tongue slithers out of his messy tooth-covered lips as he screams. It’s horrifying. 


Both Eraserhead and Yuma look down at Midoriya and the air thins. Yuma can’t breathe. Midoriya 
is laying on the ground in so much pain- like the first days of his quirk manifesting. His entire body 
is quaking and his quirk is going haywire . Bakugou is staring at him in horror as Midoriya 
struggles to keep everything in. The entire stadium. All of Japan. 


“Eraserhead we need to get him out of there..” 


oe Now Ras 


“Deku..Deku what the fuck stop playing with me..” 


Izuku can barely hear Bakugou over the sound of his own screams. Something isn’t right. 
Something isn’t.. 


Doubled over on the ground, Izuku holds his hands over his ears in pain. His tail won’t stop 
battering on the ground like it has a mind of its own. His fingers are painfully stretching into claws 
and he can feel his legs and feet doing the same. Spit splats onto the ground as he continues to 
scream like a maniac, feeling each and every cell in his body melt. Nausea hits him hard, and too 
suddenly something hot slides up his esophagus. 


“Deku!” 


Slapping a hand over his mouth, he expels something too smooth to be puke. Pushing out of the 
cracks of his fingers it drips onto the ground and all over his arm. It feels like blood, and it looks 
like it too. 


But something about it makes Izuku’s nausea worse than before. 


It’s green. 


And it’s not the same neon green acid that he regurgitates on a daily basis, but this is hot, thick, 
sticky forest green blood . 


Izuku tucks his hand close to his body, hiding it from view from anyone else. 


His spine is on fire, and like always when a transformation goes wrong, his vision turns to a glassy 
white. 


The beast in his head shrieks like a bellow from hell- familiar to his early days. 


Heaving, Izuku lifts his head to find Bakugou. The blonde has moved cautiously closer to him, 
crimson eyes filled with fright and confusion. Izuku coughs, splattering more blood onto the 
ground. 


“B-bakugou!” He yells, choking on his own blood. “H-hel-1....” 


Izuku suddenly feels dizzy. Vision now getting clouded with pink and purple mist, he watches 
Cementoss walk up and cover Bakugou’s mouth and nose from behind. The air smells different- 
almost sweeter and thicker. Blinking his eyes a few times, he starts to sway and lean forward. 


He collapses fully to the ground, and everything goes black. 
C-34 stands frozen in the water, feeling the skin under his fur become soggy. His eyes are wide 


with terror, and he can’t even move a muscle. The only thing moving is his chest through each 
deep breath. 


He wasn’t close enough to Yuuei to hear the whistle. 
But he was close enough to hear the screams. 


The horrible, loud, and dreadful screams. 


They found him. 


Chapter End Notes 


My god- so the day after graduation we are doing a prom and after my friends and I 
wanted to get drunk. We are kinda lame and we don't really do this so we have no 
dealer. My brother was next to me in my room and he asked what my friends and I 
were talking about and I said "oh we need someone to get us alcohol for prom" he 
looked at me and went "jiggy can get you some." 


My 16-year-old brother's friend nicknamed jiggy- who is also 16- is getting us alcohol. 
What has my life come to. 


Anyway, have a good week! No promises on art but I hope to have at least one concept 
drawing done for the next chapter :) 


Till next time! 


The Bug Collector 


Chapter Summary 
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Lies. 


Truths. 


Chapter Notes 


I didn't die I promise. 
My Hiroto concept is almost done :) 
I hope you all enjoy the update. 


The Bug Collector by Haley Heynderickx is this week. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Dai wakes up in a void. 
More so a void she hasn’t seen in years- one that she wishes burned with the person she once was. 


It’s dark and damp, disgusting and obscure in many ways. Visibly disorienting and odd, her quirk 
mind space is a place she would rather not be in right now. Or ever, for the matter. It never is for 
people like her. 


Whatever that sound was at the festival, it triggered something internally. And, well, it felt too 
familiar to feel good. 


“My, my, you haven’t been here in a while, my dear.” 

Sitting up, Dai blinks and stares forward. 

“And you’re still here.” Echoing in the dark, her voice trails through the endless abyss. 
It’s cold. 

“Your endurance impresses me, but you’ve gotten weaker, it seems.” 

Glaring her eyes to the side, she can feel a shiver trail down her spinal cord. 

“T’ve gotten older, nothing else.” 


A deep hum. 


**You’ve also become vulnerable.” 

A whisper trails around her like a circling shark. Voice bouncing around like a cave. 
Dai’s lip curls up. 

“Vulnerability is a weakness. A weakness that will lead to your absolute downfall.” 
Dai hisses a tisk. “Your comments do nothing.” 

“Ah, if that’s what you believe Shin.” 

A chill. 

“You know not to spit my name off your tongue.” 

Deep laughter huffs into her ear. 

“Oh, but it's so much fun.” 

Something cold and slender lifts her chin into the air. 

“TJ will always enjoy getting a rouse out of you.” 


Dai growls as she looks her demon in the face. Body of shadow and tar, eyes moon white and 
haunting. A smile of sharp teeth cracks between its face like the Cheshire. Slapping its hand out of 
the way, Dai sneers. 


Chuckling, the shadow crouches down and tilts its head. 

“Just allow me to wake.” 

Its head shakes, continuing its smile. “I’m afraid I can’t do that.” 
Dai blinks, exhaling. “I’m not having this conversation.” 


“That sound wasn’t pleasant, wasn’t it? Beautifully familiar,” The being continues on anyway. 
“TJ think you know what comes next, or rather who, don’t you sweetheart?” It moves its hand 
to brush a piece of hair from her face, gently. Dai only growls in response. 


It laughs softly, tilting its head upward slightly. 


“I do miss that man of yours, dear. He was so...” tapping the tip of her nose in a teasing manner, 
it smiles deeper. “Charming.” 


Dai snaps her head to the side. “Go to hell.” 

A cackle. “Oh but I’d love it there, you know better.” 
Dai glares, flaring her nostrils. 

Its eyes glance up for a moment. 

“Do say hello to him for me, won’t you?” 


“Td rather choke,” Dai spits. 


A smile. “So much hostility.” 


A hiss escapes its throat and it swishes forward like a serpent, wrapping itself around her body. A 
cracked and worn skull of a wolf pokes through the tar, making itself visible over her right 
shoulder. Its antlers poke at her skin as she sits still. Irritating. 


‘‘When you need me, I’Il always be here.” Its fangs chatter together as it speaks. 

“* Never.” 

A huff of breath blows into her ear like a whisper. 

“You will eventually. Especially for that child.” 

Dai’s body goes still- more still than it was before. 

“You wouldn’t-” 

“Oh I wouldn't dream of it, I like the kid. Buthe would.” 

Another laugh. A cold hand wraps itself around her neck tightly, squeezing at her trachea. 

“Si vis pacem, para bellum, Shinigami.” 

Crack. 

Calmly, Dai opens her eyes. Like waking from a normal dream, she numbly sits up and rubs at her 
head, feeling its soreness and ache. Her hair drapes over her face in a tangled mess. She’s in a bed 


she’s not familiar with. Stiff and small, its sheets are thin and scratchy and the pillow is as hard as a 
rock. 


Hospital. 


The room is dark, the only light available is from the moon itself. Shining brightly through the 
windows, its light stains her sheets and skin making her seem paler than she already is. Not a full 
moon, but close. 


Time has passed. A lot of it. 


Bringing her eyes across the room, she finds Midoriya quietly sleeping in a cot of his own, and 
Hiroto next to him- visibly having an uncomfortable nightmare. His eyes squeeze together tight as 
he moves his head around, trying to find a happy medium in his sleep. Bandages cover his neck 
and ears, tight and clean, and she can tell he’s scratched at them from visible marks. 


Midoriya mumbles something, turning over in his sheets. His eyes squeeze tight like Hiroto’s, and 
she can see a hand grip at the sheet like a lifeline. He looks so small. 


Dai shuts her eyes, sighing. 
That bastard... 


Pulling her sheets off from her torso, she swings her legs over the side of the cot. Her feet touch 
cold tile as she lifts herself to stand. Her exposed legs become chilled as her hospital gown drapes. 
She’s weak, and she can tell by the way her body feels wrong when she stands upright. Walking 


slowly to the window, she stares down at the empty streets. The quiet. 

The sound of a door sliding open turns her head. 

A sigh. 

“T expected you to wake up first,” Eraserhead slides the door closed, whispering. 
Dai blinks before returning her gaze to the window. 


“How long has it been?” She speaks but immediately regrets it. Her throat is sore and strained, and 
each word sounds crackled. Worn from her screams. 


“About eight hours,” Eraserhead responds quietly, walking up to her side. His tired red eyes look 
down where she stares. “Midnight’s quirk wore off a while ago, but she was requested to come in 
again. They wanted to avoid you all waking up and screaming.” 


Dai hums. 


“Should have started with this, but are you alright?” Eraserhead moves his head to look at her. 
“You all frightened us, you know.” 


Dai returns the gaze, slightly shrugging. “Had worse, but yeah, peachy.” She turns to look at 
Midoriya and Hiroto. “Where are the other two?” 


“Rooftop,” Eraserhead points a finger to the ceiling. “Yuma’s stressed and paranoid, not to 
mention having to change right after that. I told them to go home, but they refused.” 


“Are they alright?” Dai asks. 


Eraserhead lowers his finger. “Physically, yes, but they're shaken up. Yuma especially. She’s 
traumatized, and it took me about an hour to calm her down when they took you guys here.” 


Dai nods, blinking slowly. 
He pauses for a moment. “You’re oddly calm about this.” 
Her eyes follow a car driving down the street. 


“There are times when being calm is the only logical thing you can do.” She turns her body and 
walks towards Hiroto and Midoriya, feet tapping against the tile. “If I wasn’t, I’d already been out 
there ripping his face off with my bare hands.” 


Dai makes it to Hiroto and Midoriya’s bed, dragging a hand against the sheets by the kid’s side. 
“You know who is responsible for this?” 


Eraserhead stops behind her. Dai sighs, reaching a hand out to Midoriya’s head. She brushes a curl 
out of the way that tangled itself in his eyelashes. Gentle. She swallows, feeling a thickness appear 
and a heaviness in her chest. 


“Mortifer.” 
Eraserhead goes silent. 


“Enhancing a person’s DNA isn’t hard if applied right. Neither is fucking with their internal 


structure,” she draws her hand back from his face. “J don’t know how he did it, but he found out 
how to use a frequency strong enough only his subjects can react to.” She moves her hand to the 
sheet awkwardly draping off Midoriya’s body. 


“The bastard’s the only one I know that could pull that off.” She pulls the sheet up to his chest. 
“So the kid was a target?” Eraserhead says above a whisper. 

Dai sighs and turns around to face the hero. “Yeah..yeah he was.” 

He blinks. 

“What would that man even want with a child?” 


“There is... much you don’t know, Eraserhead.” Her voice breaks slightly with emotion. “The world 
is a very fucked up place, and that man only wants to make it worse.” 


The hero freezes. “How much trouble are we in?” 


She huffs, feeling tears well up in her eyes. She moves to walk past Eraserhead and back towards 
the window. “He’s looking for him.” 


“T realize that now- thanks to USJ and that damn whistle- but why would a powerful man like that 
want a child?” He whispers harshly. 


Eraserhead grabs her hand and yanks her back. Dai turns, facing him directly. 
“Ts the kid in danger, Dai? ” 
She smiles weakly, feeling her bottom lip quiver. “There is so much you don’t know.” 


“That concerns me, you know.” Eraserhead squeezes her wrist and she pulls it from his grasp. 
Walking back until she hits the window, she slides down to the ground. And at the same time, a 
tear does the same. 


“The police, the media, the public- everyone wants to know what the hell happened back there. 
Quite frankly, it scares me more that I now know who’s responsible and if the public becomes 
aware...[ don’t even want to think about what the kid’s life will be like. What your life will be,” 
Eraserhead says, trying to keep himself calm. “Tell me what you know.” 


Dai’s mouth gapes open as everything comes rushing in. Reality. She moves to cover it with her 
hands like she’s going to be sick. 


“Mortifer will stop at nothing to get his hands on Midoriya. And I mean nothing .” Her hand 
moves from her lips to her neck- tracing her fingers down the rough scar that trails on her skin. 
“Now that he knows who his lost dog is...the kid’s days in the outside world are numbered.” She 
blinks another tear, looking to the side. 


“Dai,” Eraserhead says, crouching down to face her. “What are you saying right now?” 
Dai bites at her lip. 
Eraserhead’s face falls. “No...”’ He shakes his head. “No, no.” 


Dai weakly sighs, combing a hand through her hair. “He is. He fucking is.” 


“How is that even possible?” 

Dai almost laughs. “You’d be surprised. Anything is possible in this fucking world now.” 
Eraserhead exhales, dragging a hand down his face. “Fuck.. fuck .” 

It’s quiet for a long couple of minutes. 

“How are you gonna tell the kid?” 

“T don’t know if I have the stomach,” Dai half whispers. 


Eraserhead shakes his head. “It’s not fair on him. I know it hurts you to speak about this, but the 
more you hold off the more it affects him in the long run.” 


Dai nods her head. 
“Tf this man really is after him, he’s gotta know.” 
It’s silent for a few more moments. 


Dai smiles, letting out a little chuckle and breaking the silence. “You know what’s funny?” she lets 
out another chuckle. 


Eraserhead looks up from his hand. 
“T’m gonna lose the kid..and it’s all my fault.” 


Tears start to flow from her eyes as if a dam broke in half. Uncontrolled and overwhelming. 
Everything breaks, crumbling down like an old cobblestone wall. 


A weak wheeze shoves itself from her lungs and her shoulders shake. “All because I fell in love 


with a man who had pretty red eyes .” 


Naomasa scrolls through the security footage from the festival carefully. Sitting close to the 
computer, he squints his eyes and focuses. Clack on the keyboard. Zoom. Sliding the mouse across 
the wood of the table. Click. 


“T hope you’re in the mood for tea, detective.” 


Naomasa’s eyes glance behind the screen as he clicks the mouse with a quick finger, pausing the 
video. Principal Nezu walks in with two cups of tea in his hands, steaming wonderfully in the air. 


“Sure, I'll take some,” Naomasa says with a forced smile. 


The mouse bear hobbles up and onto the chair across from him in the dimly lit security room, 
sliding a hot cup towards him. It smells earthy. Warm. 


Nodding his head in a thank you, Naomasa takes it. “Didn’t think you’d still be here.” 


“T find it difficult to sleep during times like this,” Nezu says warmly, taking a sip of his tea. “It’s 
quite irritating when a preventable event like this occurs.” 


Naomasa picks up the tea and shakes his head, exhaling. “I don’t think anyone could have 
predicted that.” He looks over at the paused screen, finding Midoriya Izuku bent over on the 


ground in unfathomable pain. “Any clue on why the kid was one of the only people affected?” He 
blows on the liquid, taking a small sip. 


Nezu shakes his head, placing the cup back onto the desk. “Not one. As you know, a various 
number of people with canine and feline quirks complained of a high-pitched sound today after 
evacuation.” He leans against the back of the chair, placing a paw under his chin. “But no one had 
the same reaction as him.” 


Naomasa clicks a few buttons on the computer, flipping the screen to show the principal. “Besides 
these two.” 


Nezu raises a brow. “Ah yes, the civilians we took to the hospital with Midoriya. Dai and Hiroto I 
believe are their names. They’re friends of the child, according to Eraserhead.” 


oe 


No full names?” 


No record of them, at least not to my knowledge.” 


Naomasa turns the screen back over. ““Why’s that?” 


Nezu shakes his head. “I wouldn’t know. Some people just prefer to live without their family 
name. Not very common here, but it’s possible.” Picking up the cup, he takes another small sip. 
Moving on from the question. “It’s compelling to think about. Not all of his friends reacted that 
way, but some still did, including Midoriya. Not to mention, this was quite an underwhelming 
attack, to say the least. You can’t find the perpetrator still if ’m correct?” 


Naomasa shakes his head. “Do you think they were targeted?” He tilts his head to the side, curious. 
“If anything, this could have been an innocent prank some child played.” 


“Tt’s a possibility, but a hard concept to grasp,” Nezu says, raising a paw. “It’s strange that a high 
frequency- that has the typical same effect on most- would cause someone to spit up blood like 
that.” 


Naomasa nods slowly, watching as the steam on his tea starts to lower. “When will you allow me 
to speak with them?” 


Nezu holds his cup in front of his mouth. “If it is alright with you, in the morning I’m sending 
Recovery Girl to interrogate. You have many other priorities to worry about, this will simply 
lessen the load for you.” 


Naomasa raises a brow. Weird. 


“Recovery Girl will have access to their medical files, so in the end, it's easier for her to speak with 
them on the matter.” 


Naomasa nods with a sigh. “Very well... Ido hope the kid is alright. That was one hell of a reaction 
to a whistle.” 


He can’t argue, the principal has a point. 


“Same as the man we brought in. He has claw marks all up and down his neck and ears. Not to 
mention, both Midoriya and the woman we brought in were covered in black and green substances 
that were recently identified as blood.” 


Naomasa’s face twists. “I did notice the kid vomiting some sort of substance in the video. That’s 


disturbing.” 
“Very.” Nezu nods, holding his cup gingerly. 


Naomasa sighs, placing an elbow on the desk. He strokes a hand over his mouth in thought as his 
eyes return to the screen. 


“This is even more confusing than the Cerberus case, I can’t seem to completely wrap my head 
around it. A weaponized whistle...” 


Nezu hums, smiling softly as he takes another sip. 
“You still have yet to find Cerberus, if I’m correct?” 
Naomasa fights the urge to raise a brow at the visible change in tone. 


“Yeah, all we know is that they are supposedly on the young side and recently their presence has 
been slim.” He moves to clasp both hands together on the desk. “With everything going on, it 
might take another few months before we make another dent in the investigation.” 


Nezu nods. “Every case has its difficulties. You’ ll figure one of them out sooner than the other.” 
He places his now half-empty cup on the desk gently. “I’m sure of it.” 


Izuku groans, cracking his eyes open slowly. 
Dark. 
Fuck. 


Sitting up from the continuous tar pit he lays in, Izuku rubs at the back of his head groggily. The 
liquid beneath him drips and sloshes quietly, joining the still air. He feels hungover- memory 
scrambled and eyes sore. 


What happened? 


Something breathes slowly behind him. Rough and broken, its breath is injured. Turning his head 
over his shoulder, Izuku notices a lump of fur curled up in a ball close behind. Spines cracked and 
snapped, tail quivering- the usual intimidating wolf that lives within lays broken. Its voice echoes 
in the quiet of the void, sickly. 


Izuku slowly stands to his feet, feeling the sticky and cold liquid under his feet. He makes his way 
to the wolf with caution. 


The wolf’s ears twitch as Izuku’s feet squish against the tar, alert. It continues to breathe like its 
lung was punctured- gross and weak. 


Izuku walks around it cautiously, watching as the wolf’s back rises with each shaky breath. It’s 
bizarre-looking at it in this condition. He’s never seen the wolf-like that in here. 


His eyes meet closed ones, failing to flutter open. Maw covered in dark green blood, its sharp fangs 
poke out from its lips and press against the tar. It's weak. Inhaling, the wolf abruptly chokes, 
spitting a clump of clotted blood and acid towards Izuku. It winces, laying its head limp. 


Without thoroughly thinking of his actions, Izuku crouches close to its head. He can practically feel 
the hot breath on his exposed skin as he stares. Reaching out a nervous hand, he moves to place it 


atop the wolf’s head. 


A whisper from behind. Izuku snaps his head back, finding nothing but black. He exhales, turning 
back over to face the beast. Izuku’s spine shivers and he flinches back, keeping his hand extended 
out as neon green eyes now stare back. The wolf’s eyes avoid blinking, watching with intensity as 
Izuku inhales and exhales. Its lip curls up a little, making Izuku swallow down a lump. 


The wolf’s mouth barely moves, making only a whisper. 


Something clicks behind Izuku, quiet, yet so loud. Swallowing, Izuku looks down back at the wolf. 
Its eyes are trying to stay open. Exhaling a haunted breath, Izuku turns around slowly. 


The barrel of a pistol presses against his forehead, cold. Izuku opens his mouth, letting out a 
squeak. The owner of the gun is a horror of himself- fangs and nails sharpen as its finger squeezes 
the trigger. 


Weak. 
Bang. 
Eyes flying open, Izuku lurches forward and places both hands over his forehead- panting loudly. 


He touches his skin gently, feeling no sign of a wound. He’s ok. It was just a dream. Dream. 
Dream. Looking down, he notices second that he’s not in the arena he once was in anymore. 


It’s quiet where he sits. A chill slithers down his back as his hands brush against a thin sheet over 
most of his body. He’s in a cot. An uncomfortable one to be specific. 


Fucking hospital. 
“Christ, he's up too,” someone says tiredly. 


Izuku blinks, rubbing at his eyes as he turns his head to the voice. It’s dark in the room. Either 
early morning or late night, whatever the case it’s a time he shouldn’t be awake. 


His eyes land on Eraserhead, and in front of him Dai is on the ground. She looks like she’s been 
crying. Izuku opens his mouth to question but Eraserhead starts to walk away from Dai. 


“T’ll go fetch you some water, kid,” he says, practically stomping out of the room. He sounds 
pissed and worried at the same time, making Izuku much more confused than he already was. 


The door slides shut, leaving Izuku in the hospital room with Dai. He hears a breath, moving his 
eyes to the side Hiroto is passed out on the cot next to him. Bandages covering his neck- he looks 
like a wreck. 


Dai doesn’t look much better either. 
Dai sniffs, wiping a tear with her thumb. She moves her head to evade his gaze- ashamed. 
Izuku opens his mouth again but the door slides open, cutting him off. 


Eraserhead sighs, shutting the door behind him with a plastic cup of water in the other hand. “Gave 
us all a heart attack back there, you doing alright?” 


Izuku nods after a moment of hesitation. 


Eraserhead walks over and stretches his hand out with the water. Izuku grabs it gently, thanking 
him. He places the rim of the cup to his lips, taking a small sip of chilled water. It feels wonderful 
on his dry and worn throat. 


“Do you remember anything?” Eraserhead asks, crossing his arms. 


Izuku half shrugs, scrunching his face. Flashes of screaming and green fill his vision. “I re-member 
t-that I all of a sudden felt like my entire body was on fire, but I don’t know why.” His voice 
sounds rough- obvious that he’d been screaming. “Why are they here too?” Izuku points at Hiroto 
specifically. 


Eraserhead looks at Dai and then back at Izuku. “Same reason as you.” 

Izuku’s face changes in alarm. That’s more than weird. Were there other people too? 
“Other people?” Izuku asks. 

“Just you three.” Eraserhead shakes his head. 

That doesn’t help aid his confusion whatsoever. 

“What?” 


Eraserhead sighs, looking at Dai once again. “Talk to the kid, I’m going to get coffee.” He backs 
up and turns around, heading for the door with a quiet foot. “Glad you’re ok Midoriya, sorry for 
the lack of enthusiasm, but it’s been a long night.” He opens the door and shuts it behind him, 
leaving Izuku with Dai and an unconscious Hiroto. 


Izuku hears a short hiccup. Turning his head, he finds Dai now hunched over in a ball- trembling. 
Her hands grip at her hair and hide her face like she’s rearing a breakdown. 


“Are you ok, Dai?” Izuku mutters. 

She doesn’t respond. 

“Are we ok?” 

No response. Dai’s hands move to her arms, digging her nails into her skin tight. 


It pains Izuku to see her like this, more so when he has no idea what’s going on. How long was he 
asleep? What happened at the festival? Why are both Dai and Hiroto injured? 


Peeling his sheets off his torso, he swivels his legs over the edge and drops down. His legs shake 
for a moment, readjusting. But, it doesn’t take long for him to stand up straight. 


Feet now pressing the cold tile, he walks towards Dai slowly and cautiously. She looks fragile, and 
that sight isn’t a comforting thing. Dropping down to his knees in front of Dai- folding down his 
hospital gown so it doesn’t ride up- he reaches out for Dai. 


She flinches when his freezing fingers touch her warmer skin, and he grabs her hands. 


“Please don’t do that, you’re going to hurt yourself,” Izuku whispers, prying her hands off her 
arms. Her skin now leaves nail imprints- deep and close to bleeding. He holds her hands low and in 
front as he looks at her with tired eyes. 


Dai’s head raises, exposing her red and puffy eyes. She avoids eye contact. “I don’t deserve your 


compassion, kid.” 

“Why would you think that?” 

A tear falls from her eyes. 

“Dai, please talk to me.” 

“T can’t,” she whispers so quietly, he barely registers it. 


Izuku squeezes her hands. “I want you to learn how.” He rubs a thumb over the top of her hand in 
an attempt to calm her down. “You can’t keep shutting down, especially when something like this 
happens.” 


Dai inhales a shaky breath, but she holds it in. 

“Can you at least tell me what happened?” Izuku asks quietly. 

She exhales the air from her lungs. 

“Mortifer.” A mutter. 

Izuku freezes. 

“What?” 

“T lied to you,” Dai says, voice starting to crack more and more. 

Izuku squeezes her hands, but he can tell she’s trying to get away. She looks so pale. 
“T lied to you so much.” 

“Dai-” 


“T-I don’t-" she pauses and looks directly at him. She shakes her head. “I-I d-don’t deserve your 
kindness, I don’t deserve your presence, I don’t deserve any-” 


“Dai slow down ,” Izuku interrupts her, yanking at her hands. “What has gotten into you? You’re 
starting to scare me.” 


Huff pushes out of her lips. “When do I not scare you?” 


Izuku’s face scrunches up in surprise. “Dai what the fuck?” he almost yells. What has gotten into 
her today... “Just tell me what happened. Take a breath. Whatever it is, it can’t be as bad as you 
think.” 


Dai squeezes his hands back. “Kid, I don’t think you know how awful this is.” 
“T would know if you talked to me,” he presses. “What did Moritifer do?” 


The subject of the man is making him nervous. Her reactions to even his name being spilled are 
enough to scare a grown man. 


Dai takes a deep, deep breath. “I...[ ended up lying to you when I said I’d protect you from him. I 
didn’t realize our...situation until recently and it resulted in all of us being dragged.” A pause. 
“He’s been looking for you all this time.” 


“What?” 


She clears her throat. “At the festival...a high-frequency whistle was blown.. that only inflicts 
damage to those..”’ Dai exhales loudly and blinks a tear. She’s trying so hard. “Those that have 
altered DNA by his hands.” 


Izuku stopped breathing for a second. Like his entire body hits pause, he doesn’t move a muscle. 


Dai chokes a little inhaling- coming close to going hysterical. “Hiroto and I were experiments.” Her 
lips wobble into a weak smile. “And so were you.” 


Izuku’s mouth opens and he doesn’t blink. 

No. 

No no. 

“H-how is that possible?” His hands start to shake. “You told me it wasn’t possible.” 
Dai looks away. Tears are now flowing from her eyes in a mess. 

“Why would you-” Izuku is in shock. “How?” 

Dai sniffs, trying to keep her composure. 

“How?!” Izuku yells almost too loud. 


Dai flinches but Izuku doesn’t react to it. “What the fuck-what-Dai are you telling me that all of 
this is because-” 


“T’m sorry, I’m sorry, I-” 


Izuku lets go of her hands and moves to grab her shoulders. “Breathe right now, tell me what the 
fuck you are spewing right now because this is fucking-” He can’t even finish his sentence. 
Everything is catching up to him now. “I’ve never even met the man how is that-” 


“Were you given an injection when you got your quirk exam?” Dai interrupts, voice warping 
emotionally. 


“T-” Izuku pauses for a moment. “Yes, I was.” 
“That’s how,” Dai chokes. “That’s fucking how.” 


Memories of his first quirk exam fall into his head. The doctor lying to him, the same doctor 
giving him what he was told is a “supplement for mutation quirks”. 


His life changed because of that injection. 
His life- 


“How do you even know that?” Izuku asks, looking her directly in the eye. His breathing starts to 
quicken. “What did-” 


“T’ve known the man for twenty years, so of course I knew his plans,” Dai mutters. “I didn’t know 
you were a victim until after USJ though, I-I promise.” 


Izuku lets go of her shoulders abruptly. 
She knew for weeks. 


“You knew about me, and you decided not to tell me?” Izuku snaps. “You knew I was fucked with 
and you...” He shakes his head, unable to finish his sentence. “You...” 


Dai’s eyes widen, realizing the mistake. “No no no kid, listen-” she reaches out for his hand but he 
swipes it out of the way. 


“You lied to me.” 

“Kid-” she tries to reach for him again but he dodges her hand. 
“My life has been hell and you knew the reason for it.” 

“T promise I didn’t-” 


“T’m a fucking monster because of that man , ” Izuku says, lip wobbling. “Do you have no remorse 
in hiding that from me?” 


“Kid you’re not a monster,” Dai whispers, trying for his hand again. 
Izuku brushes it away. 

“Can I even believe that anymore?” 

Dai looks at him like her heart shattered inside her chest. 

“What am I then, Dai?” 

She bites at her lip, letting another tear slip. 

“Am I even human anymore?” 

Izuku’s heart stops beating when Dai’s head shakes no. 

“No..” she whispers. “No, you’re not.” 


Izuku feels the world stop spinning on its axis. His breathing picks up to something faster than a 
controlled inhale and exhale. His body is panicking, but his brain is slowly trying to catch up. 


He moves to stand up. 

“Midoriya.” 

He ignores her, standing fully to his feet. 

“Midoriya please.” She crawls forward to try and grab his hand again, still sobbing. 


Izuku walks away before she can snag him. His breathing starts to escalate and escalate as he 
speedily walks toward the door. His vision is going blurry. 


“Kid!” 


He slides the door open. 


“Tzuku!”’ 


Izuku practically slams into the wall across from the door. His legs are shaking and his chest is 
hurting- tightening through each breath. 


“Fuck.” 

Izuku looks to the sound of the voice down the hall, still breathing heavily. 

Eraserhead is standing there with a steaming cup of coffee in his hand, eyes full of knowing. 
“She told you.” 

Izuku’s knees buckle. 


Eraserhead drops his coffee, letting it drop and explode onto the ground. He runs and catches Izuku 
before he can smack onto the ground. He notices how hard he’s breathing, immediately holding 
him up straight. 


“Midoriya, I need you to take a deep breath,” Eraserhead mutters. 
Izuku gasps for air, starting to feel light-headed. 

“Outside..a-air,” Izuku struggles to choke out. 

Eraserhead looks down the hall to the staircase, nodding his head. 


He doesn’t remember climbing up the flights of stairs to get to the roof. His vision is fading in and 
out as he fights to breathe properly. He just needs fresh air. Breathable air. 


He almost collapses into the heavy door leading to the rooftop, immediately feeling cold as his 
exposed legs hit night air. Eraserhead holds him upright so he doesn’t fall, grasping onto his arm. 


He exhales, lungs shaking and throat tightening. Tears start to spill and he messily wipes at them as 
they chill on his face. Choking on his breath now, he drops to his knees right as Eraserhead loosens 
his grasp- feeling spikes of pain hit his knee caps. 


A whine grabs his attention. 
Blurry eyes looking up, he inhales- almost choking again. 


In her werewolf form, Yuma sits in front of him, towering over his small and frail body. Fur 
blowing in the breeze, she lifts a claw and wipes at one of his tears with her knuckle. She looks like 
she’s in shock as well- surprised by his sudden appearance on the roof in a hospital gown. She 
whines again, scooting her face close to look at him. She looks confused. 


Izuku grabs her hand and holds it to his cheek. It's warm. And that’s when everything controlled 
breaks. 


Yuma watches as he breaks into messy sobbing. She flinches, grabbing his back and pulling him in 
as gentle as possible- fearful that she will do harm to his body. 


He can feel another pair of hands wrap around his body. They’ re cold but comforting. 


He buries his face into Yuma’s chest, hearing and feeling her heartbeat as he cries. 


He belongs to Mortifer. 
And that just makes the name Cerberus feel all the more fitting . 


He screams. 


Shoto huffs as he jogs down the sidewalk. Early morning air chills his face as he travels his usual 
morning run route. He needed it, especially after the festival. 


Midoriya as well as two other people were taken to the hospital after they suddenly freaked out and 
doubled over. No one knows why. Some say there was a high-pitched sound, while others heard 
nothing. 


It was scary. Confusing more so. 


Midoriya is an odd one. Showing concern for a classmate he had known for only a few weeks, 
even helping him. It kind of hurt seeing his classmate in so much pain like that. The screams, the 
howls, the choking- it was something out of a psychological movie. 


It was uncomfortable. And unforgettable. 
Seeing Bakugou after that might come to a close second. 
Shoto turns around the corner, tennis shoes thumping on the concrete. 


The blonde was in shock and wouldn’t talk to anyone- he wouldn’t even talk to All Might or 
Eraserhead. It seems they are close. To be fair, watching a friend vomit blood is traumatizing. 
Especially when it’s live in front of thousands of people. 


Shoto pants, slowing his jog down slightly. 
He hopes his classmate is alright. 
“Tam going to say it, and I always will, I understand.” 


Shoto exhales and slows to a stop. Bending over, he places his hands on his knees and continues to 
pant. It’s still dark out and the sun is just barely trying to make an appearance. He flips his left 
hand up, staring at his palm. 


“Come back here, Shoto. I am not finished talking to you.” 

“Eat shit.” 

“Do you really expect to be satisfied with that loss? Especially from a freak like that? 
“He’s not a freak.” 

“Really? Mind explaining that fiasco in the finals then?” 

“He got sent to the hospital, don’t be a prick.” 

“You lost to someone who ended up failing on his own account, I’m disappointed.” 


“T’m leaving.” 


“And I’m not finished. Why did you waste your fire on someone like him?” 

“Shoto.” 

“T didn’t waste anything.” 

Standing up straight, Shoto looks up at the dark sky. No stars, just a musty dark blue. He sighs. 
Something rumbles, bringing his head down. It sounds like a growl? 

Turning his head, he tries to look for the creator of the sound. 

A deep feline growl snaps his attention to one of the sewer drains. 

He tilts his head. 


The growl changes to a wine. He notices the glint of yellow eyes through the gap, alarming him 
slightly. 


What the... 

He turns his head back, not liking the temptation he has to check it out. 
“nenO..” 

Shoto freezes. 

‘‘H-he..p...ta..k.” 


It sounds like it hasn’t spoken in years. Vocal cords are broken in half and its mouth struggling to 
vocalize. Desperate. 


A claw pokes from the opening, scratching at the asphalt. 
“T..roki...h..Ip..” 


The attempt at his name makes his brain stop working. Whatever this creature is, it knows his 
name and it sounds desperate. Scared. 


Its aura reminds him of Cerberus. 

He swallows. 

“Who are you?” He asks the strange being. 

‘“‘H-hel..p.” 

He moves his body and takes a couple of steps over to the sewer opening. 
“Are you injured?” 


No response, just a whine. It grunts as if it’s trying to climb something. Whiskers and a wet nose 
poke through and sniff the air. The head of a lion makes an appearance. 


“..el..p...hi..m.” A grunt. 


Todoroki fights to breathe. “Help who?” 
“.id..ya..”’ it coughs. 
“Who?” 


It exhales. A claw slips through again, moving to scratch something at the asphalt. Paw shaking, it 
extends one nail and struggles to scratch something into the road. 


It looks like it's writing a name. Or a place. 

Footsteps start to splash through the sewer. 

“T heard something over there!” A strong male voice announces, echoing slightly. 
The creature hisses as it tries to finish scrawling its message. 

“Over here!” 


The lion growls, finishing its word by scratching its claws back into the sewer. It looks at Todoroki 
one last time with its bright yellow eyes, before dropping back down into the water. 


He hears a large splash, followed by smaller ones- running. The footsteps from earlier become 
louder. 


“We can’t lose it again! Boss will turn us all into those freaks if we come back empty-handed.” 
The light of flashlights passes by, following the creature close behind. 

A minute later, and they’re gone. 

Shoto exhales, looking at the opening. 

What was that? 


Cautiously walking towards the sewer drain, he walks around the opening in avoidance and onto 
the sidewalk. The scratches on the street are hard to see in the dark, he can’t even see them 
properly when squinting. 


Fumbling in his pocket, he pulls out his phone- pressing the flashlight button. He shines it on the 
word the lion wrote, and he instantly freezes. 


He first notices the M. 


And then he notices the rest of the name. 


Midoriya. 
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Tomura scratches at the wood of the bar. Nail digging hard and leaving a thick and worn line- he 
repeatedly scratches. 


Midoriya Izuku... 
Scratch. 


The one everyone knows as Cerberus. Satan's dog. The one that bit Nomu's head clean off and 
chewed its brains into soup. 


Scratch. 


A child that screamed his throat raw on live television. Artificial. A danger to society. A bigger 
one than Tomura, that of. He’s only fifteen, and he’s caught the attention of everyone. 


And that pisses him off. 
The wood splinters. 
“Why did you call me here, mist?” 


Turning his head with a side-eye, Tomura locks eyes with red. 


Kurogiri breathes from behind the bar. “I requested you because we require assistance,” a pause. 
“And I believe you could be of help of Shigaraki’s...cause.” 


A brow comes to a peak. 

“Stain..” Tomura mutters, raising a lip to a steer. 

Stain adjusts his position, blades clattering and boots squeaking. 
The Hero Killer. 


“T am only in the city to do my cleanse, I’d rather not be caught up in your shit show. Especially 
when my last job-Ingenium- lived.” His eyes squint within the fabric. “I have no interest in your 
cause, whatever it is.”” His hand hovers over one of his knives and he blinks slowly- peeved. 


“Oh, but you will.” 

The door opens, and a familiar thick step walks in. 

“Tm sure of it.” 

Stain’s eyes shift to the left, and Tomura could have sworn he saw the vigilante’s eyes miosiate. 


The air in the room drains to cold, uncomfortable dampness. One that you only feel when 
something bad is about to happen. 


“You...” Stain growls, grabbing his sword’s handle instantly. He snaps it out of its holster as if it’s 
reflex, throwing it forward like a javelin throw. 


Tomura is stunned by the sudden aggression. 

Mortifer moves his head to the side and catches it, hand clutching the handle tight. 

He chuckles, spinning the sword around. He stabs it to the wood- allowing it to stand with them. 
“No need to fight, Stain. I come only to speak.” 


“T call bull shit on that,” Stain snarls, grabbing at another blade. “Didn’t think bastards could rise 
from the dead.” 


Mofritfer tilts his head and taps at his mask. “She may have done damage, but I still breathe.” 
“She should have gone for the heart.” 

“Perhaps.” 

Stain snarls. 

Uncomfortable silence. 


Tomura’s eyes dart between Stain and Morfiter. The masked man stands tall and proud- not even a 
hint of emotion. Stain, on the other hand, looks disturbed. Disgusted. 


“You know him, Stain?” Tomura asks, pointing at Mortifer. 


Stain grips at the handle in his hand. “Wish I didn’t,” he spits. “Why is he here anyway?” 


“Business conversation, is all,” Mortifer speaks up, lowering his hands. “We hoped you would 
assist us in our search for a child of the name Midortya Izuku.” 


Stain’s eyebrow raises. “A child?” He scoffs. “You just keep climbing deeper into hell, don’t 
you?” His knuckles are white from gripping at his blade. “Finally got sick of testing on adults?” 


“He’s Cerberus,” Tomura speaks up, spinning around in his chair to face them fully. 


Stain shows an expression of shock for half a second, before returning to his sour look. “Doesn’t 
help your case. I’m not helping you track down a kid who has done no fault to the world.” 


“Stubborn as always,” Morfiter says with slight amusement. 

“What do you even plan to do with the kid?” Stain asks. 

Mortifer smiles under his mask. “He’s one of my...special works if you understand?” 
Stain’s lip curls up. “You’re horrid.” 

Mortifer chuckles at that. 


“And you’re soft,” Tomura adds. “Who would have thought you had a soft spot for children.” He 
scratches at his neck with two fingers. “I don’t even get why you brought him here in the first 
place, he won’t do it.” Tomura directs that towards Kurogiri and Morfiter. 


“T’m no monster,” Stain says with bared teeth. 
Tomura’s sick of this. The strain between those two is annoying him. 


Mortifer takes a step forward. “Don’t you feel no remorse for slitting the throat of a hero?” He 
grabs Stain’s sword from the ground and pulls it out. “I’m afraid you’re quite hypocritical, my 
boy.” He continues to step forward. 


“There’s a difference between eternal uncalled suffering and punishments.” 
“Oh really?” Mortifer snickers. 


Tomura looks down at the sword, noticing its silver body turning to black tar. Solid while also 
liquid- disgusting. Dripping and oozing to the ground. 


Stain’s brows fold forward. 


“Now.” Mortifer raises the blade, almost touching Stain’s chin with its black point. “It would be a 
shame if you died here, just like them.” 


Stain chuckles, stepping forward to the blade. He raises his chin, letting the point touch his throat. 
“You don’t have the nerve, nor do I care.” He tilts his head. “T still won’t do it.” 


Mortifer copies the head tilt, lowering the blade. “Smart. But I’m always smarter.” His eyes 
become a brighter red- evil and almost unreal. “You are aware I still have your blood, right?” 


Stain freezes. The sight unsettles Tomura a little, and he can sense Kurogiri shift behind the bar 
uncomfortably. 


Mortifer shoves the sword back into the wood planks, stepping forward. He raises his hands, 
placing them together. “I have options for you to choose if you so wish.” He separates his hands, 


but in between is a sticky black. He squishes it and forms it with ease. Still walking, he extends one 
hand out holding a dripping black object. “I feel this one would suit you nicely.” He places a hand 
on Stain’s shoulder, walking behind him. 


Tomura focuses on Mortifer’s hands. 
The man moves to re-shape the tar, bringing it back out again as he circles around Stain. 
“This one will also do. How do you feel about reptiles?” 


Stain snaps out of his trance, grabbing Morfiters tar filled hand and pulling him close. He grabs a 
knife with the other and holds it to the man’s throat tight. 


“You’re such a petty piece of shit ,” Stain visibly spits with anger. 


“T’m a negotiator.” Mortifer hums as the blade presses tighter. “I can tell my words affected you, 
Stain.” He chokes when Stain nearly shoves the blade into his skin. 


“Enough.” Tomura hops off his chair, walking towards the two. “You’re both so annoying ,” he 
sighs. 


Stopping at Stain, Tomura blinks with annoyance. “I’d do what we wish if I were you. Time is 
ticking.” 


“And I'd get that crusty face away from me, if I were you,” Stain says with a side-eye. 
Tomura lets out a pissed-off tisk. 


As Stain’s eyes aren’t fully focused on Mortifer, the man grabs the blade with a hand. Stain 
immediately snaps his gaze back forward, but he’s half a second too late. Mortifer grabs his lower 
back and spins them around. Stain stands in a dip as Mortifer holds him, face close to his. An 
intimate pose, one that makes Tomura raise a brow. 


Black tar overcomes the blade and Stain lets it go, allowing for Mortifer to flip it and point its tip 
on Stain’s throat. 


Stain growls as the tip of the blade draws blood. 
Mortifer hums under his mask. “Consuetudinis magna vis est.” 


Stain’s eyes widen at the sound of Latin coming off his tongue. Raising a leg he kicks the man in 
the stomach, releasing his hold. 


He almost tumbles to the ground, barely regaining his balance. Looking to his left, he grabs his 
sword that's protruding from the ground. 


“What? ll it be, Chizome?” Mortifer says with intimidation. 
“You're all disgusting,” he pants, looking at Tomura, and everyone else in the room. 


Mortifer’s hands cover themselves in tar, sharp to the points. Tomura watches as Stain growls in 
frustration and nervousness at the sight. 


There is hesitation. 


“Fine,” Stain gives with anger in his voice. “I'll help you.” 


“Splendid.” Mortifer’s tar retracts back into his skin. 
Tomura swallows. “You better not disobey.” 


“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Stain says with venom coating his voice. He places his sword in its holder 
before turning around. 


He grabs the door handle. 

“Do say hello to her for me, won’t you?’’ Mortifer says suddenly. 
Tomura’s brows scrunch forward. 

Her? 

Stain turns his head around with disgust. 

“Manducare stercore.” 


He opens the door and slams it behind him. 


Izuku didn’t have much to say to Recovery Girl, nor to anyone for that matter. 


His injuries healed fast, so he’s been granted the ability to leave. Though, he must exit the hospital 
in a mask and a hood, through the principal's request. Quoted from the fuzzy mouse bear himself, 
“we don’t know who’s after you, so it’s best to stay as inconspicuous as possible in public.” 


Yeah, well, he knows. 
Would it even matter? 


Pulling a hoodie over his head, Izuku tiredly looks at the floor. He didn’t really get much sleep last 
night. No one should really blame him for that. After screaming his throat raw- yet again- he 
practically passed out on the roof on Yuma. His friends are still unaware of the cause, nor have 
they really asked. He can tell they wanted to ask Eraserhead, but they never did. They just stayed 
silent and understood. 


When people get like this, it’s just best to silently understand. 


Yuma wanted to come with him back inside, but it was too risky. It took a minute, but she, 
unfortunately, stayed on the roof all night. Yue filled in for the comfort he needed, even if she isn’t 
as touchy as Yuma. It took everything out of Izuku to not vomit every time he looked at Dai, but 
Yue’s hand grasping his own calmed him through the night and helped him stay distracted. Thumb 
rubbing over top his hand in small strokes, he was able to breathe easily. He doesn’t really know 
how to act right now. Confliction is eating him alive. 


Yuma wraps her arm around his shoulder and squeezes. “Let’s get ya home, bud,” she mutters. She 
looks like a mess, and that’s not being dramatic. Messy hair, eye bags, paling skin- she looks sick 
and worried. Right as the sun rose, she rushed into his room as soon as she was able. Stuck to his 
side ever since. 


Izuku nods. 


Looking back, he can see Dai with her back to him, Hiroto by her side. 
He swallows. 


Hiroto doesn’t have his mask on, and he can visibly see the lack of comfort in the man’s body 
language. Dai, well, Dai looks still. Staring out the window, her hands hold Hiroto’s loosely. 


“Tl be back later, ’'m just gonna go with the squirt and his mom to make sure they get home 
alright,” Yuma says, turning her head back as well. 


Yue, who’s sitting in the same chair as last night, nods her head groggily. Dai and Hiroto just turn 
their heads over. Uncomfortably, Hiroto now has the same expression as Dai- ashamed. Aware. 


Recovery Girl still has questions for them, so they have to stay behind. And, well, Izuku is 
fortunate he can leave earlier. 


Another confrontation would lead to him collapsing. 
Izuku chews at the skin on his lip before turning back around. 


He just wants to go home. 


Tenya’s knee bobs up and down as he sits in one of the waiting chairs. Ever since his brother was 
admitted, he’s come every second he could. Because, really, he has no idea when or if his brother’s 
next breath will be his last. He’s lucky to still be alive right now- even if it’s on a thin line. 


Looking up from the ground, his gaze catches a glimpse of a familiar tuft of green hair. He 
squints. 


“Midoriya?” He says out loud. 
The green turns its head. 


His assumption was correct. Midoriya is wearing a hood and a mask alongside one of his friends. 
The brown-haired girl. Tenya is almost impressed he was able to point him out. 


“Oh, lida,” Midoriya responds. Even if only half of his face is visible, Tenya can tell he’s a 
trainwreck right now. So is his friend next to him. 


Tenya stands from his chair and takes a few steps towards them. “Glad to see you’re alright, you 
wotried us at the festival.” 


Midoriya nods, looking at Tenya with curiosity. 


“Why are you here? No one was told where I was,” Midoriya says weakly. “Are you doing 
alright?” 


Tenya looks off to the side for a moment. 
His friend- Yuma if he could remember- shares a moment of realization. Like she knows. 
“Oh fuck, you’re Ingenium’s brother,” she says, covering her mouth. 


Tenya almost jumps. Did she connect it that fast? 


He nods, trying to evade eye contact. 
“Shit man, I’m so sorry.” 


Midoriya raises a brow. That’s right, he’s probably been kept unaware of the news while he 
recovered. 


“Ah, um,” Tenya says, rubbing the back of his neck. “My brother was attacked by the Hero Killer 
yesterday.” Saying that made his throat hurt. 


“Oh god,” Midoriya says with surprise. “I’m so sorry lida, is he ok?” He looks emotionally 
exhausted, and that definitely didn’t help. 


Tenya puts his hands up. “Don’t worry about it, he's doing better.” 
Midoriya weakly smiles under his mask. “I’m glad he’s ok, that’s pretty scary.” 


Tenya nods. He feels a hint of frustration surface in his head. “Very, I’m fortunate he lived to see 
another day.” 


Midoriya and Yuma nod together. 


“T guess that just proves that no one is really a vigilante, at least not for long,” Tenya continues, 
slightly chopping his hand in the air. “It’s either hero or villain in this society.” 


Yuma and Midoriya visibly stiffen at that. Tenya is taken off guard by it, eyes widening. 
“Are you quite alright? Was it something I said?” 
Yuma clears her throat. “We’re just...tired is all.” She half-smiles. It looks forced. 


He looks down to see one of Midoriya’s hands clenched in a tight ball, practically quaking. Now 
that really takes him off guard. 


“Um..” 
Yuma sighs and smiles again, moving to grab his clenched hand. 


“We’ve gotta get moving,” she says, looking over to the end of the hall. Tenya follows her gaze, 
finding Aizawa-sensei waiting for them. 


“Yes..of course,” Tenya responds. 
“Best wishes for your brother,” she mutters, before turning around with Midoriya. 


Tenya watches them walk down the hall to Aizawa-sensei. Midoriya’s shoulders shake, and he can 
see his classmate raise a hand to his face like he’s covering it emotionally. Like he’s crying. 


Tenya’s eyes change further to show concern. 


Was it something he said? 


“You doing alright, sweetheart?” A faint knock at the door. 


“M’ fine,” Izuke mutters in his pillow. 


It’s quiet on the other side of the door for a second. 

His mom sighs. “Ok honey, just let me know if you need anything.” 
He can hear his mom walk away from his door faintly. 

“Goodnight Izuku.” 

“Goodnight,” he murmurs, turning his head to face the wall. 


If he had a traditional wall clock, he’d listen to its tick. But, instead, he listens to the silence. Or at 
least the sound silence makes. 


Since leaving the hospital, he hasn’t done much. If anyone wanted to consider his internal crisis, 
then yeah he did something. But really, that was it. Fortunately for him, the festival was on a 
Friday, so the weekend is given to the students to recover. And for pros to send in letters, but Izuku 
couldn’t really care about that, to be honest. 


He just wants this weekend to think. 

Adjusting his head on his pillow, Izuku raises a hand- looking at it numbly. 
“No wonder he wants this thing back!” 

He exhales, growing minuscule claws. 

“Tt’s either hero or villain in this society.” 


The long weeks and months he spent learning how to live with himself are being shoved down the 
drain. He doesn’t really know what or who he is, for that matter. What his purpose is. More so, 
why Dai was so horrified to tell the truth. 


Izuku spins his hand around. 


He’s only heard stories of this man. Mortifer. Like the boogeyman under the bed- Dai practically 
shakes every time she speaks about him. He’d rather not meet him. His life is about to change, he 
is aware of that now. And well...he’s glad he knows in a way. Better he finds out now than later. 
But... 


Dai has been lying to him for almost a month. Well, she’s been lying to him for longer about other 
things, he knows. She’s a very secretive person and he realizes that. It’s unfortunate, but he 
understands trauma affects people differently. 


That doesn’t change that he’s absolutely furious at her though. There wasn’t an excuse for that. 
And, well, to make it worse he knows she has more she’s hiding. 


There’s something about herself that she’s hiding. He can tell by the way she acted in the hospital- 
like she was personally guilty. 


He doesn’t know how she knows. 
Izuku clenches his fist gently. 


Her justification doesn’t add up. She found out before the whistle revealed it. And that thought 
makes him feel sick. How she found out, is the bigger question. 


She knew who he was somehow, and someone who is a prisoner wouldn’t act personally 
responsible. 


He exhales softly, blinking as he un-clenches his hand. 

He loves her. So much even. But...he needs some time to think. Rationally, at least. 

She isn’t the kind of person that would lie like that. 

He lets his hand return to normal. Glancing at his other hand, the shine of silver snags his eyes. 
The ring. 

Switching his gaze from one hand to the other, he now observes the ring on his finger. 

He’s never really taken it off unless he had to. 

“You will always be one of us.” 

Tiredly blinking, he moves to twist at the ring. 

He pulls it off. 


His phone buzzes on his nightstand, making him turn his head over. The glow of the screen 
illuminates his dim room. He sighs, turning his body over to set the ring down and grab it. It’s not 
like he was going to sleep anyway. 


Sliding his finger over the screen, he opens his phone and goes straight to the messages. Who’s 
messaging him this late? 


He raises a brow. 


Bakugou : You better not be fucking dead 


Izuku almost snorts. Bakugou never really texts him unless it's important. The blonde may be an 
emotionally constipated dick, but he cares sometimes, even if he hates to show it. 


Izuku : awww you care 
Bakugou : [ don’t care dumbass 


Izuku : that’s bull shit and even you know that 


He can picture the blonde huffing in his room by himself. 


Bakugou : you were fucking puking 


Green blood in front of me, you know 


Izuku kind of forgot that he did that. Really, a lot of what he did at the festival is one big blur. 
Izuku : yikes 
Bakugou : don’t fucking yikes me, that was horrifying 
Izuku : jeepers 
Bakugou : what the hell is wrong with you 
Izuku : at this point why do you even ask that 


It takes him a couple of minutes to respond. 


Bakugou : you’re such a pain in the ass 
Izuku : so are you I’m not special 


Another minute passes. 


Bakugou : no one would tell me anything, 

So do you mind fucking explaining to me what the 
Fuck happened? 

Bakugou : I thought I caused that until 


I overheard it was a goddamn whistle. 


Izuku sighs, tapping at the back of his phone with his pointer finger. 
Izuku : Mortifer is looking for me 


Bakugou : the fuck? Why? 


Izuku stares at his cursor blinking. 

Izuku : take a wild guess 
His phone immediately starts ringing. Pressing a button he sits up and places the phone to his ear. 
“This isn’t like you,” he says quietly into the phone. 
“Shut the fuck up, explain right now,” Bakugou snaps on the other end. 


Izuku hums. “That didn’t take you long to figure out.” 


“Deku, that can mean 40 different fucking things. I only narrowed it down to either he wants you 
for some stupid ass plan of his, or somehow and I mean somehow, you’re one of his weird-ass lost 
experiments. ” 


Izuku looks to the side. “Right on the dot on that one.” 

A pause on the other end. 

“IT was only fucking kidding on the last part are you serious?” 
“Nope,” Izuku responds, popping the p. 

“How’s that even possible?” 


Izuku sighs. “That doctor I had for my quirk assessment when I was five injected me with 
something.” He looks at his clock on his nightstand. It’s getting really late. 
“Turns out I was an experiment without even fucking knowing.” 


“Why didn’t you question that shit?” 

Izuku blinks slowly. “Bakugou, I was fucking five years old.” 

An exhale on the other end of the phone. “How did you find out?” 

“Dai.” 

A pause. “And how did she know?” 

Izuku shrugs. “Don’t know.” 

“You don’t know?” 

Izuku exhales. This subject isn’t exactly fun to converse on. It’s still pretty raw. 


“Dai was an experiment. She knows the man well- maybe even too well.” He switches his phone to 
the other ear. “She said that only his experiments reacted to that whistle because of the alteration in 
DNA. Would have understood, but then she said she found out about a month ago.” 


Bakugou is silent for a second. 

“Jesus, that’s suspicious as fuck.” 

Izuku nods, looking forward now. He swallows. 

“She’s not telling me something, and I can tell.” 

“Why the hell would she hide something like that?” 

“Again, I don’t know.” 

A pause. 

“So you’re not even human, are you?” 

Izuku didn’t like that comment. His chest tightens for a moment. 


“No, no I’m not.” 


“.. fuck Deku.” 
Izuku rubs at his forehead. 
“Do you know what you’re gonna do?” 


He bites at his lip. “No. Dai’s been there for me for so long, but... need some time to process this.” 
He moves his hand to play with his sheets, glancing at the ring on his nightstand. “I don’t know 
her that well like I thought I did.” 


Bakugou doesn’t respond. 
“Nothing’s going to be the same.” 


“Tt’s not like you to give up,” Bakugou practically whispers. “You’re more fucking stubborn than 
you think you are, you know.” 


Izuku raises his brows. 

“Are you being sentimental right now?” 

Bakugou groans. “Never mind, get kidnapped.” 

Izuku chuckles a little. 

“T’m just scared.” 

“As you fucking should be, you have a psychopath after you now.” 
Izuku looks down at his fingers playing with the seam on his sheets. 
“Tt’s not just that. What if I’m not who I thought I was?” 

Silence on the other end. 

“You’ve always been annoying if that helps.” 

Izuku rolls his eyes. “Thanks Bakugou.” 


“I’m fucking serious. You’ve had that shit injected in you at five. You’ve always been that annoying 
ass Deku, and you still are.” 


Izuku rubs a thumb at his blanket over his sheets. 
“What if I can’t forgive her?” 


Bakugou exhales. “You will. You hated my literal fucking guts for about seven years, but now 
you’re on the phone with me. You’re not the type to not forgive.” 


“1 guess you're right.” 
“T’m always right.” 
Izuku huffs a laugh, rolling his eyes. It feels better to let some of it out. 


“Thank you.” 


“Yeah yeah, just try to stay alive so we can finish our fight.” 
Izuku snorts. “Got it.” 


The call ends right after that. IZuku looks down at his home screen before turning his phone off. 
That’s the most he’s really talked with Bakugou in a while. He may be an ass sometimes, but he 
knows his secret. It’s easier to talk to someone who knows. More so someone who isn’t scared of 
him. 


He adjusts his blankets, getting ready to turn his phone off and call it a night. He’s exhausted. 


His phone buzzes again, but only a single time. Sighing, he rubs his eyes and opens his phone 
again. 


Unknown: Is this Midoriya? 


Rubbing his eyes he squints at the screen. Confused, he types a response. 
Izuku : yes? 
Unknown : oh thank god 
Izuku : Who is this? 


He’s too tired to deal with a random person situation right now. 


Unknown : Oh, my apologies. 


Unknown changed their name to Shoto Todoroki 


That catches him off guard a little. Todoroki? Adjusting in his bed, he types another response. 
Izuku : Oh! Hi Todoroki. Did you need anything? 
Shoto Todoroki : Not at all, I just wanted to make sure 


You were alright. 


Odd. It’s not really like his classmate to reach out like that. More odd that Todorokzi is the first one 
out of his class to do so besides Bakugou. 


Izuku : oh ok, yeah I’m doing alright. Why? 
Todoroki types for a minute. 


Shoto Todoroki : Well you kind of almost died yesterday 


Izuku cringes. 
Izuku : yeahh 
Shoto Todoroki: Any idea on what it was? 
Izuku : not at all 
Lie. 


No response for a second. 


Shoto Todoroki: Do you think it was because... 


Izuku knows what he means, regrettably. 
Izuku : I don’t know 


Izuku rubs at his mouth with a gentle hand. Todoroki is considered an ally now- weirdly enough. 
It’s not like he doesn’t want Todoroki to know, it's just that he’s...well uncomfortable with the idea 
of it. It’s not the same anxiety he had with Bakugou. He’s known Bakugou for about ten years, and 
even if the guy was a piece of shit- and still is- he knows him. 


He doesn’t know Todoroki. 
Shoto Todoroki: That was pretty scary though 
Izuku : tell me about it 
A minute passes. 
Biting at his lip, he realizes he should probably ask if he’s ok. 


God this is awkward. He’s only really talked to him in person while beating the absolute shit out of 
him. 


Izuku : are you yourself doing ok? 


Shoto Todoroki : Yes, why do you ask? 


Izuku’s face falls to a ‘are you serious?’ 

Izuku : [ literally beat the shit out of you 
Shoto Todoroki : I kind of deserved it though 
Shoto Todoroki: I was an ass 


Izuku : yeah, but I went a little too far 


Shoto Todoroki : It’s ok, I appreciated it in the end 
Shoto Todoroki : no one’s ever told that to me before 
Izuku softly exhales through his nose. He said a lot of things yesterday. 


Shoto Todoroki: I guess I have another question. 


Izuku raises a brow. 


Shoto Todoroki: Do you by any chance know anyone with a 


Lion chimera quirk? 


Izuku blinks for a second, taken off guard by the sudden subject change. Jesus, talk about moving 
on from the subject. 


Izuku : No? 


Shoto Todoroki: Oh, alright 


What the fuck. 


Izuku : ?? 
Shoto Todoroki : don’t worry about it, my mistake 


Izuku : um ok.. 


That was weird. It was probably a simple mistake, but it sounded so specific. 


Shoto Todoroki: apologies, but I have to cut this short 


Shoto Todoroki: my father just lit the training room on fire 


Izuku’s jaw goes slack. 


Izuku : I’m sorry- 
Shoto Todoroki : no worries this happens weekly 

Izuku : weekly?? 
Shoto Todoroki : my father is Endeavor, you know 


Izuku : ....touché 


There is no response after that. Izuku exhales, placing his phone on the side of his bed. Todoroki’s 
a strange one, he’ll admit that much. He appreciates the gesture though- even if his classmate is a 
weird texter. 


He misses talking with the group chat. He needs the giggles. But, who knows when that can go 
back to normal. Or if anything will for that matter. 


His phone buzzes again. He grabs it. 


Shoto Todoroki: goodnight Midoriya 


Izuku snorts, shaking his head. 


Izuku : Goodnight Todoroki. 
Izuku : did you figure out the 


fire issue? 


Shoto Todoroki : fuck no, I jumped out the window 
I’m not dealing with his tantrum 


Izuku : you WHAT 


The wind is loud tonight. Practically howling through the empty streets and allies- it brushes 
through Dai’s ponytail as she sits on the roof of a nearby building. She sighs. 


It’s warm, but the wind makes things colder. 
“It'll be ok,” Hiroto mutters from her side. 


“You don’t know that,” she responds, looking over to him. His eyes glow in the night- bright and 


yellow. Acidic but mellow. He doesn't have his mask on still. 


In the dim lights, she can see the large claw scars on his neck. Looking quite similar to long 
diagonal gills. 


Recovery Girl made them stay long. Without the kid around, her questioning got nasty and 
uncomfortable. The woman is a wonder, but she’s stubborn. 


It’s nice to finally be out of a stuffy hospital, and away from the reminders. 


“T’ve lied to him for too long.” She turns back over to look at the street. “And now he knows who 
he is.” 


“Dai,” Hiroto says, placing a hand on her shoulder. “I promise it will be ok.” 
Dai shakes her head. “That’s something you shouldn’t promise.” 

The wind blows again. 

“T fucked up.” 

“Everyone does, and everyone will,” Hiroto says back. 

“That doesn’t matter Hiroto, I really hurt the kid.” 

Hiroto shrugs. “And you did the same to me all those years ago. I still forgave you.” 
Dai huffs. “That was different, and you know that.” 

“Doesn’t matter. You’re not a bad person, Dai.” 

Dai doesn’t respond. 

“None of it was your fault.” 

“What if he never forgives me?” 

A whistle in the breeze. 

“The kid loves you like you’re his own mother, just give him time.” 

“Time is something we don’t have.” 

Hiroto exhales, moving to wrap his arm around her shoulder. He squeezes. 


“We’ll make time.” He turns his head and plants a gentle kiss on the top of her head- or at least the 
best of his ability. 


For being a reptile, he’s always somehow so warm. She lays her head on his shoulder. Her eyes 
close. 


“You love me right, my dear?” 


“Of course.” A smile. 


A finger tilts her chin up delicately. 
“T’m glad to have someone as loyal as you.” 
A thumb strokes her lip. 


“And I’m glad to have you.” Her lips now touch his thumb. She grabs his hand. “I’d do anything 
for you.” 


A smirk. “Good.” 


He leans in and closes the distance. 


Dai opens her eyes as the memory fades, staring forward as her mind tries to forget the distant ick 
she once felt. 


“Our biggest priority isn’t gaining his trust right now unfortunately though,” Hiroto mumbles, 
leaning his head on her’s. “It’s keeping him safe.” 


“T know.” Dai sighs. “I’d do anything for that kid.” 
The wind blows hard, tangling her hair. 


The sound of metal clanging and weight dropping comes from behind. Both of them stay still and 
faced forward- aware that they now have company. 


Hiroto rubs her arm with his hand quickly, before letting her go. 


“T’m going to patrol for a bit,” he says as he stands up. She pats her shoulder before stretching. 
“See you in a bit, ‘kay?” 


Dai nods, watching at the corner of her eye as he walks to another side of the roof. He backs up and 
takes a running start. His legs grow large and scaly, joined by a tail. And soon enough, when he 
leaps from the roof, he’s fully Gamera. Leaving her alone. 


Or at least semi-alone. 

“He doesn’t seem to get any less extra, does he?” 
Dai closes her eyes and inhales. 

“Hi Chizome,” she exhales. 

“Shin.” 


Blinking the dryness from her eyes, Dai moves to stand. “Out for another one of your cleanses?” 
She plants her hand on the cement, pushing herself to her feet. 


“To your surprise, ’m not out for a hero tonight.” 
Dai hums, turning to face the Hero Killer. 
“Then what brought you here?” 


Chizome tilts his head slightly as the wind blows through his scarf. 


“If you weren’t aware already, he’s still alive.” 

Dai looks to the side, feeling pieces of hair stick to her face from the breeze. 
“T know.” 

“Should have gone for the heart.” 

She looks at him. “TI know.” 


Chizome exhales, taking a couple of steps forward. The clank of his boots is loud, almost as loud 
as the wind. 


“He’s working with the league. And I’m afraid he’s after that boy of yours.” 

Dai nods, already aware. 

“Cerberus, if I’m right?” 

She nods again. 

“Tt seems you know.” 

“T know everything,” Dai responds. 

Chizome tilts his head the other way. “But do you know of the deal I made with him?” 


Dai’s eyes narrow to thin slits. “Unfortunately, no.” Her lip curls up. “Didn’t take you as the kind 
of person that would turn their back on an ally.” Her chest fills with the uncomfortable feeling of 
anger. 


“Tm not.” 
“Then what did you promise?” 


Chizome scoffs. “I didn’t promise shit, you know me, Shin. Unfortunately, he still possesses my 
blood.” 


That sentence put a wrong feeling in her body. 

Dai sighs, placing a hand over her eyes. “I thought I got rid of everything.” 

Apparently, there are a lot of things she forgot to make sure were completely gone. 

Chizome shrugs. “He could be bluffing. But he wants the child, and he requires my assistance.” 


Dai pushes out a tisk, shaking her head and dropping her hand. “Who doesn’t he have in his army 
at this point...” 


“T’m not helping him if that’s what you worry about.” 
Dai huffs a laugh. “He’ll kill you, you know. Or worse.” 


“Don’t care. That kid has done nothing wrong, it would go against every one of my morals to 
actually go through with it.” Chizome moves to adjust the scarf. “I only agreed to get him off my 
dick.” 


“You're crazy.” 

“IT know I am.” The wind rattles his blades. ““Who isn’t in this world anyway?” 
Dai stays silent for a moment. 

Chizome sighs, moving to dig something out from his pocket. 


“T can’t promise the kid’s safety, but I can promise that I'll help any way I can.” He pulls out a 
burner phone and tosses it. 


Dai catches it with her right, looking at it briefly before shoving it into her own pocket. 
“Tm with you till the end. That piece of shit won’t get the chance.” 
Dai hums. “Glad to hear you still have some sanity.” 


Chizome rolls his eyes. “After seeing him again? Thought I lost it for good.” He moves to turn 
around. He’s never been the type to stay long. 


Dai snorts, lifting her chin slightly. “Is he still as ugly as I remember?” 
Chizome stops, turning his head to look at her. 

He smirks. 

“Usgilier.” 


He disappears. 
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Chapter Summary 


Communication is key. 


And unfortunately, the angst doesn't end for our green bean quiet yet. 
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This week is EVERYTHING by The Black Skirts. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Yuma drags a hand down her face, practically pacing holes into the cement of the training room. 
Itching and crawling, the anger rushing through her veins is preventing her from staying grounded. 
It’s not helping that nightfall is approaching. Not only is no one telling her anything, but there is an 
obvious secret hidden among everyone. A secret big enough to send the kid into a panic attack. 


Dai said something to the kid. 
She said something. 


Yue sighs, dropping a weight onto the ground harshly. Yuma glances over to her, watching as Yue 
places a scaled hand on her hip. 


“You’re stressing yourself out,” she signs, obviously frustrated. 


“T don’t understand how you’re not stressed,” she snaps back, continuing her pace. She flares her 
hands around in frustration. “Can we really sit and obey, continue to be oblivious to the issue we 
are facing?” 


Yue snaps her fingers loudly, bringing Yuma’s attention back. 
“We have to be patient.” 
“We have been patient.” 


Yue looks at Yuma with a blank stare. She’s annoyed. If her tongue was still a part of her, it would 
be flicking in a ticked nature. 


“Don’t look at me like that, Yue.” She stops her pacing. Yuma raises her hand and drags it through 
her short hair. “I’m tired of waiting for an explanation from her.” 


“You have to give her time,” Yue says with irritation. Her movements in her hands are snappy. She 
can see her neck flap twitch. 


Yuma takes a step forward. “How long are you going to wait, Yue?” She points her finger in the air 
towards Yue like a dagger. “How long are you willing to wait?” 


“As long as I need.” 


“Why?” Yuma says, feeling her tone curb to annoyance. “Why aren’t you questioning everything 
right now?!” she yells the last couple of words, feeling a devilish tightness in her throat. 


Yue flares her nostrils and huffs. “Because I am her friend.” 


Yuma growls, only it’s deeper. “She’s killing us!” she points at her chest. “Doesn’t it bother you 
that we know nothing of her?” 


“Why does it matter?” Yue takes a step forward. 
“Because I can’t lose anyone else,” Yuma cries. 
Yue flinches back at that. 


“Midoriya is a brother to me, and Dai a mother. It is fucking killing me that I can’t help them!” she 
yells. “How am I supposed to stay calm when my family is falling apart?” her voice cracks. “We 
can’t even help because we don’t know anything!” 


Yuma feels her breath hinder and stagger as she pants slowly. 
Yue looks down at her hands and then back at her eyes. 
“What day is it Yuma?” 


Yuma scoffs, looking down at her own hands. “Oh, you’re going to pull that now are you?” Her 
hands and shoulders move to a shrug. Her nails are sharpened to dangerous points. “Full moon! 
How typical.” Her tongue clicks. “You gonna lock me up now?” 


“Don’t be difficult.” 

Yuma almost laughs. “Thank you, Yue, so so helpful you are.” She can feel a fang poke at her lip. 
“Yuma, you’re acting hysterical right now please just-” 

The door bursts open. 

“If you have an issue, say it to my face.” 


“Oh perfect,” Yuma growls, making eye contact with Dai walking through the doorway. “The 
queen herself has arrived everybody!” 


Yue looks at her no longer with frustration, but loss. She shakes her head and moves to take a seat 
at one of the benches. 


Yuma fights to let out a tisk. No point in trying to fix it. 


“What is your problem?” Dai says, rubbing at her temple. She sounds like she hasn’t slept all 
weekend. 


Hiroto comes running from behind Dai. “What the hell is going on?!” 


Yuma snorts, shaking her head. “You wanna know what my problem is?” she points at Dai and 
Hiroto. “Your ability to not realize how fucking selfish you are.” 


Dai looks to the side. Hiroto, on the other hand, walks past her. 
“Yuma you don’t know what the hell you’re talking about.” 
“T don’t?” Yuma snarks. “Then what are you two hiding? Hm?” 


Hiroto’s lip rises, expression turning peeved. The skin around his exposed teeth starts to fold 
awkwardly. 


Yuma shakes her head again, walking to the side. “That’s hilarious to me. You would rather 
endanger everyone you love than tell the truth.” Her eyes feel burning red. Dry. “Why is it that the 
minute we are back home you pretend nothing happened?” 


Hiroto shakes his head, and Dai keeps her same blank stare. 
Yuma inhales slowly, clenching her fists. “What happened at the festival?” 


“Just give us some time,” Hiroto tries to state calmly, imitating the lower volume. “We don’t want 
another-” 


Something snaps. 


“All we’ ve been giving you is time !” Her head is starting to pound. Her nose scrunches in pain as 
her brain thumps in her skull. 


Hiroto takes a couple of cautious steps forward. “Yuma. We promise we will tell you everything, 
but we need a moment to figure out how.” 


Yuma growls, grabbing at her hair as things start to feel fuzzy in her head. 


Dai steps forward this time, placing a hand in front of Hiroto to keep him back. “I already scared 
the kid off, I can’t do the same to you,” she struggles to say. “I’m scared of losing you, Yuma.” 


The moon is full and so is Yuma’s chest. Heavy and full of confusion and anger, she huffs and 
huffs. 


Yuma sucks a breath through her teeth sharply. “S hou Id hav e thou gh-ht of tha t be fore- ” she 
cringes as her hands grow long and boney. It’s always more painful these days. “ Be fore you cho 
se this pa th.” 


“T didn’t want this,” Dai cries out. “I only did this because I thought it was the right thing to do.” 
“You on ly did it to sav e your self!” she snaps, now feeling all her teeth sharpen. 
A tear slips from Dai’s eye. “I’m sorry.” 


“ Liar.” 


Dai’s face shifts to show defeat. She drags a hand down her face to quickly wipe away evidence of 
tears. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do,” she whispers. “What do you want me to do?” 


Yuma hunches forward, clenching her fists to a point where blood stops flowing in her knuckles. A 
crack moves through each vertebra and extends outward into a painful extension of a tail. 


“JT want you to move .” 


Dai bites at the bottom of her lip gently, preventing it from wobbling. And, as requested, she takes 
a step to the side and nods. 


Yuma jerks her head around like she’s fighting the buzz of a fly. A snarl. 


In a stagger, she walks past the two of them and out the door- quite tempted to slam it shut behind 
her. 


The air is too fuzzy for her to register where she is. It’s a miracle she made it to her room- though 
she doesn’t remember when or how. 


The steel latches and locks snap shut and secure with her assistance, and as if the strings holding 
her up were cut, she collapses. 


Holding herself up on her hands and knees, she feels her spine recoil and arch in pain. Muscle 
fibers tearing and stretching, bones cracking, snout strains! 


Her knees hurt from the pressure on the concrete, and her nails carve lines into its surface, joining 
the hundreds already there. Yuma lets out a whimper as the agony consumes. Washing over her 
like a cold hose. Pulling and biting at her skin. 


She lets out a cry, falling to her stomach. Her vision starts to go white; vaguely milky. 
A memory. Old but new in her developing brain. 


Curled up behind the wretched mold and sour smells of a dumpster-warmth is there and only there 
in the alley. Stomach empty, she wraps her arms around her body in an attempt to nullify the 
uncomfortable tightness. The chill of the night is a reminder that it’s almost time. 


Her shirt screams as it rips from the pressure. 


Footsteps. The crunch of old wrappers and paper from the dumpsters. She shivers as the sound 
comes closer. 


Yuma’s arms crane and prolongate. Hair grows through each and every inch of her body. 


The footsteps stop. Looking up with red irritated eyes, she finds a woman staring down at her. 
Yuma growls and tries to shoo her away, crawling more into the corner between the trash and the 
wall. 


“Hey, sweetheart don’t do that.” 
The grossest part of this is the feeling of her tongue lengthen inside her mouth. 


The woman crouches down to her eye level, and all Yuma can notice is the white bandage covering 
a large chunk of her face and neck. 


“How old are you?” She tilts her head. 


Yuma doesn’t respond, she just growls. 

The woman sighs. A hand stretches out, calmly and slowly. 
Yuma can feel tears start to prick at her eyes. 

“Hun, I know you’re scared but let me help you.” 

Yuma stares at the hand hesitantly. “Why?” she spits. 

Her body feels longer. 

“Because I understand your pain.” 

Yuma looks at her with now scrunched brows. 

“You don’t have to be alone anymore.” 

Yuma slowly and cautiously moves to grab the hand held in front of her. 
“Tt’s ok.” 

She grabs the hand, and immediately the woman pulls. 
Yuma chokes as she rises to all fours with shaky limbs. 


Arms wrapping around her frail body, Yuma is soon accompanied by something she hasn’t had 
since her mother died. 


A hug. 
Tears begin to join her, and she returns the embrace. 


Tears drop on the concrete and Yuma’s consciousness 1s slipping. All she can see is white, and all 
she can feel is a shove internally. The wolf taking her place. 


“Tt’s ok.” 

After one more shove, her grip on the reins is lost. 

The wolf now in control arches its back the other way, tilting its head upward. 

It howls. 

Yuma gasps in pain as her spine tries to put itself back into order. Shortening and twisting. The 


shreds of clothing that were left on her body begin to fall to the ground as her size decreases- 
undoubtedly leaving her naked and exposed to her empty room. 


Forehead covered in a feverish sweat, she sits there panting on all fours. She can’t move, really. All 
she can do is sit and try to process whatever the fuck happened last night. 


Sighing, Yuma rubs at her mouth and chin. 
That’s right. 


That happened. 


Looking around, she tries to scope the damage. Moving her eyes to scan, there is nothing so far. 
And then her eyes reach the photo wall. She cringes, sucking through her teeth. If there’s one thing 
Yuma knows is that her werewolf reacts to emotion. She has no say in its actions, nor can she really 
prevent it. It just happens. 


And unfortunately, she got in a fight with her friends before changing. 


Crawling to the wall, she’s immediately accompanied by soreness but she ignores it quickly. It’s 
nothing she’s not used to. The ache and the fogginess. The regret. 


Her hand reaches to the floor right under the wall, picking up a ripped piece of paper. She bites at 
her lip and exhales, picking up another piece. It’s one of her favorite photos with the group. Her 
very first mission. 


Her eyes trail up the wall, and well, it almost makes her cry. 


Almost everything is shredded- carnage from the claw marks and aggressive scrawl of anger. 
Yuma drops the photos and moves to rub at her forehead. She’s getting really tired of this. Even 
this was a little much on her part. 


There’s a knock at the door. Because her door is steel, it’s louder than if it were a wooden one. A 
chill goes through her body, and she can’t tell if it’s from the sudden knock or the lack of clothes 
on her body. 


“What?” She says, keeping her eyes at the wall. 

“Hey...it’s..me,” a muffled response. 

Yuma’s eyes leave the wall. 

“What do you want, Dai?” She says tiredly. “You here to lecture me?” 
A sigh on the other end. 

“Tm here to tell you.” 

“Tell me what?” 

A pause. 

“Everything.” 


For a second, it feels as if the world’s clock just stopped for a second. Standing to her feet with a 
sudden urge, she grabs a blanket from the corner- lazily placing it in front of her. 


With not necessarily aggression or irritation, but ticked-off urgency, she walks over to the door and 
unlocks it. She swings the door open. 


“Everything?” she repeats back. 


Dai stands there in a soft grey sweater, holding a tray with warm cups of tea. They smell sweet. She 
nods her head, keeping her same tired expression. 


“Everything.” 


Yuma takes a moment to analyze the situation before nodding herself, adding on a hum. So she has 


changed, huh? 

“Ok.” 

Turning around, she immediately hears Dai groan. 
“Please..for the love of god put clothes on.” 


Yuma scoffs. “Don’t act like you haven’t seen my boobs on accident before. Just get the fuck in 
here before I change my mind.” 


Dai sighs, and she obliges. 
Yue rubs circles on the side of her temple as she scribbles in her notes. Notes are what keeps her 
busy. And keeping busy is what creates a sense of stability. Right now, everything is far from that. 


And quite frankly, she doesn’t know when that stability will return. Everyone is so upset right 
now, and she doesn’t know where to stand. 


She scrunches her snout to push up her glasses slightly, continuing to focus on her words. 
A knock at the door. 


Lifting her hand from the side of her head, Yue turns her head. Narrowing her eyes, she knocks 
onto her desk with a closed fist to let the knocker know it’s alright to enter. 


The door opens with a creak, and standing by the door frame with hesitance is Hiroto. 

Yue stops squinting, pulling off her readers. 

“Hey, Yue,” Hiroto says with a sigh. 

Yue places her glasses onto the desk with a clack, turning her body in her chair to face her friend. 
“Something wrong?” she signs simply. 


Hiroto shakes his head. “No, not at all.” He opens the door a little wider, letting in the hallway 
lights. 


Yue tilts her head. 

Hiroto moves to drag a hand through his hand. “I think it’s time I told you the truth.” 
Yue smiles, shaking her head. “You don’t have to do that.” 

“Yeah,” Hiroto bites at his bottom lip corner. “I do.” 


He walks in, shutting the door behind him. 


“Are you quite sure today is a good day for that, sir?” 
Nezu nods, straightening one of his pens on the desk. 


“T feel that if you wait, there won’t be very many more openings,” he responds, clasping his paws 
together. “Not to mention your time is limited.” 


Toshinori hums, looking down at Nezu’s paws. He doesn’t really like the reminders from others. 


Nezu tilts his head curiously. “I sense you’re struggling with this.” He unclasps his paws. “You 
already know the boy would be a fine successor, what’s stopping you?” 


Toshinori strokes his boney chin slowly. Midoriya Izuku is a wonderful kid. Strong, courageous, 
talented, more importantly- heroic. No one else has successfully caught his eye yet in the heroics 
course. But.. 


“After whatever the hell that was at the festival, he probably isn’t looking for any more pressure on 
his shoulders. Not to mention, I can tell he doesn’t like me very much.” 


It’s Nezu’s turn to hum. “Fair point, Toshinori. Although, you know we have the festival issue 
handled, right?” 


“Not exactly,” Toshinori shakes his head. “I understand things were cleared up, but I don’t know 
exactly how it was handled.” 


Nezu unclasps his paws. “We know- thanks to Recovery Girl- that all three that were affected 
possess rare mutations that apparently react differently to feedback and high pitches.” He taps his 
paw against the desk surface as Toshinori nods. “Whatever happened could have just been as 
simple as the feedback in the microphone going haywire to someone with a high-frequency quirk in 
the crowd. It’s just easier to assume the most logical.” 


“So you just told the public that it was a simple misunderstanding?” 


“Correct.” Nezu nods. “We technically know only a little more than the public, so it's worse for 
everyone if we overestimate.” 


Toshinori narrows his eyes for a moment. It’s not that the response is incorrect, it's the way that it 
sounds wrong to the ear. Or, more specifically, there is more to the story that the principal isn’t 
revealing. It just sounds..weird. 


He shakes his head, deciding to drop it. “But just because the press and the public have been made 
aware that everything's alright and it was just a simple mistake, I don’t think the kid himself will 
move on from it in just a couple of days.” He lifts his hands as he talks. 


Nezu smiles slightly. “You really do care for this kid, don’t you?” 

“Well of course,” Toshinori responds immediately. “He is my student.” 

“Even if he shows a lack of interest in you ?” Nezu raises a brow, continuing to smile. 
Toshinori closes his mouth. He places his hands on the desk. 


Nezu huffs and reaches out to pat a paw on top of one of them. “Just talk with the boy. There is no 
harm in some tea and a chat.” 


“There might be.” 


The principal chuckles lightly, sitting back in his seat. “It’s best to bite the bullet, Toshi. Even 
though the kid doesn’t like you, it doesn't mean you can’t communicate and try to work through 
it.” He shrugs. 


Toshinori nods slowly. 


“And who knows,” Nezu continues, moving to pick up his pen. “Maybe you’ ll learn a little 
something.” 


His smile deepens. 


Izuku has given up on stopping himself from scratching the table. It’s not that he can’t help it, it’s 
just that he doesn’t really give a damn anymore. Habitually, scratching at the table brings him in 
control of something. /f lida does choose to say something about it, then it is a problem for later. 


The last time he scratched at a table like this, was back in Junior High. 


The wood creaks as his claw carves grooves into the corner of his desk. It’s personalizing it. Or, as 
lida would call it, vandalizing it. 


For the past half an hour, his brain has left the building. Completely zoned out, Izuku scratches and 
stares at the back of Bakugou’s head. So much, that he doesn’t even fully register Midnight 
walking into the class, nor does he comprehend what she or Eraserhead are saying to the class. 


At the beginning of class, results for internship requests were posted on the board. And, well. 
Izuku had a Jot. An overwhelming amount to be specific. Even though Bakugou won at default, 
Izuku still had the most. He didn’t really know if he liked that or not, it made his stomach feel 
weird. Uncomfortable. More importantly, he wouldn’t even know who to pick. 


His nail strokes at the groove again. 


Internships aside, even if everything feels as if it’s going to explode, there were no reporters 
outside the campus this morning to pester and buzz around him like obnoxious gnats- for once. It 
was quite relieving, if not odd. It seems that miraculous lie told by the principal shooed them off. 
It’s almost entertaining how oblivious many people are to the actual danger. How even the 
smartest of animals hasn’t got a clue at the real truth- even if he was still halfway right. It is nice to 
have a break from the reminders- the more annoying ones that are. 


Sometimes there are ups to schools nudging the truth to protect their reputation. 
“Today we will be choosing hero names.” 

The wood splinters. 

Oh, you have got to be kidding. 


Izuku looks past Bakugou’s head and to his teachers, making direct eye contact with Eraserhead. 
The hero sighs as Izuku shakes his head no. It’s not that he doesn’t want to have a hero name- if 
anything he would love to be called something other than fucking Cerberus- but right now is not 
the time. His head isn’t screwed on tight enough to make the decision. Nor has it been for the past 
three days. 


As whiteboards and markers are passed around the class, Izuku fiddles with his marker and stares 
down at white. For some reason, he can’t help but feel every eye is on him right now. 


He keeps his head down as each person goes up to share. His expression doesn’t change, it only 
does when Bakugou’s poor excuse of a hero name is expelled. He couldn’t help but snicker at that. 
Todoroki and Iida’s choice to use their first names was odd, but not really doubted. Todoroki 
seems like the kind of person to do that. 


Hero names are overrated anyway. 


He can hear Eraserhead attempt to move on from it after everyone has shared, but Midnight notices 
Izuku’s lack of presence. She tilts her head and looks right at him. 


“Midoriya, do you have a name?” 
Izuku fights the eye contact- as well as all of the class looking at him now. He shakes his head no. 


Some people mutter with questions, while others stay quiet. Eraserhead sighs again, walking closer 
to Midnight to mumble something into her ear. 


Izuku can hear a snicker behind him. 

“Your name should be Hell Hound or something,” Mineta jokes. 

Izuku immediately increases his grip on the marker in his hand. 

“Dude, what the hell?” Kirishima whispers back at that. 

“What? You saw that at the festival, he was pretty freakin scary-” 

Izuku tightens his grip so much that the marker explodes in his hand, and the room goes quiet . 
Ink now stains his hand and the desk, dripping onto the ground. 

Drip. 

Drip. 


It doesn’t really feel good that it’s black ink. His hand shakes and drops the pieces of the now 
broken marker onto the tabletop. Fuck. He can’t really help the growl that escapes the pit of his gut 
and out his mouth. 


“Deku...” Bakugou says through gritted teeth. “Fucking cool it.” 
“Midoriya..” 


He looks up from the black and sees Eraserhead eyeing the door. And by his side, Midnight looks 
mortified. That’s a good enough signal to leave. As he gets out of his seat to stomp out of the room, 
Eraserhead glares at Mineta, eyes flashing red. 


“Mineta, see me after class.” 


His classmate groans in response. Eraserhead doesn’t even hesitate to activate his quirk because of 
that. 


Shortly after, he follows Izuku out the door, shutting it quickly. But Izuku is already halfway down 
the hall at that point. 


“Midoriya, take a breath,” Eraserhead stresses. “Please for the love of god take a breath.” 
“You're acting like I’m going to explode,” Izuku snarks back. 


Eraserhead sighs from down the hall. “I’m acting like someone who doesn’t want you to break a 
goddamn mirror again.” 


Izuku stops, turning his head over to face his teacher. He can see the worry in his eyes, even from 
afar. 


“Just-” Eraserhead pauses and drags a hand down his face. “Take a minute to clean yourself off 
and then take another to go outside and breathe.” 


Izuku stays in the same position. 


Eraserhead takes a breath himself. “I'll come to find you later. Just, please kid, take care of 
yourself.” 


Izuku opens his mouth, but his teacher has already opened the door to slip back in. 
Scrubbing his hand in the sink, Izuku stares down at the stained water swirling into the drain. It 


comes off fairly easy- in a matter of seconds that is- but he’s stuck scrubbing at his hand as if the 
black won’t go away. The sound of water splashing porcelain enters his ears, filling his brain. 


He knows it's not real, but the sticky tar he sees in his dreams just won’t come off his hand. 
It's only Monday, and already he’s had a meltdown. 

“Am I even human anymore?” 

“No...no you’re not.” 


Pain spikes from his palm and up to his forearm without warning. Wincing, he flinches and moves 
to focus on his hand again as the water continues to spill. 


Green joins the water. Free from the black, but not necessarily free from color- the water swirls and 
swirls. 


He cut himself with his nails. And rather deep too. 


Aggressively sighing with frustration, Izuku sticks his hand fully under the faucet, cringing 
immediately. 


“Damn it...” he curses quietly. He bites at the inside of his bottom lip- fighting the urge to cry. 
Either from the pain or the frustration, it could be either. 


Something whispers. 


we ee 1x 0% xh 


Izuku’s bloody hand shakes, before clenching tight. He turns the water on more. 
“Go. Away.” 


“T can’t if ’'m a part of you, you know.” 


Looking up at the mirror with sour eyes, he’s greeted with another pair, only neon green and ten 
times worse . 


It looks entertained. 
It looks like him. 


The shaking from his hand moves up to his arms, making him move to clench the sides of the sink 
harshly. 


“You..aren’t..real,” he pushes out as his voice warps. 


The figure smiles a toothy grin. “I’m as real as your beating heart.” A hand reaches for the 
glass, and it passes through . “After all, Iam who you perceive yourself to be, Izuku.” The hand 
touches his shoulder and it makes him shiver. 


“Please..” Izuku whispers, feeling his face contort. “Just leave me alone.” He looks back down at 
the drain. 


“No.” 


Claws grow at the ends of his nails, screeching against the sides of the sink. His vision becomes 
blurry from a formation of tears. 


“Not until you face it.” 

Izuku looks up, nose and brows scrunched in anger and repulse. 
“You’re just as much of a useless Deku as you’ ve always been.” 
Izuku blinks a tear, shaking his head. 

“A puppet.” 

“Stop it.” 

“An experiment.” 

Izuku huffs. “Stop it.” 

Two cold, clawed hands grab each side of his head with aggression. 
“Property of the devil himself!” 

“STOP IT!” 


His fist winds back, but before he can strike, it’s gone. Just the reflection of himself raising a fist to 
himself. Teary-eyed and feral. 


Panting, another tear falls- joined by his fist. In defeat, he drops his head and to his knees, draping 
his arms onto the sink as balance. 


“Fuck..” he whispers, blinking another tear. “Fuck.” 


He almost did it again. 


Again. 
The sound of a stall door clicking makes his body freeze. 


A few hesitant footsteps follow. “Umh...we really have to stop meeting like this...” A familiar 
voice. 


Izuku immediately brings his non-bloody hand down to wipe at his tears. 
“Are you alright, Midoriya?” 


Izuku sniffs, shoving everything down and down. Turning his body around on the ground, his eyes 
meet purple. He makes sure to hide his bleeding palm. 


Shinso. 


Nodding with a fluster, Izuku looks to the side to avoid eye contact. “Mhm, yeah I’m fine.” He 
wipes his eyes with his thumb quickly. 


Shinso is one of the last people he expected to see right now, or ever again for that matter. 


Izuku can see Shinso tilt his head. “I’m pretty sure I just heard you screaming at the mirror just a 
second ago.” He points a finger down at Izuku on the ground. “So I don’t think you actually are.” 


God damn it. 


Izuku gives up. Relaxing his entire body, he folds into a position where his back leans against the 
body of the sink. He raises a knee and places his forehead atop it. 


“T really need to stop doing this,” he mutters. “I’m sorry.” 
Izuku can hear Shinso moving. “I..don’t think you should be apologizing.” 


Izuku moves his head to look up at him. Shinso is in an awkward crouch, looking right at Izuku 
with concern. 


“What?” Izuku says tiredly. 


Shinso sighs, moving to sit fully onto the tile. “I was really wrong about you.” His eyes look down 
at the ground. 


Izuku blinks, fighting to rub at his eyes. This is a...really weird place to conversate. 
“You don’t have to answer,” Shinso pauses. “But what happened?” 


Izuku raises both knees to his chest, hugging them tightly. A fang bites at the inside of his cheek 
with enough pressure to hurt. 


“T’m not really who I thought I was. And it’s... really overwhelming.” His chin rests on top of his 
knees softly. “I don’t know what to do,” he whispers roughly, fighting the urge to spill more tears. 
“T don’t think I ever knew what to do.” 


Not without Dai. 


There is a moment of silence, followed by Shinso raising his hand to scratch at the back of his 
neck. 


“Well...is that really such a bad thing?” 

Izuku is taken off guard for a moment at the collected response. 

Shinso’s eyes widen slightly, leading to him waving his hands in a flustered fashion. 
“N-not like that. I didn’t mean it like that...” 

Izuku raises a brow. 


“T-uhg..” Shinso sighs, pinching the bridge of his nose. He takes a second to recollect his thoughts. 
“T mean, is it really such a bad thing that you don’t know what to do?” 


Izuku opens his mouth, but then he closes it, furrowing his brows in a stumped nature. 


Shinso shrugs a little. “It’s high school. It would be pretty concerning if you already had a handle 
on your emotions. No one has control over everything...nor are we..well, facing this alone. We 
don’t know everything.” 


“T-” Izuku stops. “Oh.” 


Shinso awkwardly smiles a little, scratching at his neck- again. “You kind of made me realize that 
at the festival.” 


Izuku looks at Shinso with curiosity. Wondering how exactly that connects to his previous 
sentence. 


“T never really thanked you for that by the way...I was kind of an ass.” He drags his hand back and 
around to the side of his neck. “I was really hyper fixated on the idea that I was the only one that 
knew what it was like to suffer. That everyone here has a purpose and mine was to be a stepping 
stone.” 


Izuku blinks, looking at Shinso’s hand nervously rubbing at his neck. 


“T was obviously wrong.” He drops the hand that was on his neck to the ground. “No one fights a 
war alone.” He clears his throat. “I was a dick to not realize you were going through hell as well.” 


Izuku frowns slightly. 


“T just- I understand.” Shinso inhales a short breath. “...It’s pretty healthy to not know what you’ re 
doing. It’s only considered not healthy if you refuse words offered to you.” Shinso looks at Izuku 
head-on. “Kind of like what I did..if that makes sense at all..” He shrugs. 


Izuku can tell that words aren’t Shinso’s strong suit, but in a way, it did make sense. His reasoning 
that is. He nods a little. 


“Life sucks, but I don’t think we have to figure everything out ourselves.” Shinso shrugs again. “T 
don’t think dying at 15 due to an existential crisis is a proper way to go.” 


Izuku smiles at that a little. He cracks his mouth open. “You didn’t have to say all that, you know.” 
He rubs his arm. 


“Eh, I did anyway,” Shinso replies half-heartedly. “You look like you’ ve really gone through it.” 


Izuku almost laughs. “Yeah, you could definitely say that.” He still feels like shit, but after that, he 
feels a bit better. A bit clearer. 


“T'm sorry for all that back at the festival.” Shinso raises his hand and drags it through his hair. 
“You’re not alone, you know?” he stops his hand halfway through. “If you need to talk to someone, 
Hound Dog has really helped me out. I would offer but I kind of suck at this.” 


Izuku snorts, shaking his head. “Nah, you’re actually pretty good.” He bites at his cheek. “Thank 


” 


you. 

“Don’t mention it. I was just trying to help.” 

Izuku looks down at the ground and then up at Shinso. Yeah...he really was. 
“Tt’s a pity, you know?” he blurts. 

Shinso looks at Izuku with a raised brow. 

“You would have done really well in the hero course.” 

Shinso blankly stares at Izuku- almost as if he’s never heard those words in his life. 
“Oh, one more thing,” Izuku adds, raising his hand slightly. 

“Hm?” 

“Why were you in here?” 

Shinso sighs before producing a tired smile. 

“High school fucking sucks man. And sometimes you just need a break.” 

Izuku opens his mouth but he’s interrupted by the bathroom door clicking open. 
“Ts everything alright in here?” 

Shinso turns around. 


Izuku stares at the figure peeking around the door for a moment. Tall, messy hair, sunken eyes, thin 
and almost sickly, panicked. It’s the guy from the festival that was watching him. He stares at them 
with concerned eyes as the door opens slightly more. 


Izuku raises one of his eyebrows. 
Something about him feels so goddamn familiar.... 
“Uh, yeah everything’s fine,” Shinso speaks up. “Who are you?” he points at the man. 


The man raises a hand, smiling awkwardly. “Ah, yes, I’m one of the teachers here.” He fully opens 
the door, propping it open with his foot. “You can call me Toshinori.” 


“Oh, uhh..nice to meet you..” Shinso awkwardly adds. 


Toshinori nods his head. “Likewise, Shinso.” He then tilts his head to look at Izuku. “Mind I ask 
why exactly you two aren’t in class?” 


“We were just-” 


“Talking is all,” Izuku interrupts. “I got excused from class for a little.” 


Shinso nods his head, agreeing with that. Izuku can tell that saved Shinso from failing to come up 
with a lie. 


Toshinori hums. “Well, if you don’t mind I actually do need to speak with you today about 
something, Midoriya.” 


Izuku looks at the man with slight confusion. 

“You’re not in trouble, no worries. I just needed to have a private chat.” 
“Uhm..ok,” Izuku looks over at Shinso and then back up at Toshinori. “Sure.” 
“Splendid,” Toshinori responds, smiling cheerfully. 

Why does he seem so fucking familiar... 

“If you follow me, [ll show you to my office.” 

Izuku nods briefly before moving to stand- still shielding his palm awkwardly. 
Toshinori turns around and that gives Izuku a moment to look down at Shinso. 
* What the fuck?’ he mouths, getting a shrug from Shinso in response. 


Well..at least the man seems nice... 


“Congratulations on placing second in the festival, by the way.” 


Toshinori hands Izuku a small cup of tea. It's a deep green- visibly pleasing as well as to the nose. 
He grabs it with his good hand, bowing a thank you. 


“Thanks..” he brings the cup to his lips, blowing slowly. Toshinori sits politely across from him, 
holding an identical cup. 


“What did you need from me exactly?” Izuku continues, moving to take a sip. 
In the background, he can hear the bell ringing to dismiss class. 


Toshinori hums, placing his cup onto the small table between them. “I'll start with this: you are a 
very talented young man, and a lot of us have noticed this since the entrance exam.” He moves his 
hand to point. “Where exactly did you learn all that control?” 


Izuku looks down at his cup, swallowing. “I uh..I have a couple of teachers.” 


“Well whoever they are, they’ve done an excellent job.” Toshinori smiles. It kind of unsettles 
Izuku a little. The sudden compliments and attention paid towards him in class... 


Izuku takes a sip of his tea. 
Toshinori grabs his cup again, relaxing. “You’re not like a lot of the other students here.” 
Izuku looks up, swallowing again. “Is that a good or bad thing?” 


For some reason, Izuku feels nervous now. He can't shake the feeling like he’s being interrogated 
in some way. 


Toshinori chuckles. “Good thing, my boy. You just have a lot of heart and care in you, I haven’t 
seen a lot of students out there not only complete the task but help those around them in the 
process.” 


“Oh um..thanks?” Izuku mutters, nursing his cup. “Why are you telling me this? Don’t get me 
wrong, it's very nice of you but I’ve never really met you before?” 


Toshinori looks down at his own cup for a moment. The silence is awkward. 
“Can I trust you with a secret, my boy?” 
Izuku raises a brow. “Uhhh sure?” 


What the hell? Everything about this conversation is sending Izuku all the wrong signals. He 
adjusts the cup as the discomfort in his sliced hand increases. It may not be the one actively 
holding the cup, but it's still throbbing uncomfortably the more he sits here without treatment. He 
bites at his tongue. 


“For a little while, I’ve been looking for someone to be my successor.” 
Izuku pauses his motion of drinking. “Successor?” 


Toshinori nods, brushing a thumb over his cup. “I’m afraid to say I’m running out of time in the 
hero society, and I need a successor to inherit my power in order to carry on my legacy.” 


Ok, what- 


Izuku’s mouth drops open a little. “Ok, I’m sorry-” he puts his cup down. “Your quirk can be 
passed on? And you want to pass it onto me?” he points at his chest, feeling rather confused right 
now. “What even is it?” 


“Tt’s called One for All,” Toshinori responds, clasping his hands together. “A power passed down 
successor to successor, it builds with each person that holds it. A quirk that has been used to 
achieve peace and stability within society for years.” 


Izuku leans back in his seat. This power sounds very..well powerful. And he’s being asked to 
inherit it. 


“T..well I don’t want to come across as rude but..” Izuku starts. “This power seems very important, 
and from what you’ ve told me, so are you. But, well, I’ve never seen you before. Are you some 
sort of underground hero?” he asks, genuinely curious. Someone with a power like this should be 
more well known in the world- considering the society they live in. 


Toshinori smiles, shaking his head. “No no, I’m not underground.” 
Izuku tilts his head. 

Toshinori bites at his thinned lip as if he’s nervous. Hesitant. 
“Who are you, Toshinori?” Izuku presses calmly. 

The man exhales. “My boy, I need you to promise not to freak out.” 


Now that sends him the wrong signal. 


Izuku practically gnaws at his cheek. 


“T’m no one bad, I promise you this. You are just...not very fond of me.” 


That didn’t really help his case. Izuku continues to look at him with caution, grabbing his wrist 
with his uninjured hand. 


“Sorry, I can tell ’'m making you nervous with all the talk. I think Pll just show you,” Toshinori 
says, continuing to smile. 


Izuku nods, gripping his wrist tighter. 


Toshinori inhales, and unexpectedly, his body begins to grow. Moppy hair slicking back and 
standing to...points. Izuku’s eyes widen. 


He can’t decide if this is the most mortifying experience of his life or not. 
“As I said, I need you to stay calm for me, Midoriya.” 


“All Might,” Izuku says, eyes practically bulging from his skull. He doesn’t process that he’s 
squeezing his wrist too tight until he feels something wet on his lap. Glancing down, his hand has 
started to bleed again- profusely to be exact. The feeling of blind rage and confusion overwhelms 
him as he avoids eye contact at all costs. 


“Fuck,” he whispers out loud, cringing at his now bloodstained pants. 


Toshinori- All Might notices this, looking alarmed. A puff of steam covers his body and as fast as 
last time, he is back to his shorter and thinner form. He coughs, covering his mouth. 


“Are you alright, young man? Are you injured?” 

He can sense a hand coming in his direction. 

“Don’t touch me,” Izuku practically snaps, hiding his hand. “Please don’t touch me.” 
“But my boy, you’re bleeding-” 

“Oh so now you care?” Izuku says without thinking. 

All Might flinches his hand back. 

Izuku can’t tell if he’s going to throw up or punch the guy. 


“Look, Midoriya-” he covers his mouth and coughs. Izuku could swear he saw a hint of blood 
creep through his fingers at the corner of his eye. “I really don’t understand why you dislike me so 
much.” Another cough. “Can you please tell me so I know what to do?” 


Izuku shakes his head. 

A quirk All Might can pass on. 
He wants to pass it onto Izuku. 
All Might doesn’t know who he is. 


“If you knew who I was, I really don’t think you’d be asking if I wanted to take your power. Your 
secret is safe, but I am absolutely not the right person for this,” Izuku says with ice in his tone, half 
dodging the question. “Now please,” he says as he moves to get up. “For the love of God leave me 


alone.” 


Izuku isn’t one with pettiness, despite hating the man. He’s serious when he says he’ keep the 
secret, but that doesn’t mean he won’t stop hating the man. 


Instead of doing what Izuku asked, All Might presses on. 


“T don’t understand. I’m offering you something that many would leap at, and you’re refusing 
because of some hatred?” He sounds hurt, but Izuku doesn’t care. “You’re a fine man with great 
morals, I wouldn’t choose anyone else.” 


“All Might, I can barely even control my own power,” he snaps, pointing at his chest. “Do you 
seriously think I’d want to add on the power you possess?” he flips his hand, moving to now point 
at the hero in front of him. He can feel his temper rise, and the loss of blood isn’t exactly helping 
with that. “Aren’t you a teacher that is supposed to take care of their students? Take care of people 
” 

All Might looks at him like he kicked a puppy in front of him. 


Something snaps inside Izuku. Today has been way too long of a day, and this really just triggered 
something. 


“You’re stressing me out to a point where I want to rip my own hair out,” Izuku strains his vocal 
cords saying. “You set such a high standard for people to follow and in the process you fucking 
broke the world.” 


All Might continues to stare and blink. 


Izuku stands abruptly, pointing down at him. “To you, what is the difference between a villain, 
hero, and vigilante?” 


All Might looks taken off guard. “I-well-” 


“Heroes have respect and others don’t!” he huffs. “You not only beat the absolute shit out of 
villains...but you aren’t afraid of nearly decapitating a child.” It is taking every inch of his body to 
not tear All Might a new one right now. 


All Might’s brows fold forward. “Now hang on young man-” 

Izuku breathes a laugh. ““No-” 

The door swings open. 

“What in the absolute fuck is going on right now?” 

All Might practically leaps out of his own skin. “Aizawa, oh it’s not what it looks like-” 


Eraserhead points a finger at All Might quickly. “What it looks like is you got a student extremely 
worked up to a point where he looks like he’s about to cry.” 


Izuku looks at his teacher and then to All Might, feeling his heart rate almost collapse into itself. 


“What is he even doing in here?” Eraserhead narrows his eyes. “Did you seriously-” he looks at 
Izuku’s bloodied hand and, well, something in his eyes turns vicious . 


“T ran into the kid when my time ran out so I wanted to have a little chat is all, I didn’t notice him 


bleeding till just a minute ago,” All Might interrupts- lying. 

Izuku fights to snarl. Instead, he grinds his teeth till the sound almost hurts his ears. 
“Well,” Eraserhead pauses, grabbing onto Izuku’s shoulder. “Your little chit-chat is over.” 
“Aizawa you can’t just-” 


“T just did.” His eyes flash red and All Might almost scowls. “You will not speak with him alone 
ever again, got it?” Eraserhead’s protective side has kicked into full gear, and Iuzku can tell. 


Izuku watches All Might make a face he’s never seen before on the man. 

“ Got it?” he repeats. 

All Might nods this time. 

Squeezing Izuku’s shoulder, Eraserhead leads him to the door. 

“Young man,” All Might blurts, and Izuku turns his head over his shoulder. 
“My offer still stands.” 


Izuku stares at the number one hero himself for a good second, before opening his mouth. 


“Go to hell, All Might.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Was Midoriya a little harsh in the end? probably but my man is STRESSED and all 
might really can't catch signals all too well. 


Oh well. 


See you guys next time! As always, have a good one :) 


Goodbye 
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The crowd screams and cheers with glee. 
“Tear it apart!!” 
“Rip out its throat!” 


Teeth sink into skin and blood splashes against the pit. A rip and a snarl. Claws scratching at the 
cement and the gurgle of blood in a throat. 


A scream of approval. 

“Kall it!” 

Flesh squishes and breaks. 

“Nishi.” 

Tall and silent, Nishi- with her hands behind her back- turns her head over her shoulder. 
“What is it?” 


A lower rank LC- lab coater, many subjects like to call them- stands still behind her. He looks 
nervous. 


“Your meeting with him starts in five, if I may remind you.” 


A roar and a snarl. 

A cheer. 

She blinks as he moves to adjust his coat with nervousness. 
“Persistent, isn’t he?” she asks, collected. 

The LC shrugs. 


Nishi exhales. “Very well.” Her head returns to center, right as the neck of a saber-tooth goat is 
snapped in the jaws of a bear hybrid. One of her hands behind her back rubs at the other- scaly and 
dry. 


Her hands unhook from behind and she moves to walk in the direction she needs to be. 
“Oh and Nishi.” 

Her head turns to face him again. 

“Looks like you’re healing fast.” 


Her hand reaches up to touch the corner of the healing wound on her face. Three and a half 
diagonal slices across her face- red and still scarring. She heals fast, thankfully. 


“Tt appears so.” 
The crowd chatters as the goat’s body is dragged from the horns out of the blood-stained pit. 
The LC bows his head and makes his way to his post, leaving Nishi to herself. 


Sighing, she digs her hands into her deep coat pockets and moseys towards the metal doors. 
Pushing them open with her shoulder, Nishi leaves the screams of the arena and the smell of 
blood. 


The hallways are always long and dim. Half underground, the other half above, no matter where 
they smell of chemicals and flesh. 


She pushes open another door, meeting another smell she dislikes. Sick bodies, infected wounds, 
feces, and rotting piss- the prison cells of the lower ranks. The defects. The ones more than less 
suited for his plans. The ones that are only good for experiments. 


It's enough to make someone with anosmia vomit. 


Biting at her tongue, her shoes clack as she makes her way through the hall- lab coat flapping 
behind her. 


Tired roars, whines, feline and canine cries. She keeps her head forward. 


Some of them reach out to her as she passes, while some sit facing the wall like a depressed zoo 
animal. Her heart throbs uncomfortably. 


An exhausted purr and pant turn her head to the side. 


Her heart shatters this time. 


“Fuck,” she whispers, changing her route. 


Feverishly panting and sprawled on the molding concrete, an unfortunate failure of an attempted 
manticore struggles to breathe. Its paw sticks out of the bars as it lays- malnourished. Nishi bends 
down, grabbing the paw with a gentle hand. Its broken wings twitch. 


It’s dying. 
“Tt’s ok,” she mutters, rubbing a thumb over its soft fur and squeezing. “It’s ok.” 


It groans uncomfortably, shifting its head closer. It exhales against the cool bars, fluttering its 
soulless eyes open and closed. 


With the effects of torture and continuous tweaking and enhancement, this poor soul has met its 
limit. Whoever this was before, they didn’t deserve this. Their life has been full of suffering far too 
long. 


Nishi reaches over and into the cell, stroking its muzzle with the same gentleness as before. She 
bites down at her lip so she doesn’t shed a tear. 


“Tt’s ok,” she repeats. Her hand moves up to the side of its face, stroking with her other thumb by 
its eye. “You can go.” 


It looks up at her, exhaling. It seems to understand what she means, and timely, its breath slows. 
“T’m sorry I couldn’t help you,” she says, voice cracking. “Rest. Finally rest.” 
Its paw curls around her hand holding it, and its eyes turn to a foggy glass. 


She can hear a few of the other subjects in their cells whine and cry with mourning as its chest 
becomes still. 


Shaking her head, she ends up blinking a frustrated tear. Moving her hand that laid atop its head, 
she brings it down and closes its eyes softly. 


Nishi grabs its paw with both hands, and she lifts it to her forehead. 
“Requiescat in pace, pulchra spiritus .” 
Her hands lower, letting the paw rest on the concrete. 


“Your life will not be forgotten,” she whispers, wiping her eyes free from tears as she stands to her 
feet. Her eyes glance to the metal door down the hall. 


“T promise.” 


“Intern with me.” 
Izuku chokes on his water. 
“T beg your pardon?” he says in between coughing. 


He wipes at his mouth with his now freshly bandaged hand- no longer throbbing in pain. Recovery 
Girl almost chewed him out when she saw it, but Eraserhead gave her a look that permitted it. He’s 
still not having it after what All Might just did, and his teacher put that into consideration. 


Apparently, all the teachers know that All Might can change to that form, according to Eraserhead. 
But to his knowledge, they know nothing of his power. 


He kept his mouth shut on that, even if it sounds fucking ridiculous. 


Eraserhead leans back into his chair in the teachers' lounge. It's just the two of them here, 
fortunately. They retreated here after the incident to try and screw their heads back on properly, 
and, well, try not to lose it. Izuku could tell that Eraserhead was going to punch All Might in the 
face. Hard. And Izuku felt like doing the same if he were to admit. 


“Intern with me,” Eraserhead repeats, only more demanding. 


Izuku clears his throat. “I thought you didn’t do internships?” He takes a slow sip of his water this 
time. 


“T do now,” his teacher says with no difference of tone. 
“But why?” 
Leaning forward in his seat, Eraserhead grabs a large stack of papers in front of him. 


“You need the intern experience, especially if you want to go the underground route if I’m 
correct?” 


Izuku nods. 


“Then I’m your best bet.” He looks down at the stack, flipping through each page on his lap. “It’s 
either me or you go the Gang Orca route,” Eraserhead says as he holds up one of the many papers 
from the stack. 


“ Gang Orca put in a request for me?!” Izuku almost shouts. 


“A lot of heroes put in a request for you,” his teacher clarifies. ““You’re a strong kid so of course, 
they did, but unfortunately you have a stronger secret.” 


Izuku cringes. He’s not wrong, like at all. 

“T also want to keep an eye on you.” 

There it is. 

“Fair,” Izuku nods, taking a sip of his water. 


Eraserhead places the stack of papers back on the desk in front of him. “I also thought it might be 
easier to communicate with the Oni if you’re with me, we can’t risk a slip-up.” 


Izuku’s face drops and he shifts in his seat. 
Eraserhead looks at him with a tilted brow. 
“You have talked with them, right?” 

Izuku doesn’t respond. 


Physically, Izuku can tell Eraserhead cringed at that response. 


“You can’t ignore them forever you know,” Eraserhead says softly. 
“What if I do?” Izuku says, looking down at his hands holding the cup. 
“IT know you won’t do that, kid. You love them too much to be isolated for so long.” 
“T just-” Izuku pauses, putting his cup on the table. “Need time.” 

It’s only been a few days but...he doesn’t know when the appropriate time is. 

“And that’s ok, it’s healthy to give yourself time. But..” 

“But?” 

“ But you need to consider how isolation for too long can and will hurt you.” 

Izuku looks to the side. “How do you know that?” 

“Because I do ,” Eraserhead says a little too quickly. 

It’s silent for a moment and Eraserhead clears his throat. 

“Look, I can’t stop you from staying quiet but you need to talk to them. You need to talk to Dai.” 
Izuku grabs his water. “I will.” He swirls the cup. “Eventually.” 

Eraserhead sighs before nodding. “Ok, I trust you will.” 


Izuku takes a sip of his water. He knows his teacher is right- he always is. It’s just difficult when a 
loved one, especially when that lie relates to the reason he’s like this now. 


Eraserhead sighs. “On another note..” he changes the subject for Izuku, reaching for his coffee 
mug on the other side of the table. “You are now excused from All Might’s classes until he decides 
to pull his head out of his ass.” He takes a long, concentrated sip. “I don’t think you need another 
breakdown this week.” 


“Ts that even allowed?” Izuku questions. 


His teacher shrugs slightly. “Pll speak with Nezu. If an explanation is needed, you’re doing one on 
one with me to better control your quirk before moving onto class exercises.” 


Izuku slowly nods. 


Eraserhead shakes his head. “I don’t even know why he was allowed to work here, he doesn’t even 
have a teaching license,” he scoffs. 


Izuku practically slams his cup on the table. “He doesn’t have a license?” Izuku says with shock in 
his tone. 


“No, he doesn’t.” His teacher snorts. “The guy has as much common sense as a walnut.” 


Izuku smiles at that, letting out a snicker. “You really don’t like him either, do you?” He raises his 
cup to his mouth. 


“The guy’s all red white and blue liberty bull shit.” His teacher rolls his eyes, swirling his mug. 
“T’d assume he was some homophobic redneck if it weren’t for the thong he wears with his suit.” 


Izuku spits out the water in his mouth back into the cup so aggressively it sprays up his face. 


He covers his mouth as a laugh tries to emerge from his gut. “You did not just say that,” he says, 
taking his hand off his mouth for a moment. 


“T’m not wrong,” Eraserhead says with a shrug, moving to take another sip from his mug. “He 
either wears a thong or he bare asses it.” 


“So you’re admitting that you stare at his ass?” 


Eraserhead pauses, holding his mug. “No, I’m expressing that there is no goddamn way he 
doesn’t.” 


“That’s fucking ridiculous,” Izuku chuckles. “If this gets leaked to a reporter it will be the greatest 
controversy since the American Revolution.” He points a finger at his teacher, smiling with joking 
intent. “Maybe if I tweet it, it will be payback for him putting a muzzle on me.” 


“Go for it, we all need a laugh in this depressing building,” Eraserhead says with the mug already 
on his lips. 


Izuku lets out a quick laugh, placing a hand on his stomach. His smile dies down after a minute as 
the comedic relief comes to an end. 


His teacher sighs, noticing Izuku’s returning mood. “I know this sucks, kid. Internships start this 
Friday, so hopefully after, things will cool off. It'll be ok in the end, I promise.” 


Izuku coddles his water cup. “I don’t know if you can promise that.” He looks up at Eraserhead, 
giving him a small smile. “But thank you.” 

The final bell of the day chimes, leading Izuku to let out one of the largest exhales all day. English 
with Present Mic is always exhausting if not draining. 

Shoving his notebook into his bag, he lifts from his chair. 

“Yo, Midoriya,” someone calls. 

Slinging his bag over his shoulder, he looks to the side. “Hm?” 

A hand plants itself on his other shoulder. 

“You all good man?” the owner of the hand asks- Kirishima. 

Izuku hesitates. “I’m alright, why do you ask?” He adjusts his bag. 

Some of his classmates walk around them and filter out of the classroom. 

Kirishima lets go of his shoulder, giving him a blank stare. 

Izuku half-smiles. “Right, stupid question.” 


Kirishima chuckles, nudging his arm in a way to tell him to start walking. “Don’t worry about it, 
I’m just worried about you is all.” 


“Thanks.” Izuku listens to the instruction, moving forward and out the door. “It’s just been a long 
week.” 


“T can imagine so, especially after the festival,” Kirishima responds, now next to him in the hall. 
“If you need anything, I’d be happy to help. You seem stressed to the extreme.” 


Izuku almost snorted at that. “That’s an understatement.” He dodges someone running down the 
hall in the opposite direction. 


“T think we could all see that,” a new voice joins from behind. 
Izuku turns his head, finding Jirou with her head down looking at her phone. 


“TJ mean you did explode a marker with your hand,” she adds, looking up from her phone. “Which 
was very concerning if I may add. I think we were all a bit worried for you.” 


Izuku cringes, scratching at his bandaged hand. Yeesh. 
“Ok, yeah on that note,” Kirishima butts in. “How the fuck did you do that?” 
Izuku looks at him confused. “What do you mean?” 


Kirishima looks at him like he got slapped. ““What do you mean’ my ass, that is basically 
physically impossible to literally break an expo marker into pieces with just pure grip strength.” 


Izuku shrugs, also not quite sure how he did it. “I don’t know, I just kind of did it.” 
Kirishima blinks. “Tell me what workouts you do you fucking maniac .” 


Izuku laughs at that, throwing his head back slightly. “I don’t actually do grip workouts, sorry to 
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say. 
“You fucking wizard tell me who you sold your soul to.” 


That makes Izuku sputter into another laugh. “I’m sorry to disappoint you, but I literally have no 
idea how I did it.” 


He doesn’t, really. It might have to do with the fact that he’s got the strength of a mutant wolf on 
his side, but it’s not like he’s going to flat out say it. 


Kirishima pouts. 

Izuku’s laugh dies down to a chuckle. “If I find out, you’re the first to know.” 
Kirishima flashes a toothy grin, pointing his finger. “You’re the man.” 

At the corner of his eye, Izuku can see Kaminari jogging up to them. 


“Sup bro, ready to go?” Kaminari asks, wrapping an arm around Kirishima’s shoulder. He looks to 
the side, waving to Izuku with a cheeky smile. “Hey, Midoriya.” 


Izuku waves back with a smaller smile on his face. 


“Yeah, I’m good I just have to get a couple of things from my locker,” Kirishima nods, fiddling 
with one of his backpack straps with a free hand. 


“Oh yeah, Midoriya.” Kaminari looks back over at Izuku as they continue to walk. “We’re going to 
go get boba after school and you’re welcome to tag along if you’re down.” 


Izuku feels something bloom in his chest at the question. 


“We tried to ask Bakugou as well but the guy refused as always,” Kaminari adds, rolling his eyes. 
“Tt’s more fun with a group.” 


The smile on his lip stretches a little. He’s never really been asked to hang out with a classmate 
before. Like, ever. He’s only ever really hung out with the Oni. It puts a feeling into his chest that 
he isn’t quite familiar with. In a good way. 


“T’m sure I could convince him,” Izuku says. 

Kaminari brightens. “So that’s a yes then?” 

Izuku looks at Kirishima before nodding slightly. 

“Yeah, why not.” 

“Yessss,” Kirishima pumps his fist. “Now you can tell me more about your other wizard powers.” 
“T don’t have wizard powers!” 

“So,” Kaminari says, taking a sip of his drink. “Have you guys thought about where you’re going 
for internships?” 


Kirishima shrugs across from him in the booth, taking a sip of his own. “I was thinking about 
Fourth Kind, but Pll probably look into a couple of others.” 


Izuku nods, stabbing his straw into the film of his drink. He looks to his right where Bakugou is 
leaning back against the booth with a scowl. He convinced him to come, somehow, but that doesn’t 
mean the blonde doesn’t look like he hates himself while he sits here. He probably only came to 
make sure Izuku didn’t fuck himself over in a boba place somehow. 


He cares when he wants to. 
“How about you, Midoriya?” Kaminari asks, pointing. 


“T’m actually going with Eraserhead,” he responds, taking a sip through his straw. He got mango 
milk tea, so the tanginess pokes at his tongue as he swallows. 


“Wow, you made that fast of a decision? Didn’t you get like 4,000 requests?” Kirishima says, 
taken off guard. 


Izuku nods, leaning his elbows on the table. “He asked me directly, and I thought it would be the 
best option for me since I want to go underground in the future.” 


Bakugou eyes him. 
“That’s dope man,” Kaminari this time. “Kudos to you, that guy is scary.” 


Izuku shrugs. “Eh, it was either that or someone like Gang Orca. I don’t have the courage to be 
with someone that well known.” 


Kirishima half spits out his drink. “Gang Orca ??” 


Izuku snorts. “I actually had that same reaction, funny enough.” He swirls his drink. “I don’t even 


want to look at who else put one in for me because I might shit myself.” 
“Eraserhead is a good option for you,” Bakugou says. 

Kaminari and Kirishima raise a collective brow. 

“Wow, that’s like the nicest thing I’ve ever heard you say,” Kaminari says. 
“Wait for it...” Izuku mutters. 


“Tt’s because if he fucks himself over Eraserhead won’t be afraid to hang him upside down on a 
flagpole,” Bakugou snarks, taking a long sip from his milk tea. “Which he probably will, knowing 
his horrific track record.” 


“Bingo,” Izuku points at the ceiling before taking a drink. 


“Awww Bakugou cares,” Kaminari teases, leaning his elbows on the table. “Didn’t think he had it 
in him.” He points at Bakugou with a tease of a smile. 


“T will bite your hand off,” Bakugou threatens in a deadpan. 
He’s being mellow today, surprisingly. 


“Well, what about you, sparky? Where are you interning?” Kaminari changes the subject quickly 
as he takes his elbows off the table. 


“Like I'd fucking tell you,” he responds with annoyance. 
“It’s Best Jeanist,” Izuku blurts before putting his mouth over his straw. 


Kaminari covers his mouth to snort and before Izuku can even suck in any of the tea, Bakugou 
smacks the back of his head so hard he almost deep throats his straw. 


Coughing, Izuku glares at the blonde. “What? If you didn’t want people to know you wouldn't 
fucking stare at his offer for the entire day.” 


Bakugou growls with annoyance, readying to hit him again. “You’re a piece of shit, I hope you 
know that.” 


“What’s wrong with Best Jeanist? He’s in the top ten and he’s a pretty good pick,” Kirishima asks. 


Kaminari giggles with a hand still slapped over his mouth. “Nothing, it’s nothing. I just can’t for 
the life of me see Bakugou with Best Jeanist.” 


Izuku shrugs. “Maybe he wants a chance to change his revolting attitude. ve heard Jeanist is good 
for that.” 


“Do you want to fucking die?” Bakugou looks at him with pissy red eyes. “Because I'll gladly kill 
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you. 


“Actually, yeah,” Izuku says with a smile. “Maybe ask Jeanist if he could use his threads to...” he 
stops and moves to demonstrate strangulation with his hands. “Help a friend out.” 


Bakugou looks at him like he’s a fucking idiot, blinking slowly. 


“Oo, kinky,” Kaminari adds. 


Kirishima spits out his drink onto the table. 
“T walked into that one,” Izuku says unphased. He’s been around Yuma for a year, after all. 


Bakugou groans, practically slamming his head on the table as Kirishima chokes and struggles to 
get his tea out of his trachea. 


Izuku chuckles, sliding out of the booth. “I'll go get some napkins, hang on.” 


Walking over to the table with the silverware and napkins, he pulls out a bundle of thin tan 
napkins- listening to Kirishima still coughing in the background and Kaminari joining with a 
cackle. 


After his hand grips a decent 10, he turns around only to run face-first into someone’s chest. 
“Oh shit, ’m sorry kid,” a feminine voice apologizes. 


Izuku backs up and looks at the face of the person he smacked into. “No no, it’s ok I wasn’t paying 
attention.” He waves it off. 


The woman he ran into is tall. She looks down at him for a moment, and something in her eyes 
changes to realization. Like she knows him from somewhere. She backs up a couple of steps, 
holding her drink in her hand tight. 


“Er, are you alright?” Izuku asks, raising a brow. 


There’s a nasty scratch wound on her face, accompanied by long brown hair tied back in a neat 
ponytail as well as a clean lab coat that’s neither big nor small on her. She looks like she just saw a 
ghost. 


“Ma'am-”’ 


“Son of a bitch- listen, kid,” she snaps a whisper, catching him off guard. She looks to each side as 
if someone is watching. Scooting forward and bending forward, she looks at him head-on and 
close. She looks paranoid. “Whatever you do, don’t trust anyone.” 


Izuku swallows, looking at the red, healing cuts on her face. 
Something buzzes in her pocket. 


“Fuck- look, don’t trust anyone, never go out alone, and whatever you do-” the buzzing turns to a 
ring. Izuku looks at her in a panic. 


The woman stands straight, digging the phone from her pocket to look at the message. Her face 
turns to a feverish white. 


“Whatever you do,” she whispers, placing the phone into her pocket. “If you see black tar, run.” 


She backs up and runs out the door, leaving Izuku confused and still holding 10 napkins. He stares 
at the door with a slack jaw for a minute, trying to understand why this woman with scaled patches 
on her skin was so panicked to see him. And why the phrase black tar feels so sickening. 


“Oi, nerd!” 


He turns his head over at Bakugou looking at him from the booth. 


“The fuck was that?” 
Izuku swallows again. 


“T don’t really know.” 


Izuku eyes the time on his phone as he yawns. Waiting for the train is always the worst in the 
mornings. Friday has come upon him faster than he would have liked, and now is the start of his 
week with Eraserhead. 


The past few nights haven’t been much help sleeping-wise. Ever since he bumped into that woman 
at the boba shop, he’s been more than paranoid. Scared, even. He desperately wanted to text Dai, 
or someone in the group if they knew who she was, but every time he took out his phone his 
fingers hovered over the keypad. He couldn’t do it. 


He just couldn’t. 
“Are you excited for your internship with Eraserhead, Midoriya?” Uraraka chirps next to him. 


He snaps out of his trance, looking to the side to see her. She’s smiling at him with a tilted head. A 
lot of the class is waiting to go to their internships this morning, if not later. 


“You could say that,” he says with a shrug. “You’re going to Gunhead right?” He shoves his 
feelings down. And down. 


“Mhm!” Uraraka nods, gripping her costume suitcase with both hands. “I think ever since I saw 
you kick our asses without even needing your quirk, I became intrigued,” she says. “Martial arts 
seems pretty fundamental.” 


Izuku smiles at that. “It’s also difficult and painful. So good luck,” he responds, getting a chuckle 
out of her. He remembers his first week with the Oni. The amount of times Hiroto threw him 
against a wall with his tail isn’t even countable. 


Uraraka turns her head to the other side. “Oh yeah, lida, you’re going to Manual right? That’ ll be 
cool!” Izuku can tell she’s very excited right now, despite it being the ass crack of dawn still. 


lida glances at her, giving a slight nod with a forced smile. “Yeah...” 


Izuku can’t completely tell, but something about Iida’s presence is off. He knows his family is 
struggling right now, but that’s not what it is, he can tell. There’s something cooking in that 
stubborn brain of his. Izuku can see by the scrunched brows and concentrated eyes on Iida’s face. 


Todoroki looks up from behind Uraraka, giving lida the same look as Izuku right now. Concerned 
and confused. 


“You doing alright?” Uraraka’s voice softens as her own concern grows. 
Izuku can hear the train’s wheels screeching around the corner as lida sighs. 
“Tm fine.” 

“You’re not though,” Todoroki comes in. 


lida shakes his head, still smiling. “I promise you that I am quite alright.” His smile isn’t much to 
really be relieved by. He looks like he’s in pain as his lips curl. 


The train halts to a stop, blowing the air around them and stirring up leaves. lida bows his head 
slightly, gripping his case as he walks past the class. 


Without thinking, Izuku grabs his sleeve, stopping him. 
lida turns his head, opening his mouth to snap something when Izuku interrupts him. 
“Don’t do anything stupid, lida,” he mutters, looking at lida right in the eye. 


lida closes his mouth, shaking Izuku off. And before he can say anything else, his classmate climbs 
onto the train. 


And Izuku can tell, lida didn’t listen to him. 


The smell of sewer water is getting old- C-34 hates to admit it. 


Its presence may be a haven, but it's also a hell. His fur is soaked and smells of mildew, not to 
mention his paws are soggy and he’s exhausted. 


He rounds the corner with a half limp, practically collapsing against the wall. He pants with his 
tongue out, trying to get his body caught up. He drops down to the ground. 


It's about time he rested for a bit. 


The small pitter-patter of rat nails on cement makes his ears twitch. The thought of eating another 
rat makes him want to puke, but at the same time, he needs the energy- even if each one he 
consumes tastes of shit. Dining on sewer rats isn’t enough for a beast as big as him, but it’s 
something. 


He may not remember who he was before this, but that doesn’t mean he deserves to live like this. 


Snapping his head to the side, he grabs an unlucky passerby. It squeaks and squirms in his jaw, 
scratching his nose and chin desperately and in a panic. With much regret and sorrow, he closes his 
mouth and snaps its spine. It cracks loudly in the echoes of the chambers he lays in. 


At least it’s better than being there . 


Gagging, he sets it down and holds its body down with a paw. He takes a bite and rips into its 
flesh. Gagging once again, he swallows its head. 


A ravenous animal eating another- desperate to keep living as if this will be his last day. 
C-34 hopes that the boy of Endeavor understood what he was saying. 


Because there’s a chance they are running out of time. 


“Glad you made it here safely.” 
God that was too fucking awkward for his liking. 
Having another person in his home is odd, to say the least. 


Shouta watches as Midoriya places his stuff next to the pull-out quietly and swiftly. He’s been 
pretty quiet since showing up, but to be fair, this week has been more than a mess for someone his 


age. Or, really anyone to be honest. The school definitely has its ways of packing a student's 
schedule. Disaster after disaster, there is never a break. And that’s most unfortunate for a kid 
who’s already hiding from the law. 


He’s probably just overwhelmed with everything. 


“Since I’m underground, I have no agency. So, unfortunately, you’ ve gotta deal with the 
apartment,” Shouta says, scratching the back of his neck. “It’s not much, but you’ ll grow 
accustomed to it soon.” 


Midoriya shakes his head, rising from the half squat he was in. “Don’t even worry about it, it’s 
perfect.” The kid looks like he’s itching to ask something, Shouta can tell by the way his face 
yearns for some sort of answer. 


A meow grabs the kid’s attention. Looking down, a black fur ball rubs against Shouta’s legs. 
Fluffy and quite large too, his cat Bastard looks up at Midoriya with big green eyes and a tilted 
head. Suck up. 


Midoriya covers his mouth, letting that itch vanish. “Oh my god, you have a cat?” The switch in 
moods is almost too fast, but Shouta lets it slide. For now. 


Shouta nods. “I hope you’re alright with that.” 


“It won’t be an issue at all, I love cats,” the kid says with a smile. He kneels down as Bastard 
strolls right up to him. Rubbing against his hand and knee, he grows quite familiar with Midoriya 
quickly. It kind of makes Shouta smile a little. 


“T kind of pictured you as a dog person, to be honest,” Shouta says, crossing his arms. 


Midoriya looks up at him with a blank stare as he picks up his cat. “I’m taking full offense to 
that.” 


Shouta hums a short laugh, turning around towards the kitchen. “You can bring Bastard, but let’s 
discuss what this week will look like for you.” 


“T don’t know why I’m surprised you named a cat Bastard.” 


Shouta rolls his eyes. “Har har very funny, now come on.” 


The wind on roofs is always stronger no matter the night, Izuku discovered a long time ago on his 
first real mission with the Oni. 


Izuku inhales and exhales slowly as the city air enters his lungs. Dark skies, cars passing by, 
crowds chatting away as they stroll, the slight creaking sound of windows and doors opening and 
closing. It feels good to be out again. Almost too good. 


After the stressful weeks, unbearable classes, and countless times in the hospital- the time he is 
spending out in the fresh air is liberating. 


He’s finally in his element again. 


“You ready, kid?” 


Izuku looks over, feeling the breeze blow through his knotted hair. Eraserhead places his goggles 
over his eyes, awaiting a response. 


Izuku nods, pulling his hood over his head, while also pushing off all worry he felt all week. Now 
is not the time to worry. And it is not the time to suffer in paranoia or think of his issues. He 
deserves a week where he thinks of nothing but doing what he loves to do- help other people. 


And, well, it’s not like he isn’t used to this by now. 


“You know it.” 


Izuku tirelessly scrolls through his phone in the dark of the night. Or, more specifically, the dark of 
Eraserhead’s apartment. 


So far, two days with the hero weren’t super eventful. If anything, they have been getting done 
early. And Izuku is a night owl to the extreme- if anyone couldn’t already get the hint. Even if the 
clock reads 1 am, he still feels awake enough to mindlessly scroll through social media. Curled up 
in a blanket and leaned against the edge of the pull out, he listens to the silence of the apartment. 


As he scrolls, his thumb stops at an unexpected article about Cerberus linked on Twitter. 


Hundreds and hundreds of comments are threaded to this post, snagging his attention further. Some 
say this is the best philosophical way of understanding the beast, while some disagree 
wholeheartedly. Saying there is no deep backstory to a monster. 


It piques his sleep-deprived curiosity. 
Staring for a moment, he clicks. 

The Mystery of Cerberus 

It’s long. 


His eyes fixate on one paragraph at a time in the bunch, reading it- skimming it. He hasn’t seen an 
article on himself in a while. 


Stress on the word while. 
It’s usually the hate speeches and news alerts. So, it’s not like he’s expecting much different. 


“A mystery at the beginning of this last year, and still one to this day. Cerberus is seen as both a 
savior to the people living here in Japan, while also a menace. It's hard to say what its goal is, or if 
it is capable of having one- no one knows for sure if it's a human with a quirk, or an unfortunate 
experiment gone wrong. The police simply won’t confirm our questions. All we have been capable 
of understanding is that it has sided with the known vigilante group, the Oni. 


Although its life and presence are still confusing to us, I believe- as well as many others- that 
Cerberus is a punishment to us, while also a lesson.” 


Izuku looks up from his phone for a moment, taking a breath. He shifts in his seat. This one is 
new. 


“Tts first major appearance to the public was the day it ripped into the Sludge Villain in order to 
free a student from Aldera Junior High. And its last being at Yuuei High in the USJ facility. We ask 


not if this creature has come to do our jobs for us in a more aggressive manner, or if it’s simply 
showing us the way of the devil. But we ask if it has come to serve as a warning. 


The pet of Lucifer himself, the hellhound everyone is familiar with as much as God himself. 
Disrupting the peace of the streets and forever making families nervous as well as even heroes, it 
walks the dark nights like a demon in hell. Helping those that deserve it, and punishing those that 
don’t. That is the way of the devil. Not even the Oni are as big of a mystery as the dog that prowls 
the roofs and alleyways.” 


Izuku feels something plop onto his lap. Looking down, Bastard has curled himself up on top of the 
blanket, rubbing his head against his chest with a purr. Placing a hand on the cat’s soft fur, he 
looks back at his phone. 


He keeps reading. 


“People have a hard time understanding the judgment of greater powers. Should we trust them? 
Or should we just ignore them like most other historical events on this planet? In this case, 
Cerberus is a power that has come to us to do what the guard dog of hell does- watch. And I 
believe ignoring it will do us more harm than good.” 


Izuku strokes the cat’s ear with his thumb as he scrolls. 


“Cerberus is here to watch. To give us its judgment on how the world around us is functioning, or 
in other words, if it's functioning right. The question I ask here today is not if a vigilante is a 
greater power than we know, but if this wolf is here to tell us something. To show us what it sees. 


I come here today to say, if a God’s dog fights with the Number One Hero All Might like a vicious 
wolf in the night, then there is a possibility we are doing something wrong. Monkey see Monkey 
does- there is a chance that the power of Cerberus grows angrier the more it sees the truth of our 
society. More dangerous- feeding off the toxicity we live through. That the power we worship so 
much, has its flaws as well. Its evils. 


Cerberus is a mystery, and it is a demon. A textbook monster by language and sight, a monster by 
characterizations- it’s plain as day. But maybe, just maybe, Cerberus is here to show us the true 
monsters and demons. 


Lucifer’s dog’s purpose is to watch over the underworld- over the tortured souls and the guilty. So, 
there is a chance we are the guilty souls Cerberus is responsible for up here. 


The real monsters in this story.” 
Izuku blinks. That was...wow. 


Izuku swallows thickly, keeping his eyes on the last sentence he just read. He stares for a few 
minutes. And another few. It echoes into his brain- the surprising opinion of this writer still staying 
deep. 


He only snaps out of it when Bastard nudges his wrist with a cold nose. 


Smiling, he scratches under his chin with a gentle hand as the thumb on his phone bookmarks the 
page. He turns it off, setting it on the small table next to the couch. He’s supposed to be ignoring 
this. 


He grabs Bastard and scoots him up so he can see his eyes clearer. 


“You really need a better name than Bastard,” he says as the cat leans its head forward, nudging 
his nose. 


“Come on Eraserhead, I know you wanna,” Izuku teases in an alley. 


Eraserhead launches his cloth at a criminal trying to escape to the side, slapping the back of his 
neck so hard he passes out. 


“T absolutely do not,” he huffs. 


“That’s a lie,” Izuku says as he extends his tail outward to trip another one of the bunch. Their face 
slams into a dumpster loudly. 


Eraserhead wraps his scarf around another. “I am not dressing my cat in costumes.” 


One of the criminals laughs at that, leading Eraserhead to knock them out by chopping their spinal 
cord. 


Izuku dodges a fist. “You’re lame.” He points at the hero, dodging another fist. “You know Bastard 
would love to dress like a dapper gentleman.” 


“If you put my fucking cat in a tux I’m killing you.” 

Izuku puts his hands up, rolling his eyes. “Fine, fine, I won’t put your cat in a suit.” 
“T think you should do it,” one of the half-conscious criminals butts in. 

“Thank you!” Izuku shouts, pointing at the man on the ground. 


Eraserhead wraps his scarf around the criminal’s mouth, shutting him up. “I regret you interning 
with me now.” 


Izuku smugly looks at his teacher through his mask. “No, you don’t.” 


“What’s up, kid?” Shouta asks as he walks into the kitchen to grab a fruit pouch. 
There isn’t a response from him. 


Stopping, Shouta looks to the table to find the kid consumed in his notebook while scratching at 
the table with a sharpened nail. 


“Kid?” 


Still no response. He keeps digging into the table. Digging and digging and digging. It becomes 
monotonous, and kind of worrisome. He saw him doing this in class when he broke the marker, so 
that’s obviously not a good sign. 


“Hey,” he taps his hand on the table. “Kid.” 
Midoriya snaps out of it violently, almost falling out of his chair. 


“Oh, oh um hi Eraser,” he says, rubbing at his mouth and chin. “How long have you been standing 
there?” He hides his hand habitually under the table. The expression he was holding earlier 
completely vanishes. 


“Not..long-are you alright Midoriya?” 


“Yeah, yeah I’m just catching up on some notes,” he says, tapping at his notebook. He looks like 
he wasn’t prepared for this, and it’s really throwing him off. 


Shouta nods his head, looking down at the scratched table. 

“How long have you been scratching tables like that?” he asks. 

Midoriya eyes the carnage on the wood, immediately blushing from embarrassment. 
“Oh shit, I’m so sorry I sometimes forget I do that.” 

“Tt’s ok, but how Jong have you been doing it for?” Shouta pushes. 


Midoriya bites at his bottom lip, shutting his notebook. “It’s just a silly little habit I got through 
middle school. Keeps me...” he grabs his pen from the side of the notebook and unclicks it. 
“Distracted.” He scratches his head. He’s anxious. Caught off guard. 


“Have a lot on your mind?” 

“Nah,” the kid responds, shaking his head. “‘Just...habit is all.” 

Shouta nods, glancing down at the kid’s bouncing knee. 

“Anyway,” Midoriya says, quickly getting out of his seat. “I need to go shower if that’s ok?” 
“Kid,” Shouta stops him. 

Midoriya looks up at him, eyes darting to the bathroom. 


“You know you can talk to me about anything, right?” he asks. The kid keeps darting his eyes. 
“You’re good at coming to me when there’s an issue, but that’s just when things are hot 
monumental garbage.” 


The kid nods his head. 
“You can come to me for the small stuff too, you know? Not just life-threatening problems.” 


“T’m ok Eraser,” Midoriya comes in a little too quickly. “I appreciate it, but I really need that 
shower.” He chuckles, pointing at the bathroom. 


Shouta sighs, nodding his head. Midoriya practically bolts to the bathroom, shutting the door 
behind him. 


He shuts his eyes as he rubs at his temple. 
Nope, fuck this. Reaching for his wallet on the table, he grabs his card. 


Walking over to the door, he knocks on it. Right as his last knock hits the wood the door swings 
open. 


“Eraserhead I know you’re trying to help but-” 
Shouta hands him the card. 


“If you need a distraction, go to the store and get Bastard some treats or something for yourself.” 


Midoriya looks at him blankly for a second. ““What-” 

“IT know good distraction mechanisms are hard to come by, so just-” 
Midoriya blinks. 

“Please.” 


He backs off, leaving Midoriya to stare down at the credit card in his hand. 


“Hey, Eraser,” Izuku mutters as he scrolls through his phone. 
“Hm?” His teacher responds as he opens the fridge. 
“Have you seen that new Cerberus article?” 


Eraserhead grabs a couple of drinks from the fridge, closing it. “I don’t think I have.” His hair is 
tied back into a lazy ponytail- interesting to look at. 


Izuku shrugs, leaning back in his chair at the table. “There’s an article floating around about how 
I’m some great power who is here to enlighten our society in understanding its mistakes. And that 
I’ve been summoned to watch over Japan like Lucifer’s dog in the underworld.” 


Eraserhead raises a brow as he hands Izuku a bottle of chilled green tea. 


Izuku twists the cap off. “Ok ok, like-” he waves his hand that’s now holding the tea around as he 
tries to formulate a response. “The article is a little far-fetched I know, but in a way, it was 
almost..nice to read?” 


He knows he said to himself that he wouldn’t think about it, or anything related to his shitty few 
weeks while he’s here. But he finished reading the article last night, and, well... 


It’s kind of captivating, to say the least. Thought-provoking, even. 
Eraserhead continues to keep his brow peaked. 


“Er, well I guess to simplify it...it almost felt nice to see someone type out that I’m not some 
monster here to terrorize people, but to make the world understand who the real horrors of the 
world are- like the souls in hell being guarded by Cerberus.” 


Eraserhead takes a seat across from him, untwisting his own cap with a hum. 


“Cerberus isn’t the monster in hell, but the guardian of those who was damned by their own 
plagues. I may not be religious, and the story is totally insane, but it’s kind of interesting to see that 
perspective.” He sets his bottle down. “That I’m not the villain in this story.” 


“You never were in the first place, you know,” his teacher says, taking a swig of his drink. “But I 
can understand why it's relieving to hear it from someone else's mouth other than me or a friend.” 


Izuku looks at him with a tilt. 


“We sometimes have a hard time stopping the lies from making us confused.” He pauses to reach 
down and give Bastard a small scratch behind the ear. “When you’ re exposed to so many opinions, 
it can be hard to distinguish what you are exactly.” He sits up straight. “Sometimes, the unfortunate 


reality is that we don’t get a choice on what we want to be perceived as, but as long as we know 
deep down who we are, that’s all that matters.” 


Izuku smiles. “That was oddly poetic.” 


Eraserhead shakes his head. “I tend to be when I’m tired.” He puts the cap of his drink back on. 
“You’re a good kid, far from Satan’s dog may I add.” 


Izuku snorts as Bastard leaps onto his lap confidently. “Well, then what about you? What do you 
want to be perceived as?” 


Eraserhead sighs before lifting himself from his chair to return to the fridge. This time, he opens 
the small freezer compartment to grab a tub of something. Sliding open a drawer, he grabs two 
spoons and sets all three on the table. It’s a tub of ice cream. 


Eraserhead smiles as he slides Izuku a spoon. 

“T want people to see me as a human being.” 

Izuku looks at Eraserhead with a half-open mouth, wanting to say something to that. 

“But, [know who I am. So does it really matter?” 

Izuku can sense a hint of a lie in that. 

He peels the lid off. 

Izuku pats Bastard on the head and gives him a treat for his cooperation. Oddly enough, he was 
very well behaved while Izuku put on his suit- that Eraserhead definitely said he could wear. 
His phone buzzes on the floor, bringing him to pick it up. 

Shoto Todoroki : How is your internship going, Midoriya? 


Izuku snickers before swiping up to his camera app, snapping a quick photo of Bastard- who is 
staying very still he may add. He sends it to Todoroki. 


Shoto Todoroki: i-is that a cat? 
Izuku : Certainly is 
He pats Bastard once again for his patience. 
Izuku : it’s Eraserhead’s 
Shoto Todoroki: Oh 
Shoto Todoroki: he’s going to kill you 
Izuku : oh yeah definitely 
Izuku : how’s yours going? 


Shoto Todoroki : as pleasant as it can be 


Izuku huffs a short laugh. He’s talked to his classmate a couple of times over text, but never for 
very long. It’s the same as with most others in his class- only he sometimes enjoys messaging 
Todoroki more because it's often more hilarious. 


Izuku : remind me again why you 
Chose Endeavor? 
Shoto Todoroki: Well the old man’s got a good grasp over fire 
Shoto Todoroki: and I: do not 
Shoto Todoroki: Is the simple answer 
Izuku : fair enough 
The sound of the doorknob twisting makes Izuku’s eyes bulge out of his skull. 
“Hey, I’m back- are you FUCKING KIDDING ME?!” 
Izuku : oop gtg bout to get murked :D 
Shoto Todoroki: I beg your pardon 
Shouta rubs circles at the side of his temple as he finishes up the last of his paperwork for the 
night. Hunched uncomfortably in his office, he glances at the clock reading it at 2 am. 
Christ. 
Groaning, he closes the folder containing the papers with a huff. This will always be old to him. 


His work phone buzzes loudly against the wood of the table. Sighing, he picks it up and hits the 
answer button before even looking at the caller. 


“Eraserhead here,” he says as he pinches his nose bridge tiredly. 
“Is the boy with you?” Someone says quickly, panic-filled in their voice. 


Confused, Shouta removes the phone from his ear for a moment to glance at the number. 
Unknown. 


“Excuse me?” He responds, placing the phone back to his ear. 
“Is the fucking boy with you or not?” the voice says only with more urge and demand. 


“T-” Shouta lifts himself from his chair, still confused. He walks to his office door and opens it- 
finding the kid fast asleep on the couch. “Who is this?” 


“ Look-” the sound of something slamming almost makes him jump. “There isn’t much time.” 
They sound out of breath. 


“Who are you-” 


“Keep that kid close these next few days for the love of fucking god.” 


“Why are you telling me this?” He almost shouts back. 
A door opens on the other end of the call. 


“I’m not joking, Shota Aizawa.” A whisper this time. The name being spilled from their tongue 
makes his body freeze. 


“Beware the black pit.” 
The call ends. 
Shouta looks at his phone with a haunted gaze before shoving it into his pants pocket. 


He peaks through the door again, finding the kid in the same position as before only his blanket has 
slipped off his body. Something shivers down his spine. 


Taking a disturbed breath, he walks through the door and towards Midoriya. Whatever that call 
was, it scared the hell out of him. 


Bastard pops his head up from behind a pillow, tilting his head with curiosity- blinking like an 
idiot. Shouta half-smiles and rubs his cat’s head briefly before sitting himself on the edge of the 
pull-out bed- next to Midoriya’s curled-up body. 


“You can never catch a break, can you kid?” He whispers to himself as he looks down at 
Midoriya’s rising chest. Leaning down, he grabs the edge of the blanket that dropped onto the 
ground. 


Beware the black pit. 


Ever since this week started, Shouta noticed the kid has shown a change in attitude. Greatly, 
actually. 


He moves the blanket up and onto Midoriya as gently as possible. 


The kid is in a comfortable space- one Shouta is happy to provide- and there isn’t a single worry on 
his face. He’s happy to be back to normal- or at least his normal. But, Midoriya is obviously 
pushing down his anxiety so that his normal can feel normal. Shouta isn’t stupid. 


Even if he hates to admit it, Midoriya is a lot like him when he was in high school. 
Midoriya softly groans in his sleep, shifting as the warmth is added to his body. 


There’s something he hates to admit more though. Something in his gut deep down knows his 
attempt to pretend won’t last long. It never does. The tortured don’t get breaks, even if they try to 
escape. 


Beware the black pit. 


Day five, Izuku sits at the table in Eraserhead’s dimly lit kitchen. Notebook on the table’s surface 
and a pen in hand, he scribbles notes from this week's training. It- believe it or not- has been one of 
the best weeks he’s had this semester. Even though he had his...mmmoments where he felt 
emotionally exhausted from trying to keep his cool, he actually learned a lot. So it’s fine. 
Definitely fine. 


He’s just got another couple of days of this. 


He adds a sentence to his notes. 


There’s something about being around Eraserhead that makes him feel so comfortable. So...well 
able to relax without needing to keep one eye open at all times. It could be the cat, or it could be 
the fact that his teacher actually cares for his well-being and knows his secret. 


But also the cat. 
He’s only really felt like this with the Oni. 
Safe. 


Exhaling, he pulls his phone out from his pocket to open the messaging app. Clicking on the group 
chat he has with the Oni, he hovers his thumb over the keypad. He stares at it for a moment before 
sighing and dropping the phone on the table. 


Gliding a hand through his tangled hair, he groans. “Why can’t I just fucking grow a pair?” he 
mutters, moving his hand back down to rub his eyes. It’s getting late, and he can tell through how 
much his brain is disagreeing right now. 


Sighing, he leans back and closes his notebook joined by the click of his pen. 
A soft meow. 
Izuku looks down, finding Bastard sitting by the kitchen arch. 


“Hey Bas, why aren’t you with Eraser?” he asks the feline quietly. His teacher had turned in for the 
night about an hour ago after finishing paperwork- because Izuku told him to- and Bastard had 
followed him in. It’s almost concerning that he’s out here right now because he typically never 
leaves until morning when he does go in. 


Bastard tilts his head before turning around. 

Izuku raises a brow. Odd. 

Bastard stops and turns his head, meowing again as his tail swishes. 
Ok, yeah that’s really odd. 


He stands from his chair and walks towards the cat, only for Bastard to turn his head over and walk 
towards Eraserhead’s room. Izuku scrunches his brows as the cat slips through the crack of the 
door, pushing it open slightly more in the process. 


Izuku peaks in, only to find a figure in the bed shaking like a leaf. Bastard hops up on the bed and 
stares at Izuku. 


He walks towards the door quietly, pushing it open so he can slip through. 
Please don’t kill me for this... Izuku thinks as he glances at the room. 

It’s very bare. Expected, really. 

A mutter. 


Izuku looks at the bed, where Bastard and Eraserhead lay. Only, Eraserhead doesn’t look like 
Eraserhead. Not in the same context as Yuma at nightfall, but more that he looks so small. 


So vulnerable. 

Laying in fetal, his teacher lays atop his bedding in sweat-soaked sweats- breathing unevenly. 
It's disturbing. 

Bastard meows very quietly, glancing at Eraserhead. 


“Please...please just- no..” his teacher mumbles in his sleep, turning his body over. Izuku can now 
clearly see his face. It's scrunched in pain and he can see visible tears finding their way from his 
closed eyes. “Don’t-don’t take the kid.” 


Izuku looks down at Bastard before looking back at his teacher for a brief moment. 


It’s painful to look at, but he knows Bastard wants him to help. He can tell through the desperation 
on his small face. The worry for his owner. 


He can also tell this isn’t the first time Bastard has seen this. 


Exhaling through his nose as quietly as possible, Izuku makes a decision. A decision that might get 
him killed. Climbing onto the large bed, he lets his legs lengthen and his hands turn to paws. 


It's been a while since he’s tried this, but he halts his transformation when he reaches the size of a 
great dane. No spines, and no barbs. He’s just a dog right now. Tiptoeing around, he plops himself 
in a C shape above his teacher- head curling around so it can face Eraserhead’s and tail resting 
itself onto his shoulders. Green eyes filled with concern, he moves his head closer to his teachers, 
nudging his forehead with his cold nose. 


Unconsciously, his teacher reaches a hand, placing it on top of his head. And, well, as soon as 
fingers touch soft fur, his breathing slows. 


Izuku watches his teacher closely, feeling Bastard curl himself up close to both of them. 

As soon as he sees Eraserhead’s brows relax, he closes his eyes. 

You’ve done a lot for me, Eraser. 

He opens his eyes again, moving his head so it hugs Eraserhead’s gently. 

Now’s my turn. 

Shouta cracks his eyes open with a wince. It’s still dark out but he can tell by the lighting of the 


room that it's rearing dawn. He usually wakes up earlier when he has nightmares, so it's odd that 
he’s slept this long. 


He kind of only expected to see Bastard next to him in bed, the usual lazy cat sprawled way too 
close to his face and nose. But instead, he fully opens his eyes to a dog’s face right in his. 


If it weren’t for the sore muscles and slow brain, he’d leap back so violently he’d fall off his bed. 
But...its soft breathing and quiet body keep him calm enough to fully register it. It’s just the kid. 


Midoriya moves his head, and without warning, he curls his body a little more than before. 
Shouta’s head now rests against his neck and the kid’s head plants itself on top of one of Shouta’s 
outstretched arms. He can feel the tail on his waist twitch. 


It’s foggy, but a bit of last night he can recall is the agonizing dream he had in his head. A dream 
where the kid he was given the job to teach and protect for the week was ripped away from him so 
fast he couldn’t even reach out. He almost cries when he fully processes that the kid is actually ok. 


If there is one thing to know about Shouta, it's that he doesn’t like dogs. They just...aren’t for him. 
But the warmth of the fur and the gentleness the kid is providing might just shift his opinion a 
little. 


He raises his hand that’s not under Midoriya’s chin, and he rubs the kid’s ears. He really is the 
complete opposite of Satan’s dog. Ironic, isn’t it? 


He smiles. “Thank you, kid.” 


Stain walks around the bar slowly- boots squeaking, swords clattering. Like a caged leopard in a 
zoo, he wanders around the edges of the room without speaking a word. 


“God, you’re unbearable,” Tomura spits. 


Stain stops. “Well, if it makes you feel any better,” he turns around to face Tomura, eyes filled with 
pissed-off energy. “I’m only here because that prick has my blood. I would have sliced you open 
like a pig by now if he wasn’t involved.” He rolls his eyes. 


Tomura narrows his eyes, tilting his head as he watches the hero killer move back to his prowl. 


“You know,” Tomura starts to say, sliding off the bar chair he sat at. It’s just the two of them here, 
momentarily. “It’s quite intriguing to see a man of your stature afraid of someone.” 


Stain glares at him from the side. 
“Tell me,” he takes a step forward. “Why is it that you’re so terrified of this fucking guy?” 
Stain scoffs. “You don’t know anything, brat.” 


“Then please, enlighten me,” Tomura smiles. “I’m quite ignorant when it comes to the all illusive 
Mortifer.” 


“You are ignorant,” Stain adds, unsheathing one of his blades- staring at its worn edges. His red 
eyes move to glare daggers into Tomura’s skull. He slams the blade into the ground the same way 
Mortifer did last time. “Have you ever seen a man lose his humanity like that?” He snaps his 
fingers. “Or, here’s a better question.” He takes a heavy step forward. “Have you ever seen said 
man lose his sanity so quickly that he becomes the epitome of what a monster is in children's 
books?” 


“Can’t say I have,” Tomura says with a shrug. 
“How about another question?” 
“Just spit it out,” Tomura says with annoyance. 


“Have you ever,” Stain increases his step towards Tomura, moving for a blade in his belt. “Seen 
said man, slice his own throat with a pen from our villain’s pocket,” he pulls out the blade, holding 
it to his own throat with a demented smile. “Just because he was told to?” 


Tomura folds his brows forward. “Why?” 


Stain keeps the same smile he held, and he moves the blade from his throat to Tomura’s. 
“Because Mortifer would have done it worse.” 

Tomura swallows, feeling the blade tickle his skin. 

Stain huffs, pulling the blade back and into his belt. 


“Well, the sun's setting, brat.”” He grabs his sword from the ground. “Maybe tonight’s the night 
you realize how wrong you are for making a deal with the devil.” And before Tomura has a 
moment to speak, he’s out the door. 


Tenya looks to each and every alley he passes as the sun begins to set. Pretty obvious too. Under 
his helmet, he scans with precision like a hawk looking for its dinner. Desperate. Hungry. 


Manual stops in front of him, and without paying attention, he practically slams into the back of 
him. 


“Wh-” 
“IT know you’re looking for The Hero Killer, Tenya.” 
Tenya feels his face drop from inside his helmet. “That’s-” 


Manual turns around and flashes him a smile. “I’m not dense, you know.” He looks off to the alley 
to their left. “There’s no other reason I can think of for why you chose me, not that I don’t 
appreciate it.” Tenya watches as he scratches the back of his neck. 


He silently stares at the hero. 


“Tt’s just, you shouldn’t act on a personal grudge.” Manuel shrugs. “To be honest, using your 
power for your own desires to take matters into your own hands, doesn’t make you any better than 
the vigilantes out there. You’re still a young student who is in pain, don’t let that anger fuel you 
like many others.” 


Tenya feels a hot flash go down his spine, and that’s not because of his heavy suit weighing on his 
body. 


Manual sputters, moving to shake his hands. “Not that I’m comparing you to dangerous criminals, 
I’m just trying to watch out for you.” He smiles again. “You’re a bright kid, Tenya. With vigilantes 
like Cerberus and villains like Stain, this world is a scary place. Just promise me you'll be careful 
and stay with me, ‘kay?” 


Tenya looks down at the concrete for a brief moment before nodding his head. “I promise.” 
Manual flashes him a toothy smile this time, giving him a thumbs up. “So, shall we go then?” 
Tenya clenches his fist tight right as Manual turns his head. 

He can’t shake the heat and anger he feels in his chest, even if the hero drives a decent point. 
He looks up from the ground. 


Cerberus...Stain...I’m nothing like them. 


He walks on and follows the hero in front. 

Unfortunately to Manual, there is a chance he’s breaking another promise this week. 

Contrary to belief, Shouta doesn’t really like being out late at night. More specifically, late at night 
with a kid by his side. 


He’s nervous already from that message last night, and patrol really isn’t helping him with that like 
he thought it would. 


Halting to a stop on one of the roofs, Shouta watches as Midoriya huffs with his hands on his 
knees- out of breath. It’s a pretty hot night out, despite the chilling wind. 


Shouta clears a layer of saliva from his throat, pulling the goggles off his eyes. 


“Hey, kid,” he says, getting a hum back from Midoriya. “You wouldn’t have any idea what the 
‘black pit' is, would you?” He asks, after wondering all goddamn day. 


Midoriya raises and straightens his back. “Couldn’t say I have.” 
“Huh...” 
“Why do you ask?” The kid asks, placing a hand on his hip. 


Shouta shakes his head. “No reason, I just heard someone mention it and it sounded familiar,” he 
lies, looking out to the street. 


Midoriya looks out to the street as well, but it doesn’t last long when his gaze shifts to Shouta. 
“While we are on the topic of that...” 
Shouta hums this time. 


“Have you ever seen a woman with like three scratches on her face and scale patches on her skin?” 
he motions to his face, near the eyes. 


“Don’t think so,” Shouta responds, taking his eyes off the road. “Why?” 


Midoriya shrugs. “This is probably something I should have mentioned a bit ago, but I ran into her 
last week and she seemed...very panicked to see me.” 


“How so?” 


“Like-” Midoriya moves to adjust his mask. “She looked like she saw a ghost. She bent down and 
was Saying not to trust anyone and if I see black tar to run.” 


Shouta feels his stomach get yanked from his body. 
“Why didn’t you tell me this earlier?” 


Midoirya shrugs, looking out to the road again. “To be honest, I don’t really know.” He looks over 
at him. He looks tired. And something about that makes Shouta realize that the kid really has been 
holding in everything. 


Shouta bites at the inside of his cheek. “She didn’t happen to have a voice that was pretty rough 


and cracked for a woman her age, did she?” It was something he noticed about the person on the 
phone last night. Their voice sounded rough, but it was kind of high enough to be distinguished as 
female at the same time. 


Midoriya raises a brow. “She did, actually...now that I think about it,” he says as he tilts his head 
with curiosity. “Why?” 


If the feeling he was feeling right now was a person, it would be pulling his spine right out of his 
skin to use it as a walking stick. 


“Midoriya-” 

The kid suddenly shivers violently. 
That makes Shouta feel worse. 
““What-” 


An explosion rips through a building from down the street as fast as his heart makes a beat. It’s so 
loud and forceful, he can feel his left ear ring, as well as his body, flinch backward. Bright and hot, 
it came up so fast, there wasn’t even a sound to come before as a warning. Not even a scream. 
Midoriya’s hands habitually form claws and Shouta grabs his scarf for the same reason. 


All they can do for a second is stare at the flames in horror as they try to figure out what the hell 
just happened. 


The kid whips his head back to look at him, and without warning, he gasps. 


Something heavy and large slams into the side of Shouta’s body like a pickup truck, grabbing his 
body as he plunges off the building he stood on. 


“AIZAWA-SENSEI!!” 


Almost as if he were in slow motion, Shouta can see the kid reach his hand out for him as he falls. 
And in the process, he can feel his heart drop. 


He did the one thing he was told not to do. 


Get separated from the kid. 


Izuku is fucking shitting himself right now. 


After watching his teacher basically fall to his doom after some... thing grabbed him, he almost 
collapsed. 


Everything became a blur after that. 
He searches the alley where he fell. Nothing. 
His panic rises to a point where he almost sees white. 


He runs out into the streets, only to become fully enveloped in a swarm of screaming people and 
moaning Nomu. 


Nomu. 


Nomu. 

Nomu. 

Eraserhead got grabbed by a Nomu, and right now all of Hosu is under absolute mayhem. 
Izuku huffs as he looks around the blazes of fire and the people running past. 
“Eraserhead!!” He screams. 

Everything went downhill so fast, so... 

Someone slams into him, almost knocking him over. 


He feels like hyperventilating. For once, he had everything in his control, he had a moment in his 
life where nothing went wrong and he had the freedom to run without worry. 


So why is it so hard for the universe to let it stay?! 

A car slams against the concrete across from him, exploding instantly. 
“Eraserhead!!” He screams again. 

“Tenya!!’” Someone else screams after him. 


The car’s flames grow hot on his face as he looks around the screams and cries and scorched 
streets of Hosu. He feels like he’s on autopilot right now. 


It's as if the entire world has reacted to his need to hold everything in. Getting to a point where 
exploding is the only thing that can and will happen. 


The pro hero Manual runs past him with his face flushed red and eyes overflowing with panic and 
worry. “I shouldn't have let my eyes off him!” he says as he somehow rips a current of water from 
the nearest fire hydrant, directing it towards the flaming car. 


A civilian screams bloody murder. 
Hosu. 

lida. 

His breathing starts to quicken. 


“Kid, what are you doing out here?” Manual screams as he continues to shove more water at the 
fire. “It’s dangerous!” 


Eraserhead. 
Nomu. 


A hero gets grabbed by a Nomu so tight, Izuku could swear he heard their spine snap over the 
sounds of screams. 


Ingenium. 


The Hero Killer. 


Izuku starts to see white. His mind is spinning in circles. 
Nomu. 

Nomu. 

N om u. 

His pupils shrink. 

Mortifer. 


Every single thought he pushes away this past week comes flowing in like a broken dam. Snapping 
him like a twig. 


Without thinking, he turns around and runs back into the alleyway with a complete and utter 


feeling of blind rage. 


The weight and pain of sharp metal piercing skin are unbearable. Tenya discovered that about ten 
seconds ago. To be honest, it's just a Jittle bit worse than the feeling of motionlessness and 
heaviness as he lays on the ground. But, who’s comparing anyway? 


“You and your brother are both weak,” Stain mutters as he twists the blade in his shoulder. 
Tenya clenches his jaw so hard he feels a tooth crack. 
“You’re fakes.” 


Tenya growls in frustration. He was supposed to change this. He was supposed to make things 
different. 


“Acting only on personal gain.” The boot on Tenya’s face presses down harder. “How pathetic.” 


“You're disgusting,” Tenya manages to bite. “We aren’t the ones that are fake.” He tries to move 
his head, but it fails. “We are nothing like the vile creatures out there that are the fakes.” 


Stain tilts his head. 
“The ones pretending to be heroes.” 


Stain’s mouth curls up slightly. He huffs an amused laugh. “You’re so full of shit.” He lifts his 
sword out of Tenya’s shoulder. “Now, how about you become the Ingenium that was supposed to 
die?” 


Tenya feels his eyes swell with tears. He looks over at Native across from him- who’s passed out 
and losing too much blood. 


Brother, I’m sorry. I’m sorry I didn’t make it up to you. 
I am weak. 
I’m weak for not finishing what you started. 


“Fuck.” 


Something flies towards Stain quickly, almost too quick for the hero killer to dodge. It looks like a 
porcupine quill. 


A porcupine quill? 


And all at once, the weight on Tenya’s head is released and Stain is sent tumbling towards the 
ground. His sword crashes to the ground and everything becomes still. 


A snarl. The sound of dripping and sizzling. 
The hero killer is completely still right now. 
And all Tenya can see is the sway of a long, furry tail covered in barbs over his head. 


With every single ounce of strength he can muster, Tenya tilts his head to the side slightly more. 
His heart rate spikes as he tries to move his eyes back as far as possible, only to get a glimpse of 
green. And Stain underneath it. 


Stain slowly digs into his pocket and flips something open, presses a button, before holding it up to 
his ear. 


And right as the buzzing sound starts, the beast over Stain snaps its head to the side, looking right. 
at. Tenya. 
“What the bloody hell is going on here?!” Hiroto screams as he shoves a Nomu against a trash can. 


“How am I supposed to know?!” Dai responds from atop another Nomu’s shoulders. She grabs a 
knife from her belt, immediately stabbing it in the eye. “I’m just hoping the fucking kid isn’t 
caught up in this!” 


“Woah SHIT-” Hiroto dodges an entire SUV being flown at him at a fast speed. “I second that, but 
right now we need to focus on not dying ourselves.” 


Yuma- in her werewolf form- leaps onto one of the crumbling cars parked on the road. She lifts up 
to her hind legs and onto her toes, scanning the area. She huffs with frustration, holding up six 
fingers. 


“Six?! Jesus Christ, I’m too old for this,” Hiroto grumbles. 


The Nomu under Dai grabs her by the leg, throwing her off. Slamming against another one of the 
parked cars, she grunts in pain as glass shatters. 


Something rings in her pocket. 

Hiroto whips his head to the side as he attempts to hold a Nomu back. 
Dai looks down at her pocket. 

“Don’t answer that phone, Dai.” 

She grabs the phone. 


“For the love of God don’t answer a fucking PHONE CALL IN THE MIDDLE OF THIS!” He 


shouts as the Nomu presses him against the brick wall. 

“Tt's the burner phone!” 

“What?!” 

She flips the phone open and places it to her ear, flipping him off. 


“Oh suck a cock,” Hiroto curses. Dai can hear his shoulder pop as the Nomu practically breaks him 
in half. 


“What’s the situation?” Dai asks as one of the skinnier Nomu limps over to her. 
“First of all, don’t kill me,” Stain answers, sounding very strange. He’s whispering. 
“First of all, don’t start with that,” Dai responds, dodging a fist. 


Stain breathes. “Second of all, get your fucking ass the fuck over here I am laying deathly fucking 
still right like some goddamn prehistoric t- rex is on top of me because your kid just showed up at 
the worst fucking time possible.” 


“What?” Dai says as she jumps away from another fist. 


“Get.the.fuck.over here. Alley 40-26, the fucking bastard put cameras in all the alleys I'm hitting 
tonight and if he sees the fucking kid here you are not allowed to blame me for what happens 
next.” 


Dai almost drops the phone from her hand. 
“And I’d fucking hurry if I were you, I think the kid finally snapped.” 
The phone goes blank. 


And that’s when the phone finally slips from her grasp. 


“There!” An LC points at the screen with haste. 
Nishi snaps her head to the side, feeling everything in her gut twist. 
Shit! 


“Oh shit, we’ve actually got him,” the same LC says with excitement this time. Moving his hand, 
he presses the comm in his ear. “Alley 40-26, tell the big guy we’ ve found his lost toy.” He 
immediately moves to enhance the images of alley 40-26. 


Stain is on the ground with a kid from Yuuei. And on top of Stain... 
God fucking damn it. 
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The LC in the room with her smiles, dragging his hand through his hair. “I can’t believe it, Nishi. 
He looks over at her. “All our work will finally-” 


Nishi grabs her gun from her belt, slamming the barrel so hard against his neck she hears 
something crack. 


He drops. 


“Son of a fucking bitch-” she grumbles as she pockets the gun. Rushing over to the screens, she 
zooms out of 40-26 and looks at the rest Mortifer put bugs in. This is not fucking good. Not good. 
She scrolls, zooms, scrolls, types. “Come on...come on....someone be close...” her cursor lands on 
alley 40-38 and she doesn’t even give herself a chance to properly think. 


She’s out the door. 
Chizome didn’t think he’d be seeing Cerberus’s white, acid-covered teeth in his face. Nor did he 
really think he’d be smelling his horrendous breath, but, you know, life is weird. 


Midoriya Izuku stands over him with absolute rage covering all four of his eyes. Panting an ugly 
pant, grinding his nails into the pavement underneath him- something set him off. 


Chizome clears his throat, slowly sliding the phone back into his pants. “I’m not an enemy to you.” 
He whispers loud enough for the kid to hear. 


Midoriya bares his teeth, letting out a gut-wrenching hiss-like snarl. 


Chizome moves his head to prevent a drop of acid from hitting his skin. “You are in way more 
danger than you think.” Midoriya doesn’t keep his bright green eyes off him. Welp. Time to bite 
the bullet. 


“Mortifer knows you’re here.” 


That seems to do it because right as the words slip from his mouth, the kid shakes his head and 
there’s an obvious change in his eyes- an obvious clarity. Looking down at Chizome again, 
Midoriya seems to realize his position. He backs off, lowering his head. 


Chizome lifts himself up. “I'd fucking go if I were you.” 

“Where- where is...”” He blinks, confused. ‘“Where’s Eraserhead?” 
“Kid, time’s ticking, I don’t know who that is.” 

The kid starts to shake, looking around in desperation. ‘“Eraser-” 


“Eraserhead,” the brat says, looking right at the two of them from where he sits. “How do you 
know Eraserhead?” 


Midoriya looks over at the brat, and Chizome can sense his face become full of disappointment 
and sadness. 


“You didn’t listen, lida.”’ He huffs, backing away from the two of them. “ Of course you 
didn’t.” 


The kid is scrambled. Shaking like a leaf and petrified, he looks like a lost child in a shopping 
center. 


“‘Where-where is he?” 
“Kid, please, leave,” Chizome stresses. 


The kid takes another step back, looking like his brain is overloading right now. He starts to cry. 


‘What is going on?” 

Chizome reaches to his right, grabbing his blade. “Kid.” 

“Why can’t I just breathe?” 

Something moves in the shadows behind Midoriya. 

But by the time he has his blade ready to throw, it’s too late. 

“KID!” He screams, watching as the kid turns his head around one second too late. 


The sound of flesh ripping is different when it is done with the grace of a sword. It’s more 
satisfying. 


So, yeah, Chizome almost vomits when he hears bone and flesh shatter and tear as a jagged spike 
is driven right through Midoriya’s torso. 


Dai is going to kill him. 
“MIDORIYA!!” 
C-34 jolts awake at the sound of something wailing in unbearable pain. Animalistic, raw, horrific. 


It echoes through the sewers even though it comes from the surface. It’s close, and it makes his 
entire spine shiver. 


He sits in silence for a moment. Water drips. Rats scurry. He breathes quietly. 
“-RIYA!!” An echo. 


Without thought, he jumps to his feet and bolts through the waterway so fast he almost eats shit. 
He doesn’t even know if he’s going in the right fucking direction, he’s just running . 


He only stops, when he hears the voice of two familiar people walking above. 

Shouto is doing as good as he can be right now during a city-wide panic. And well, with his father 
too. 

Really he’s just doing swell. 


“Keep your eyes open, it's been predicted that the hero killer is in this vicinity,” his dad says as he 
walks. 


“Mhm,” Shoto responds. 


As sudden as the explosion from earlier, a scream rips through the air so loud it even startles his 
father. 


“What in god’s name?” 


Whipping his head back, Shoto could have sworn he’s heard that scream before. At USJ to be 
specific. 


The realization hits like a truck. 


“Father I-” 


The manhole cover from across from them pops open like a soda cap. And, well, everything is 
silent. That’s at least until his dad breaks the silence. 


“What the fuck is-” 


Something feline roars, followed by a large body of horns and fur shoving itself through the small 
opening. Shoto backs away as the claws come out to scratch and pry. It’s so big the cement breaks 
and cracks, giving in to its demand. Eventually, its body squeezes through to the waist. 


And once again, realization hits like a truck. 


His father opens his palm to deliver a blow, when unconsciously, Shoto pushes his hand out of the 
way. Endeavor looks at him with offense when Shoto holds his finger up. 


“Tt’s you,” Shoto mutters, taking a step towards the beast in the manhole. 


It continues to scratch and panic, but right as it makes eye contact with Shoto, its face changes. It 
opens its mouth and tries to push something out like last time. 


“ Help.” Wide eyes and lost, the creature from that time ago looks so frazzled and helpless it 
almost pains Shoto to even look at it. 


Shoto nods his head, leading the hybrid of a beast to drop back into the hole. It takes a second, but 
after the sound of water splashing, it comes right back up but in an explosion of concrete and 
water. 


It pushed itself through like a fucking battering ram, making everyone jolt backward. 
Skidding onto the ground, it immediately hops up- shaking the dust and debris from its fur. 
Shoto takes a step towards it. 

“Shoto, what is the meaning of this?” His father yells, grabbing his arm. 

The lion looks at him, panting loudly. 

“Tt needs help,” he shakes him off. “So I’m going to help .” 

And as soon as he says that, the lion runs towards him and grabs his shirt. 

“Shoto!!” 

Allowing for him to climb onto its back, the two of them head down the road fast. 


Running towards the scream. 


Shouta is going to lose his mind right now. 


Squirming in the grip of the Nomu, he curses mentally at himself. First, he got separated from the 
kid. And second, he’s been caught up in this fucking fight with this Nomu for fifteen minutes. He 
doesn’t know if the kid is ok. He doesn’t know anything. 


Groaning with frustration, he tries his best to escape the grasp, only to feel its grip tighten the more 


he struggles- like a python strangling its lunch. He’s starting to feel lightheaded. 
He’s just about to fucking pass out when a gunshot pierces through the air. 

And another. 

And another. 

And another. 


Something wet drips onto his shoulder and looking up, he notices the Nomu's face gruesomely 
covered in bullet holes. Its grip loosens as it starts to spaz. He violently thrashes in its arms, finally 
getting dropped to the ground like a dead fish. 


With a grunt, he stands to his feet- feeling every muscle that was crushed try to argue. 
Another gunshot makes him jump. 

The Nomu makes a sound, showing the obvious correlation. 

“Did it really have to be Nomus?” A voice says from behind, bringing Shouta to spin around. 
A woman appears from the shadows, cocking a decently sized pistol. 


“The Nomu will be unconscious for like another minute if we are lucky,” she says, shoving the 
gun into her belt. Up close, he notices three diagonal scratches on her face. “You good?” 


“Are you-” he says without thinking. 
“The mysterious woman that called you? Yeah,” she doesn’t deny. She huffs. “Call me Nishi.” 
Shouta opens his mouth, only to be stopped by Nishi holding her hand up. 


“Look, I'd love to catch up, but right now my boss is going to kidnap your kid innnn,” she pauses, 
looking down at her watch. “Ten minutes.” 


Something screams loudly, leading her to click her tongue and point to the sky. “Make that seven.” 


The color in Shouta’s face drains like he was just stabbed. “Where is he?” Shouta says, feeling 
every organ in his body try to eject itself. 


Digging in her pocket, Nishi pulls out a tiny little device and throws it at him. “That’s the tracker to 
one of the cameras in that alley. It’s not far, but you better hustle that fucking ass of yours.” Her 
watch beeps, leading her to glance down. She looks up at Shouta with wide, tired eyes. “Please, 
hurry.” 


Shouta nods, looking down at his fist now clenching the device. 

And when he looks up, she’s gone. 

Getting skewered wasn’t really on Izuku’s bucket list, but at least he can say it happened now. He 
doesn’t remember screaming as loud as he did. The sudden rip and tear of his muscles and flesh, 


the ringing in his ears. It’s worse than anything he’s ever felt before in his life. And that is saying a 
lot. 


“MIDORIY A!” Stain screams as his body drops to the ground like a ragdoll. 


Stain leaps to his feet and charges in his direction. Eyes dangerous and...scared, the hero killer flips 
into the air and comes into contact with something hard with his sword. From the contact, the thing 
grunts and stumbles back slightly- at least that’s what it sounds like. Stain lands next to Izuku, 
holding his blade tight. He draws his other one. 


Things are very fuzzy right now. To be fair, he is kind of bleeding out right now so that might do it. 
Blinking, Izuku watches as Stain jumps in again and with this tilt of his head, he makes eye contact 
with Iida. 


Wide-eyed and quite mortified, lida sits up against the wall breathing loudly. 
“Midoriya?” he mutters, keeping his same expression. 


Izuku exhales, regretting it instantly. Wincing, he nods his head against the concrete and gets a 
horrified breath out of Iida in return. 


In the corner of his eye, Izuku sees Stain get thrown against the wall with a yelp. Hard. The thing 
that stabbed him staggers forward and into his view, showing itself off as a Nomu with a bone 
sharpening quirk. A large one, to add. 


“You...” Stain grumbles as he stands back to his feet. “Bastard.” He tilts his head to the side, 
cracking it. With a snarl, he quickly jumps back in. 


“What...happened to you?” lida mutters, grabbing Izuku’s attention again. Izuku looks over, 
blinking slowly as his pulse becomes something every body part can feel. 


Izuku doesn’t know why he all of a sudden started chuckling, but he did. Everything just came 
flowing into his head all at once, and to his throbbing brain, it was quite comical. 


lida looks at him like he got stabbed again. 
“The devil himself put a curse on me.” Choking a clot of blood, he dies his chuckle down. 


Looking up, he sees Stain land a blow on the Nomu. Slicing its forearm, he immediately goes in to 
lick it with his unusually long tongue. But, that was a bad idea apparently. 


The Nomu- as quick as Izuku blinks- grabs Stain’s tongue with its hand. Stain lets out a strangled 
gurgle sound as his tongue is pulled up and up, lifting him off the ground. He squirms, choking on 
his saliva as he tries to escape the uncomfortable hold. 


That’s when the Nomu grabs Stain’s head. 
Izuku’s eyes widen. 
It starts to pull. 


Right as Izuku prepares to scream for it to stop, in a brilliant moment of cinematic madness, the 
Nomu is shoved back by a swinging leg ignited from a hot engine. Stain drops to the ground, 
immediately grabbing his mouth in pain. 


lida stands in front of him, panting like a maniac. His eyes are red hot and angry like a bull in an 
arena. Pissed off and ready to go. 


The Nomu regains its balance, cocking its head to the side- like it's trying to process its next 


challenger. 

lida looks down at Stain, looking quite disgusted in the process. “Can you stand?” he asks. 
Stain stares at him. 

“Can you stand?” he repeats, only far more aggressive. 

“Fuck off,” Stain spits as he stabs his sword into the ground, lifting himself. 

The Nomu wastes no time to charge. 


Izuku nods off after that. Blinking in and out of consciousness, he sees lida and Stain 
simultaneously attempt to take it down. Landing blows, getting knocked back. 


lida yells, getting thrown against the brick wall right next to Izuku. As he crumbles to the ground, 
he winces in pain and looks over at Izuku, worried. 


“Midoriya, stay with us.” 


He nods off again. But, the next time he opens his eyes both Stain and Iida are on the ground. 
Whining, Izuku tries to look around for the Nomu. 


Something grabs at the back of his neck, lifting him from the ground with ease. Wet and sticky 
blood oozes from his wound as he is lifted, leaving behind a large crimson puddle. He cries in pain 
as the feeling of his wound folding over itself sends a hot flash through his body. His body is 
turned to face the creature head-on. 


Its brain sticks out of its skull like the one from USJ- large and throbbing like a separate creature. 
Izuku is bigger than it, so his hind legs and tail drag on the ground as it holds him up. But like the 
one from USJ, its strength makes up for it. 


“N-no, don’t-” lida pleads, attempting to lift back up to his feet. “Don’t.” 
The Nomu doesn’t listen. 
Izuku feels like he’s going to nod off again. 


lida’s arms shake. “I’m sorry Midoriya.” He looks up from the ground and right at Izuku. He’s 
crying. “I’m so sorry.” 


Izuku’s vision blurs. 


This is probably a good time for his brain to allow for his life to flash before his eyes. But at this 
point, he just feels numb. 


He can’t tell if it’s the stab wound talking or not, but he doesn’t even get the point anymore. 
The point in caring. 


Blood pushes itself up his esophagus and out of his mouth, dripping onto the ground below. The 
Nomu grabs his throat with the other hand, and Izuku lets it go without a struggle. 


“Don’t you dare kid,” Stain says this time. 


Izuku struggles to move his head over at the hero killer. 


“Don’t you fucking dare.” 

Izuku blinks slowly. 

His head feels heavy right now. 

Maybe this will be a good thing. Him dying. 

Maybe then, he won’t drag innocent people down with him anymore. 


Maybe then, he won’t have to deal with the endless suffering he can’t seem to get away from. Even 
when he pretends it’s all ok. 


The thumb and pinky of the Nomu press hard, and Izuku’s breathing becomes limited. 


Izuku prepares for his neck to snap. For his body to suffocate slowly without oxygen. But right as 
the fingers around his neck press harder, something in the air changes. 


Brilliant and mad, a blaze of flame ignites and the horns of a ram come in contact with the Nomu. 
His throat is released, dropping him to the ground in an uncomfortable crumbling mess. 


“MIDORIYA!!” 


Shoto is absolutely horrified right now at the sight of his friend. 


Jumping off the lion’s back mid-attack, he immediately rushes to his side. At this point, he doesn’t 
even question Stain and lida on the ground too- considering they look a lot more alive than 
Midoriya. 


Panting sickly, Midoriya can’t even move in his current state. He looks like he can’t even see 
properly- blinking slowly with heavy eyes. 


His lion...friend? Rips and tears into the Nomu, wrestling and tumbling all throughout the alleyway 
like a ravaging pair of pissed-off wolves. 


“Hey, hey Midoriya I need you to stay awake for me,” Shoto says calmly, dropping to his knees. 
Midoriya hums deeply. He’s losing it. 


Shoto grabs his head, giving it leverage onto his lap- at least halfway, since it’s too big for his lap. 
He taps his head quickly with a couple of fingers. “Keep looking at me, keep those eyes open.” 


Midoriya huffs. 


The lion snarls, biting a large chunk out of the Nomu’s shoulder viciously. Like it’s been trained to 
do this. 


Midoriya’s eyes flutter closed, leading Shoto to tap his face again. “Hey, no. No sleep right now.” 
Midoriya whines in protest. 


Shoto’s heart is currently about to explode. He breathes, watching the fight while also trying to 
keep Midoriya awake and well. When he heard the scream all those moments ago, he really didn’t 
expect this. 


Nothing like this. 


Midoriya closes his eyes. And this time, Shoto’s eyes start to leak. “Midoriya, no.” He shakes his 
head this time, waking him up. 


He starts to feel the panic rise up through his spine. 


“Someone needs to put pressure on his wound,” a deep voice comes from behind, sitting down 
next to him. Shoto glances over with wet eyes, finding Stain taking off his cape swiftly. He presses 
it onto Midoriya’s stomach and back. “He won’t make it if he loses any more blood.” 


The lion gets shoved back, only for it to immediately go back for more. 

A limping step comes around the other side, sitting down by Midoriya’s backside. 
“How tight do I hold it?” lida asks. 

“If you don’t want your classmate biting it today, tight.” 

lida nods, pressing against Midoriya’s back as Stain does the same to his stomach. 


Shoto stares at Iida concentrating on the wound. The worry he shares for his classmate is mutual, 
and that is something he didn’t think was possible from the blue-haired president. 


Midoriya’s mouth opens to pant, unfortunately spilling acid in the process. Burning hot and 
miserable, the acid scorches at his pants and then his skin. But he doesn’t move. 


“I’m sorry,” Midoriya whimpers. 
Shoto looks at Midoriya with confusion. 
“I’m sorry I dragged you into this,’ he winces. 


Shoto moves his hand and begins to softly stroke at Midoriya’s head. “No-no-no. You did not drag 
us into this.” 


A trail of blood flows from between his teeth. He sucks in a staggered breath. ‘Just kill me.” 
“Midoriya, stop it,” Shoto almost snaps. 
The lion slaps the Nomu with its crocodile tail. 


“ You are the reason I can even look at myself again.” He rubs his thumb close to Midoriya’s 
fluttering eyes. “So don’t you dare say any of that.” He sucks in his own breath. “ You’re the 
reason /’m alive.” 


There’s a loud crack and a drop. 


Looking up, the lion has its mouth all the way over the Nomu’s skull, twisting it like it’s some 
tricky bottle cap. And, just like Midoriya did to the one at USJ, it pulls its head off. 


“T hate to break this sentimentality up, but we need more pressure,” Stain says, pressing harder on 
the wound. “I can feel the kid’s heart slowing down.” 


“We need to call an ambulance!” lida yells, putting down more pressure. 


Stain shakes his head. “I’m sorry, brat, but that’s just not how it works for people like us.” 


Shoto can feel his own heart burst into a million pieces. 


Izuku doesn’t remember having his head on Todoroki’s lap. 
That’s all he has to say, really. 


“Everyone move,” a new voice yells- or at least sounds loud to his sensitive ears. It’s panicked, out 
of breath. At a glance, he can see the white of Eraserhead’s cloth as Stain moves out of the way. 


New weight is pressed onto his stomach and his back, but more like something secure. 

Like a hug. 

Man, he’s really losing his mind right now. 

Adjusting his head, he can feel Todoroki stroke his face with shaking hands. 

Warm. 

“Tida, you take this end of the cloth and when I tell you to, you are gonna pull as hard as you can.” 
He nods out again. 

“Kid, please stay with me,” Eraserhead says, sounding like he’s been crying. 


His eyes close. 


Dai has never run so hard in her entire life. 


The alley Stain sent was literally four miles away from where they stood. She was able to keep up 
with Hiroto and Yuma on foot even though they are bigger, proving that maternal instincts are a 
fucking superpower. And she will swear on that. 


By the time she rounds around into the alley, her legs almost collapse into each other. 
“He’s not breathing!” 

Dai’s breath gets lodged in her throat the second she hears that. 

Even though she’s not dying herself, her life just flashed before her eyes. 

“T-I don’t know what to do h-how do you even do CPR on a dog!” Someone cries. 
“Tida, breathe.” 

“How can I?!” 

“Move,” Dai says unconsciously. Her eyes turn damp. 

“Dai,” Hiroto says, coming around the corner behind her. “Dai wha- oh my god.” 

“ Move,” Dai says again, speed walking towards the kid. 


Her speed walk turns to a run as soon as she hears Yuma cry behind her. 


This can’t be happening. 
Dai practically slams into someone when she gets to Midoriya. 
This can’t be happening. 


“Help,” she breathes, blinking tears from her eyes. Everyone blinks at her. “HELP!” She screams, 
immediately getting everyone to scramble. 


He was ok earlier. He was ok. So why! What changed?! 


“Ch-chizome, compressions,” Dai huffs, looking around as her vision starts to blur. “Eraser help 
him.” Looking across from her, she sees Todoroki holding Midoriya’s head close. “Kid, help me 
with the breaths.” 


Todoroki looks at her, blinking a tear of his own with a nod. 

It’s kind of a blur after that. 

“Another 30!” Dai yells, helping Todoroki hold Midoriya’s head upright. 

She holds his nose, performing a rescue breath as lida clamps his mouth shut so the air goes in. 
“Come on kid...come on...” she mutters, taking another breath. 

Another round. 

And then another. 

And another. 

Hiroto comes around behind her, grasping her shoulder. “Dai, take a second to-” 

“No!” 

“Dai-” 

She grabs the kid’s face, taking another rescue breath. 

“T can’t lose him,” she shakes her head. “Not when the last time I saw him...” she chokes a sob. 
Her hands shake as she sets his head back down on Todoroki’s lap. 

“T can’t.” 


She drops her head lightly on his, crying into his blood-soaked fur. She made a horrible mistake, 
and she never got the chance to apologize for everything. For everything, she’s done to him. 


Someone grabs her hands gently. Looking up, she can see Todoroki’s eyes full of tears- and full of 
understanding. She leans her head against his. 


Hiroto drops down to his knees, grabbing her shoulder tighter. 
Yuma lays her head on Midoriya’s hip- shedding and huffing doggy tears from her eyes. 


Chizome stands above them all with his back turned, holding his head in a hand. Eraserhead right 
under him with his head on his knees- rocking back and forth slightly. 


lida sits against the brick wall across from them, completely covered in blood. His eyes stare 
forward, and he doesn’t move. 


The same goes for the lion beast. Wherever it came from, it lays now on the concrete with the 
same blood-soaked look. The Nomu's corpse sprawled out behind it. 


There’s a chance she does know where it’s from, but she can’t think about that now. 
“T’m sorry, Izuku,” she mutters, feeling her hands shake more as she grasps at his fur. 


“For everything.” 


“Hm, didn’t think you’d die this fast.” 
Izuku slowly rises from his back, looking to his side. Everything is fuzzy. 


“T...died?” He asks, rubbing at his head in an attempt to try and remember what happened. “How 
did-” 


“Mmmm not quite. You’re getting there though.” 
His self looks back at him from across the void, sitting cross-legged and amused. 
“You’re a mess,” the being chuckles. 


“T know I am,” Izuku numbly responds, digging his nails into the tar below. “And too many people 
are suffering because of it.” 


The being makes a scrunched-up face in doubt. “‘Uncharacteristically, Pll have to disagree with 
you.” 


Izuku narrows his eyes. 


“Don’t get me wrong,” the being in his clothes stands to his feet slowly. ““You’re a fucking idiot, 
but even a baby could point out that you’re just a teenager with a really unlucky life.”’ It 
shrugs. 


Izuku shakes his head, moving to hug his knees. “I-” 
‘Nah, none of that.” 


“Why do you care?!” Izuku snaps, whipping his head up to stare at his horrifying twin. His scream 
echoes through the black. “I thought your purpose was to fucking torture me till the end of time.” 


‘Well, yeah. I’m still planning on doing that,’’ it smiles. “But I can’t do that if you’re dead.” 
“Great,” Izuku shakes his head. “Glad to hear it.” 


*“‘Look,” it sighs, walking over to him- tar sloshing under its weight. “I’m a part of you. So I have 
seen everything .” 


“Oh, how lucky,” Izuku rolls his eyes. 


“And,” it gets snippy. “You really aren’t who you think you are.” It takes a seat next to him on 
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the tar. An uncomfortable silence follows for a second. 


“What, so I’m not a monster?” Izuku asks, turning his head forward to avoid eye contact. 
“Property?” 


“Don’t be a smart ass.” 

Izuku scoffs. 

“You’re...a good person.” That echoes for a moment. 
“What?” 


“Don’t make me say it again,” It almost snaps. ‘‘Why do you think so many people care about 
you? Why do you think your classmates like you?” 


Izuku turns his head, making eye contact with the soulless version of himself. It shakes its head. 
‘Half and half guy, he’s cradling your fucking head right now. You wanna know why?” 
Izuku stares at him. 

“You became the only person that cared enough to stop his self-destruction.” 

Izuku keeps staring. 


“Glasses is here too. He’s currently crying his eyes out because you made him realize that 
good people are on the other side of things too.” It shakes its head. ‘““Your teacher. You became 
something worth staying alive for.” 


“Why are you saying this?” Izuku says with a now cracking voice. 


‘Because you’re an idiot!” it spits. “God it’s unbearable. You're not making them suffer! 
You're making you suffer! The people in your life are there because you are their friend. I 
like making your life miserable but this is just cruel!’’ 


Izuku’s mouth hangs open. 

“Dai is there, you know.” 

Izuku’s mouth slams shut. 

‘‘She’s blaming herself right now.” 
“Stop...” Izuku says, shaking his head. 
“You know you want to talk to her.” 
“T can’t.” 

“Why? Because you’re scared?” 
“Thought you knew everything...” 


“I do, but this I don’t get.” 


Izuku sighs. 
The void’s silence is so loud right now. 


“You’re the best thing that’s happened to her, you know,” it rolls its eyes. “Kind of sickening 
to think about.” 


“And how would you know that?” 


“The way she looks and cares for you, ” it responds immediately. “Hurting you broke her 
heart.” 


Izuku is silent, biting at his tongue to a point where he can taste blood. 

“So, Izuku, ” a cold hand places itself on his shoulder. ‘‘Do you really think this is worth it?” 
Izuku blinks, feeling the hand on his shoulder squeeze. 

Is it...worth it? 

Before he can turn his head, something stabs itself into his torso. 

Expelling blood from his mouth in a messy spray, he lurches forward. 

“Wh.” 

**You’re not dying today.” 

“Not until you learn.” 


It shoves all the way through his body, and it all goes dark. 


Izuku wakes up to a face pressed up against his head. 

He groans, immediately feeling the throb and pulse of his wound. 
“Oh sweet mother of god.” 

His eyes open. 

“He’s breathing, oh my god he’s breathing.” 


He wouldn’t call his smoker lung breathing anything to celebrate, but he’s not going to say 
anything. 


A hand strokes his face. 


“Welcome to the light, kid,” a sniff and a chuckle. His vision clears a bit, and a teary-eyed Dai 
comes into view. 


He leans into her touch. 
“Sorry..” he pushes out. “I..sor-” 


“If you apologize I will kill you myself,” she says, choking up even more. He whines. 


But he has so much to say. 
Someone shuffles next to her. 


“T leave you alone for one second...” Eraserhead says, eyes redder than usual. His hand gently 
rubs at his head. 


Izuku chuckles, coughing immediately after. 


Hands grab at his head to keep it stable. Gentle but firm and secure. After his fit, he rolls his head 
over to look up. 


Todoroki and Iida are looking down at him with so many tears in their eyes, they might as well be 
drowning their eye sockets. 


“T’m so sorry,” lida cries. “I’m such an idiot!” 

His eyes start to flutter closed. A hand taps at him. 

“Please don’t,” Todoroki this time. “I can’t lose my only friend.” 

Izuku leans into his touch this time. 

Maybe....it was right. 

God, he feels like shit. 

He groans again, feeling his pulse all throughout his body pump and pump. It’s nauseating. 
“We've gotta get him out of here.” 

“T know but how? He can’t shift back with a wound like that.” 

“T can carry him.” 

His eyes flutter again, followed by another tap. 

“Um, guys?” lida’s voice cuts in, worried. 

Izuku’s eyes open a little wider. 

“What’s that?” He can see lida’s finger point at something a few feet in front of them. 
It’s a black pit. 

“No..” Dai this time. 

If you see black tar...run. 

Before Izuku can open his mouth, strings of black shoot out of the puddle. 
Everything happens too fast for him to register. 

“Get the kid out of here!” 


“DAI! STOP!” 


Leaping to her feet, Dai jumps and tangles herself in the black threads of tar. And as soon as she 
hits the ground, that’s when Izuku fully realizes what’s going on. 


He shifts his body. 

Dai starts to get dragged. 

Izuku shifts more aggressively. 

Another pair of hands grab him from behind, but he pushes back. 
“Stop...” he chokes. 

The hands on him drag him back. 

Hot tears immediately start to exit his eyes. 

“Dai stop.” 


He can’t hear anything, only the muffled screams of every person around him. And the faint sound 
of nails dragging against the ground. 


“Get him..arg! Get him out of here!!” 
The hands behind him pull harder. 


He tries to squirm, only to be hit with a wave of nausea and pain. He can only hear his own breaths 
and the sound of Dai struggling. 


Izuku scratches at the concrete. 

“Dai!”’ He screams. ''Please don't go!"' 

Dai’s upper body shakes as she barely holds herself above the puddle. 
“Hey, hey...aagh..hey kid it’s ok..it-it’s ok,” she struggles. 
Tears drip from his eyes faster. He shakes his head. 
“Dai!” 

She smiles, letting a tear of her own slip down her cheek. 
“Let me fix what I started.” 

Her grip on the cement loosens. 

*‘No!”’ He pulls and pulls but he’s not strong enough. 

“T love you, Izuku.” 

The portal closes. 


And Izuku passes out. 


“What is Cerberus without its master? Without its faithful companion in the underworld? The 
answer is that it’s not Cerberus without Lucifer. Or, whoever it is that keeps after Cerberus in our 
story. 


Even though Cerberus resents Lucifer for placing it in hell, it still loves him endlessly. And will do 
anything for him. 


None of us know if our Cerberus has a Lucifer. But one thing I have always wondered, was if 
anything were to happen to Lucifer, what would happen to Cerberus? 


If our Cerberus really does have a Lucifer, if anything were to happen to them, there is a chance 
that we will be facing an even worse fate than what we thought when Cerberus first appeared. 
Considering our track record with the guardian that prowls, there is a chance we will not be on its 
good side as it grieves. 


And then, maybe then, will people realize that Cerberus isn’t just a demon from hell. 


But something worse when it gets separated from its master.” 


Chapter End Notes 


I didn't know how to break this in half, so I apologize for the long and painful chapter. 
I hope some of this made sense and the order was alright. It was kind of an emotional 
rollercoaster. 


As always, take care. 


Love ya'll. 


rises the moon 


Chapter Summary 


Rises the moon 

Days fade into a watercolor blue 

Memories swim and haunt you 

But look into the lake, shimmering like smoke 
Rises the moon 


Chapter Notes 


Hi all! 


I'm not dead, surprise! I just had a lot going on with college prep and travel so my 
brain went through the spin cycle. 


There is some triggering material in this- mentions of attempted self-harm- starting 
towards the end of the chapter. 

If you are uncomfortable or would like to skip that part, it starts with the sentence 
"Where did that piece of shit go?" 

Ending at- 

"And another..." 


Anyway, enjoy this chapter for it is a mess. Not as long as the other one, but still pretty 
decent. 


This week is rises the moon by Liana Flores 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Shoto doesn’t know what’s going on anymore. 
To be fair, he never did in the first place. 


The moment Midoriya went limp after that woman known as Dai was dragged, he knew things 
were only going to get worse from there. 


The man with the mask growls- Hiroto if he can remember. “Kids, you gotta go,” he spits, 
directing it towards him and Iida. He looks like he’s going to cry from the glint of the moon. 


“We can’t just leave you!” lida yells back, face flushed with leftover tears and panic. 
Sirens wail from down the street. 


They all drag Midoriya towards the alley maze, struggling to figure out a plan with flustered 
brains. 


Stain grunts. “You’ll only be dragged down, just listen to him and fucking leave!” 
Tires squeal. 

“Go ,” his teacher says this time. 

“No-” 


“T need to know he’s going to be ok!” Iida yells again, keeping his hold on Midoriya’s back legs 
tight. He shakes his head at Aizawa-sensei. “I’ve been stupid enough to believe Cerberus was some 
menace until I saw how vulnerable he was. He’s been carrying this burden all this time and all I 
ever said to him was how disgusting he was without a clue.” 


The sirens grow louder, making everyone look back with nervousness. 
Shoto looks at Hiroto, Stain, and Aizawa-sensei with a sense of pleading. “Please, let us help.” 


“No, I can’t let any more kids into this,” Hiroto shakes his head stubbornly. “Midoriya has already 
lost so much,” he says as he looks back, eyeing the spot where Dai vanished. Shoto could have 
sworn he saw a tear fall from one of his yellow eyes. 


There’s a sudden growl. 
“Woa-” 
Shoto feels something scoop him up. “Wh-” 


Finding himself on the back of the lion- only with lida behind him this time- he stares at the two 
for a moment. 


The lion hisses at Hiroto, like it wants them to come too. 
Hiroto looks down at Midoriya and his closed eyes before letting out a frustrated scowl. 


“Fine! Fucking fine, but we need to go, now!” 


Katsuki wakes up to his phone ringing. 


He’s a light sleeper, unfortunately, so the ring and bright light immediately wake him up from his 
exhausted slumber. Jeanist doesn’t let his interns do night patrols, so Katsuki just gets to fucking 
sit around at night. Groaning, he rolls over and almost slaps it off his nightstand. He checks the 
time with squinted eyes. 


It’s only ten, but that doesn’t mean he’s not mad. 

Punching the answer button with his thumb, he rubs his eyes and answers. 
“What the fuck do you want?” 

He didn’t really check who called, which might be helpful. 

“ Bakugou ,” a voice of panic says on the other end. 

It sounds like icyhot. 


Glancing at his phone, he confirms it. 


“What is it, half and half?” He keeps the same tone. 


“Watch it! He’s got a fucking hole in him, don’t make it worse!” Someone yells in the background. 
Icyhot huffs as if he’s been running, making things more concerning for Katsuki’s liking. “/’m 
going to regret letting you come!” 


“I-I don’t know where I am but-” Icyhot this time. “Midoriya’s hurt.” 
“What?” Katsuki almost yells. Something about hearing that made his stomach feel weird. 
“He’s really really hurt I don’t-” 


“Gimme the phone, kid,” a deeper voice comes closer to the phone. Katsuki can hear it fumble 
around in the hands of a new speaker. “Bakugou, we need you here ASAP.” He recognizes it. 


“ Lizard ?” He sits up in his bed. 


Deku’s lizard friend sighs a shaky breath. “J said to the two of Midoriya’s classmates that I didn’t 
want them here because dragging more people into this is just cruel- for the love of god get the 
lion out of the way!” He takes another shaky breath- like he’s trying not to cry. “But Dai’s been 
compromised and the kid was horribly injured. We don’t have enough hands right now that are 
sane enough believe it or not so can you be here in the next few minutes- shit he flatlined again!” 


Katsuki stops breathing. The sounds in the background grow chaotic. Screaming, clattering, and 
running. The sound of a heart monitor going flat. 


The phone fumbles again. 
“Kid, I don’t know if he’s going to make it so please hurry.” 
Katsuki opens his mouth, but the call is abruptly ended before he can even spew a squeak. Leaving 


him in the silence and safety of his room. 


Katsuki didn’t even realize how big of a disaster it is outside until he crept his way through the 
alleys. Everything must have blown up all at once because everything was fine when he went to 
bed. 


Everything was fucking fine. 


Keeping his hood over his head, he peeks around each corner to be sure he doesn’t run into anyone. 
The streets are horribly crowded with heroes and police officers- putting out fires, checking the 
scenes, scrambling as time passes. All Katsuki can smell is the rancid stench of blood and burnt oil 
from the cars in the road. 


“Detective, any idea what could have happened here?” 


He halts around the corner at the voices of officers. The lights of the cars are bright and obnoxious 
enough to cower from. He swallows thickly as he presses his shoulder against the wall, slowly 
glancing around so he can see where they are in the alley. 


Detective Tsukauchi is kneeled down, touching the ground with a gloved hand. 


“No,” he says as he glances back at a couple of people zipping up an unusually large body bag. 
“But judging by the unique burn marks on the ground, Cerberus was here.” 


“What about the green blood? I don't think I've seen anything like this before.” 
Grinding his teeth, Katsuki grips at the corner of the wall. Fuuuuuck... 
The detective lifts his hand, rubbing two fingers together. 


“T don’t know.” He looks back at the officer behind him. “But there’s clearly something bigger 
going on.” Lifting to his feet, he slips the glove off his hand. “There’s a possibility this correlates 
with what we’ ve been looking into, but there’s no way of confirming yet.” 


Katsuki swallows, feeling the rough brick on his face as he turns his head away for a moment. 
A pair of heavy footsteps join the bunch. 
“Any sign my son could have been here, detective?” A deep, familiar voice. 


Katsuki glances back and almost lets out a choke. Endeavor stands tall and intimidating, not really 
worried per se, but pissed off. 


He swallows again. 

Damn it icyhot... 

“No...the only things we can gather here is an obvious struggle and a repulsive amount of blood.” 
Endeavor huffs, scanning the alley with a careful eye. 

Katsuki flees his head back. 

“He better not be injured, or there will be hell to pay,” he mutters. 


Katsuki is in a tough spot right now. With the police and Endeavor looking here, he can’t slip by- 
at least not quietly. It’s not his forte, he hates to admit. 


He moves to look around the corner again when something boney and furry slaps itself over his 
mouth. Letting out a muffled squeak, he’s yanked backward. 


“Did anyone hear that??” 
Katsuki is about ready to blow the hand sky high when it lets go. 


A werewolf makes itself visible in front of his eyes, pressing a finger to its lips with narrowed 
brows. 


“Nah, it could just be your nerves talking.” 
‘What the fuck?’ Katsuki mouths. It’s fucking Yuma . 


“You’re a fucking idiot, we gotta go,” she signs horribly with too long of hands. “ You’re gonna 
get caught like this.” 


Katsuki opens his mouth, but before he can mouth anything else- or even attempt to sign- Yuma 
slaps a hand over his mouth again and grabs his hood. Launching herself to the nearest rooftop 
without warning, she drags Katsuki with her aggressively and without any fucking piece of 
common sense. 


If he weren’t supposed to be quiet, he’d blow her to fucking pieces right now. 


Yue wipes a trail of sweat from her forehead using her upper arm. 
Focus. 

Focus. 

God damn it. 


Being practically elbow deep in someone's body makes it hard to, well, move. If she were to be 
honest. 


The way her venom works isn’t like Recovery Girls or any other healer. Instead of the typical 
snake's venom- having the effect that clots blood- it copies the healing agents located in the blood 
and muscles. Not destroying, but quite the opposite. The thing that excels most in her healing, is 
that it doesn't use up stamina because it copies instead of speeds up. 


In this case, she needs that the most. He’s flatlined once while being in here- not counting the other 
time in the alley. So really, she can’t afford any lost time. 


Huffing, she shifts her arm, pressing the needle filled with the venom she has into another piece of 
flesh. Midoriya’s injury is horrible. She hasn’t healed anyone this bad in a really long time. A 
really long time. Whatever pierced him, went right through him- barley missing his spine, heart, 
and lungs. It punctured his stomach and lower organs, but that doesn’t mean he won’t bleed out or 
go into shock anytime soon. He’s already lost too much blood. 


Hiroto comes into the room with a bottle of water with a straw in it and a stack of towels, hurrying 
next to her. His hands are shaking. 


“Yue, let me help-” 


Yue shakes her head. She can’t blame him for this, but he's a wreck. What he just saw is more than 
traumatizing, and the kid laying on this table bleeding out is only making it worse for him. He tried 
helping before, but after the kid’s heart stopped the second time he almost lost it. She had to kick 
him out. 


Practically chomping onto the straw handed to her, she sips at the water- continuing to concentrate 
on the mess of gore in front of her eyes. 


He drops the towels on the ground next to her. 
“Well, you need someone here until blondey shows? You’re going to need the hands, Yue.” 


Yue shakes her head. She needs it. A Jot. But, they’re too shaken up to even properly think of their 
surroundings. It's best that she does this alone or with someone who didn’t watch Midoriya’s heart 
stop twice. It’ll only be harder for her if one of them panics. 


Hiroto moves to the other side of the table, digging through the medical bag with desperation. 


The beep of the machine attached to the kid keeps her at a pace. The green blood and organs make 
everything look like an alien dissecting lab. And quite frankly, this is a fucking train wreck. She's 
trying to keep her cool, but as of right now the only thing keeping her from breaking down like the 


kids in the other room is the pure adrenaline pumping through her veins. The need to keep this kid 
alive. 


The door swings open again. 

“Oh my fucking god.” 

Lifting her head, she can feel the sweat drip onto Midoriya’s fur. 
Bakugou is standing by the door, and really out of breath to add. 


“Bakugou, oh thank god,” Hiroto looks up from the bag, holding two long pairs of gloves- the 
one’s Yue has that go all the way up to the forearm. “You better not throw up.” 


He swallows like he’s going to after getting a glance at the carnage on the table. 


“T fucking won’t,” he pushes it down. He walks in and starts to pull his sweatshirt off. “What the 
hell happened ?” he breathes as he throws the shirt across the room. Hiroto tosses him a mask. 


“T don’t know how the hell it happened, but all I know is he got fucked up by a Nomu,” Hiroto 
huffs again, directing Bakugou to the sink to wash his hands quickly. “We don’t have time to get 
into it.” 


“He better not kick it,” Bakugou says as he tries to wash his hands as fast as possible. “He better 
fucking not.” 


“Save that energy for the table, kid,” Hiroto says as he practically shoves the gloves up Bakugou’s 
arm when he finishes drying his hands. “Call me if you need me, but right now I need to take care 
of our Jovely guests' minor injuries.” He opens the cabinet over their head, pulling out a thread and 
a needle. Yue isn’t going to say anything, even though she knows he might not even be able to 
handle that. 


“Where the hell’s the hag?” He yells as he’s pushed over to Yue. 
“Not...” Hiroto immediately starts to tear up. “Not now.” 


Bakugou sighs, looking at Yue. “Where do you need me?” 


The nerd better fucking get him a fruit basket for this. 


The snake had him put both of his fucking arms into his body so she could move around freely with 
the needle. She doesn’t have big enough tools to do it that way, so Katsuki has to use his arms as a 
way to part open his wound. It’s taking everything in him to not vomit his dinner onto Deku. 


If his middle school self saw him right now he’d fucking be appalled. 


Unfortunately, the nerd was stabbed from the back through to the stomach, and because of his 
spines, he can’t lay on his back or his stomach. So, Katsuki is currently leaning forward elbow 
deep in Deku’s alien ass fucking body. 


Snake leans in closer, poking the inner walls of Deku’s body with the needle slowly. With his 
naked eye, he can see the wound slowly wound itself back together. 


The beep of the machine, the bright and hot ass light directed at them, the smell of blood and 
medical supplies. The fact that he can feel Deku’s heart beating. It’s all a little too much for 


Katsuki to handle. But, as the lizard said, they don’t have a lot of time on their hands. 


And even though Katsuki would hate to admit it, he would lose his mind if the nerd died right here. 
Especially before they had a chance for that rematch. 


The snake pauses for a moment, pulling the needle out. It’s empty. 

“What?” Katsuki spits, trying to keep his arms still. 

She bolts to the fridge, opening it fast with her foot. She scans it. And she scans it again. 
“What?” Katsuki repeats. 


She turns around, sweating more than she was before. “J’m out,” she signs with blood-soaked 
gloves. 


Katsuki blinks at her. “What the fuck do you mean ‘I’m out’, didn’t it come out of you??” He 
asked about it earlier- the venom. It’s an unusual power, to say the least. 


“T can Still deliver the venom through my fangs, but it exhausts me.” She stands up moving to the 
cabinets. She turns around after grabbing two vials and setting them down. “The stored up venom 
allows me to use as much as I need on a patient without passing out but I’m fucking out!” 


“Then deliver it the old fucking fashioned way!” 
“T can’t, there is too much to go, I'll pass out before we finish!” 
Katsuki almost removes his arms from Deku to get up and slap her. 


“T am elbow fucking deep in this mother fucker so don’t you dare panic on me right now. You are 
a fucking doctor for a reason so save this nerds ass!” He spits, starting to feel his arms grow sore. 


She stares at him with her stupid fucking black eyes for maybe ten seconds before grabbing the 
vials from behind her. She inhales before retracting her fangs and biting down on both. 


“Good, you pulled your head out of your ass,” Katsuki barks. 
She growls at him as the vials are filled with a pale yellow “venom”. 


Pulling them off her extended fangs, she grabs a needle from the tray by the table. As quickly as 
possible, she pulls back and flicks it before hurrying back over to Katsuki. 


It goes like this for another half an hour. The snake going back and forth back and forth until the 
wound has closed enough for Katsuki to no longer be needed. His arms feel like goddamn jelly 
after that, and he hopes to god that it never fucking happens again because that was horrible. 


Rubbing his temple, Katsuki looks at Deku’s chest rise and fall slowly. Now that his mind isn’t 
focused on staying still, he’s starting to feel nauseous. Fucking wonderful. 


At the corner of his eye, Katsuki notices the snake swaying a little as she attempts to grab more 
vials. Her breath is heavy and feverish, and Katsuki knows her limit has come. 


She drops. 


“Shit!” Katsuki shoots up from the chair he was sitting in, grabbing her before she falls completely 
to the ground. She would have smacked her head on the side of the table if he didn’t grab her in 


time. “Don’t you fucking dare, you’re almost done,” he yells as he holds her head propped up. 
She blinks her eyes open, breathing heavily as the sweat on her scales increases. 
“I can’t.” she barely has the energy to sign. 


“Yes you fucking can.” Lifting himself up as well as her, he hobbles over to the table with his arm 
around her waist as support. “Don’t be weak. Do you really want him to kick the bucket at 
goddamn fifteen?” 


She shakes her head, placing a hand on the table for more balance. She looks like she’s gonna 
vomit. 


....If snakes can actually vomit. 
“Then fucking finish!” He lets her go, letting her lean against the table slowly. 


She glances at him with tired eyes before lifting her hands. “Jf can’t finish in time, you’ll have to 
stitch the rest.” And that’s when she opens her mouth and sinks her teeth into Deku’s flesh. 


Yeah. He might just throw up. 


She only lasts a minute before letting her fangs retract out of his skin. She sways, and Katsuki 
catches her before she even gets the chance to drop again. Sighing, he lets her down onto the 
ground gently. 


“Not too bad, snake,” he mumbles as he looks back up at Deku. 


He swallows as he realizes he’s going to have to stitch him up the rest of the way. Already covered 
in blood and exhausted, Katsuki is just ready for this to be over with. 


That’s when everything finally hits him like a truck. 


He swallows again, before covering his mouth and bolting to the trash to retch all of the contents of 
his stomach out and into the bin. 


This isn’t what he signed up for. 


Shouta’s knee bops up and down with nerves as he sits on the common room couch. If there were a 
clock in this damn room, he’d be listening to it tick and tick. 


“Do you think Midoriya will be ok?” Iida asks for the hundredth time with gritted teeth, wincing 
after almost every syllable. He’s sitting on one of the stools with Hiroto trying his best to carefully 
stitch at his shoulder. 


“Brat, if you keep asking that-” Stain barks- visibly and emotionally stressed from across the 
room. 


lida visibly tenses at Stain speaking. 


“He’s lost a lot of blood,” Hiroto cuts in, sticking the needle into his skin. “It’s...It’s hard to say, 
but he’ Il be ok.” He speaks as Iida winces. Sticking it into the skin once more, he ties and lifts the 
thread. He pulls his mask down to cut it, snagging it on one of his crooked fangs. “Luckily we 
came in time because if we didn’t, I’d be saying differently.” 


Shouta really doesn’t like the idea of the kids being here, but it’s not like they had much of an 
option. They were cornered in a difficult situation. Anyone could see that with a blind eye, 
considering the hero killer is in the room with them. 


Todoroki is in Shouta’s same position on the ground. Practically hugging his chest, his legs shake 
with anxiety and worry. He’s been like this for almost an hour. Behind Todoroki, the odd lion 
chimera is curled in a limp manner- exhausted. It breathes slowly, watching the open doorway with 
vigilant eyes. It’s fur is matted with the sour smell of mildew, and he can see the faint blotches of 
red on its neck and mouth. It’s been somewhere horrible for a Jong time. And Shouta has a 
sneaking suspicion that it’s nowhere he’d want to find any time soon. 


Yuma exhales deeply from behind the couch- still in her werewolf form. Distressed and finicky. 
Shouta glances his eyes back, watching her ears twitch and eyes stay glued on the door like the 
lion. Her ears move forward, alert. 


Footsteps come around the corner, and Shouta can swear he sees everyone move their head 
simultaneously. 


“Bakugou?!” Iida yells as soon as the blonde himself makes an appearance through the doorway. 


There’s blood everywhere on his clothes and skin, and he looks like he’s going to pass out any 
second. 


Shouta lifts himself from the couch, immediately going to his student’s side. 
“Bakugou, what happened?” 

There’s a thick silence in the room, making his chest feel heavy. 

Bakugou swallows, giving a shaky thumbs-up. “Nerd’s fine, he’s fine.” 

Everyone literally exhales at the same time. 

“Oh thank fucking god.” 

“T think my heart was going to collapse into itself.” 

“Where’s Yue?” Hiroto takes a couple of steps forward. 

“Passed out,” he breathes. “I moved ‘er to a cot after I stitched the rest of Deku up.” 
Shouta’s eyebrows shoot up. “You what?” 


Bakugou waves his hand up and down, moving forward into the room and past Shouta. He’s 
fucking out of it. “Yeah yeah remind me to fucking punch the fucking dumbass when he wakes up 
for that.” He walks over to the couch, and he collapses onto it face down. “Fucking goodnight .” 


At the corner of Shouta’s eye, he can see his students relax a little bit. And, well, so can he himself. 
Seeing Midoriya like that was more than mortifying. He almost died. 


Shouta rubs his face with both hands. If he didn’t get separated from him early on, it might have 
not happened. And...Dai wouldn’t be gone. 


Hiroto lets out a big sigh. “P’m...1’m gonna go make sure Bakugou cleaned the kid up and that Yue 
is alright,” he says as he sees himself out of the room with urgency. And with that, everyone else 
follows behind. 


Everyone is silent up until the point when the med door is opened. 


Firstly, it smells only of blood, sweat, and the faint hint of vomit- making Shouta swallow a smidge 
bit of bile down his throat. Secondly, the kid looks like a trainwreck. 


Breathing slowly and evenly, he’s unconscious with a clean white bandage awkwardly wrapped 
around his torso. He practically looks dead if it weren’t for his rising chest. 


lida clenches his fist next to him, staring at Midoriya with numbness as Hiroto checks him over. 


Hiroto sighs. “He’s gonna be ok,” he says as he moves his hand to softly stroke at the back of his 
ear. “He’ll be out for a while, and someone’s gotta watch him- but he’II be ok.” The relief in his 
voice is noticeable to anyone. 


“How long...” lida starts. “How long has he been like this?” He swallows. 


“About a year,” Hiroto practically hisses as he turns to look at the kid. He lifts his hand from 
Midoriya’s head. “He’s put up with a lot of bull shit, but this one’s the worst.” 


Yuma sneaks around Shouta, ducking under the overhead light. She leans her head down, rubbing 
his head with her nose with gentleness. Worry. Relief. 


There is an exhale from behind followed by a slow drop. Shouta turns around, finding Todoroki 
helping the lion chimera down onto the ground. It huffs tiredly, placing its head down onto the 
ground. 


Hiroto stares at it, biting his lip. He walks away from the kid and towards the chimera, bending 
down when he reaches it. His eyes are aware of something. Curiosity. 


The lion lifts its head to look at him. 
"Vivamus, moriendum est." 
Todoroki and Iida look at him with rapid confusion at the Latin being spit. 


The lion looks at him with a tilted head and scrunched eyes. Then, it visibly clicks. It cracks its 
mouth open. 


A weird hum is pushed from its throat. 

“ Mmem..memeNto mOri,” It struggles to push out. 

Hiroto closes his eyes, bringing his head down as if he were defeated. 

“Fuck.” 

Shouta raises a brow, suspecting that his internal theory might be right. “What?” 
Hiroto raises his head and looks at Shouta. 

“He’s one of his .” 


Yeah. Shota immediately places a hand on his forehead. Fuck is right. 


“T have to leave,” Stain says deeply towards Hiroto. They’re both standing outside the med bay, 


quiet and..well quite empty. 
Hiroto slowly nods as he glances inside the med room for a moment. 


“Now that I know the kid is safe like Sh-Dai requested, I need to make an exit.” Stain does the 
same as Hiroto, glancing inside cautiously. “I don’t think those brats really appreciate my 
appearance anyway.” He looks back over. 


Hiroto nods again. “Why do you call her Shin, Stain?” Hiroto mutters. “You know that’s not her 
anymore.” 


Stain sighs. “I’ve known her for a long time, lizard. Longer than you. Before she met the bastard, to 
after. She’ll always be Shin to me, and to a lot of other people.” He looks off to the side. “When 
you know a person for so long, you know they can’t change, no matter how much they want to.” 


Hiroto clicks his tongue. “So, she’ Il always be a murderer? The grim reaper?” 


“No.” Stain’s eyes return to center. “Although her name to the people is Shinigami- the reaper of 
the night- her life never had meaning as is. She’s not her name, but the opposite. A life-giver if you 
may. Someone that gives second chances-always has been.” He tilts his head. “I call her Shin 
because her sins don’t matter to me.” 


“Sounds like you love her,” Hiroto responds, crossing his arms. 


Stain snickers, walking forward to pat Hiroto’s shoulder. “No, Hiroto .” He keeps walking. “TI just 
respect her.” His head tilts upward slightly. “That’s why I’m helping you get her back.” 


Hiroto hums as Stain turns his head. 


“Because even though I don’t, I know you do. And so does she.” Stain turns his head back around, 
continuing to walk forward. “She deserves the happiness she wants, and the fact that she’s back 
there...it pisses me the fuck off.” 


“Didn’t think a man like you could care,” Hiroto responds. 


Stain shakes his head. “You know where to find me, lizard.” He turns his head again. “So you 
better not kill the bastard without me.” 


And with that, the hero killer leaves Hiroto alone in the hall. Alone with the realization finally 
setting in that she really is gone. 


“You knew, didn’t you?” lida asks quietly as Shoto wets a rag in the sink. 
Shoto hums, turning the sink off. “Knew what?” 


“That Midoriya’s Cerberus,” lida responds from where he sits in the med bay. “You called his 
name when you showed up in the alley.” It’s just the two of them here momentarily since Stain 
took off to God knows where, and everyone kind of fled to their own areas for the time being. 
Aizawa-sensei went to check on Bakugou, but everyone else is a large question mark at the 
moment. 


Shoto nods his head, ringing the rag out. “I did, yes.” He turns away from the sink, bending down 
to the lion on the ground. He wipes at its blood-covered mouth and neck with a combination of 
caution and grit. It’s big, and a lot of that blood has visibly been there for days. “I ended up finding 


out during the festival, but I never really cared to be honest.” The lion leans into the touch of the 
warm rag, wincing as it hits a certain part of the neck. “I mean he did help me, and a lot of others 
before,” he says with a shrug. In the background, he can hear the snake woman breathing slowly 
from her cot as background noise. Sinuating the calm after a massive storm. 


“Yeah but...wasn’t it shocking?” lida asks, looking over at Midoriya out cold on the table. “I mean, 
like- how?” He makes a gesture to Midoriya’s body. The tone and body language Iida is 
presenting are kind of confused and baffled. To be fair, Shoto felt the same momentarily when 
Midoriya first held him in a pin during the obstacle race. 


“T don’t know,” Shoto sighs, now wiping off the enormous curved horns on its head. “I just know 
it's nothing he had any choice over.” 


“Does anyone else know?” 
Shoto shrugs again. “Just everyone here I think.” 


His phone buzzes in his pocket, making him put the rag into one hand and pull it out. He almost 
vocally cringes when he sees all the missing calls and texts from his father. Shoto’s eyes widen. At 
that moment, he remembers that he literally left his dad after running off on a lion chimera. 


He’s probably got the whole police force looking for him right now. 


“Shit, hang on a moment Iida,” he mutters, swiping on his dad's number and pressing the phone to 
his ear. 


The call is immediately connected. 

“Shoto!?” 

“Tm fine, father,” he says with his lack of emotion. 

“Fine? Fine?! What the hell was that and where are you! ?” 

Shoto almost has to pull the phone away from his ear from how loud his dad is screaming. 


“T’m with a friend who got seriously injured during the attack. That lion that grabbed me was an 
acquaintance that was simply taking me to him. And you literally saw me voluntarily get on it.” He 
rubs at the bridge of his nose, having a hard time not hanging up. He can hear his father inhale. 
“And before you say anything else, I am not coming home until he wakes up so you can call off 
your dogs now.” 


The door clicks open, making Shoto and Iida turn to glance at it. 


““Who’s screaming at you so loud on the phone? I can hear it from down the hall,” Aizawa-sensei 
says as he comes through the door. 


‘Endeavor,’ Iida mouths. 
“Who is that, Shoto? And I will not until you prove to me that you-” 


“T wasn’t kidnapped for fucks sake,” he says with rolled eyes. “Eraserhead is here with us so you 
can stop your weird worrying already.” 


Aizawa-sensei raises a brow before walking over to him. 


“How do I know-” 
His teacher grabs the phone from his hand. 


“Hello, Endeavor ,” Aizawa-sensei says through gritted teeth. “I assure you your son is safe here 
with me. We got caught in an unlucky situation and had to flee because of a student injury.” He 
sounds very displeased to be talking to his father. Irritated to be exact. 


There’s the sound of someone in the background muttering, followed by Endeavor letting out a 
pissed off scowl. 


“Is lida Tenya with you?” He asks, clearly told to. 

“Yes,” Eraserhead answers. He glances at lida for a second. 

“Put my son back on the phone.” Shoto can hear after a series of pissed off grumbles. 
His teacher rolls his eyes before handing the phone back over. “Pleasant as always.” 
Shoto places the phone to his ear. “I’m fine, see?” 

“Tf I find out you’re in actual danger-” 

“Yeah yeah, you’ll burn down the city just to find your precious protege, got it.” 
“Shoto-” 


Shoto exhales, hanging up the phone before he can speak another word. He shoves it into his 
pocket just as fast. 


“Your father is a peach,” his teacher says as he walks up to the drawer where the rags are. 


“Graciously so,” he responds, moving back to continue wiping off the lion's fur. It tilts its head at 
him with curiosity. “Hopefully he actually listens for once.” 


“Doubtful.” 

lida watches the two of them speak, confused. “Ummm.” 
His teacher turns to look at Iida, holding a rag in his hand. 
lida is taken off guard for a moment. “Ah, sorry I’m just...” 
“Confused,” Shoto finishes for him. 


“Yeah...this is all just a lot,” he says as he moves to drag a hand through his hair. He winces as 
soon as he realizes it's his bad arm. 


Aizawa-sensei wets the rag and moves over to Midoriya’s unconscious body. “I’m assuming you’re 
talking about this .”” He motions to the room before gently placing the rag on Midoriya’s forehead. 


“Yeah...yeah.” lida nods as he watches their teacher. “I just..can’t help but be confused by all of 
this. I mean you’re a pro hero in a vigilante hideout. We’re in a vigilante hideout.” He pauses. 
“Midoriya is a vigilante. The most wanted criminal right now besides S-Stain.” 


Aizawa-sensei sighs. “And you’re wondering why I haven’t arrested him yet?” He drags the rag up 


to his ears. 

lida nods slowly. 

“T was supposed to.” 

“What stopped you?” 

Shoto glances back. He kinda wondered that as well, to be honest. 


Their teacher stops, sighing again. “I realized he was a kid.” He flips the rags around to a clean 
part. “I was called in to assist the police with the investigation, but every time I saw him, he was 
just trying to help the way he could.” He continues to wipe off the grime and dirt from Midoriya’s 
face. “I’ve turned in my fair share of vigilantes over time, and this one right here made me realize 
that sometimes, people don’t have a choice.” 


Shoto brings his eyes back forward. The memories of Midoriya looking so tired. So frustrated with 
everything around him. 


lida hums. 
“None of the people here had a choice, I hope you know that Iida.” 


Shoto can hear Iida get out of his chair after a long pause. Shoto turns around again, watching as 
his classmate slowly makes his way over to Aizawa-sensei and Midoriya. 


“T was always taught that vigilantes are no better than villains.” He stops when he meets his 
teacher's side. “That they are people that are trying to be something they aren’t. People that make 
life harder for the heroes.” He stares down at Midoriya’s rising chest. “I thought Cerberus was a 
criminal,” he says, voice starting to crack slightly. “That he was just some...monster trying to insert 
fear into the public. Tell some message- I don’t know.” He shakes his head. “I realize now that ’'m 
stupid for believing that. That I’m stupid for not listening to Midoriya when he told me not to do 
anything [ll regret.” 


Their teacher exhales softly through his nose. “People make mistakes, Iida.” He moves to grab one 
of Iida’s hands. “The important thing we have to do though is learning from them.” He guides the 
hand and places it onto Midoriya’s forehead. ““We learn from them so we can grow as people.” 


Tida’s hand visibly shakes for a second, but when he lets it settle, it calms. He exhales with a 
shaking lip, blinking what might be a tear- but it also could just be the lighting. 


Shoto looks back over to the lion. It breathes, leaning into Shoto’s extended hand holding the 
towel. 


“And we learn from them so we can understand.” 


Yuma is in pain. 


Not physically like Midoriya or the others, but on the inside. It’s the type of pain someone gets 
when heartache happens. The break, the swell, the feeling of infection throbbing through the 
chest. 


She got it the moment she saw Dai get ripped from them, and she’s getting it worse seeing Hiroto 
try to drown himself in alcohol and depression. 


It’s not any better that he’s doing it with Bakugou sleeping on the couch across from them. 


It’s only one am, so obviously she hasn’t changed from her damn form yet- it’s pretty annoying, 
especially when she needs to be helpful. All she was able to do was lift Midoriya onto the 
oversized operating table and sit and wait. 


And now all she can do to Hiroto is nudge his arm with her nose. 
Exhaling loudly, Hiroto pushes her off him. 

“Yuma, please .” 

She wines, nudging him again. 


He’s in pain. And it hurts so much to see him like this- because she is now aware of how much 
they mattered for each other. How much grief he must be feeling right now. 


He was kind of a mess during the surgery, everyone was. But the entire time he refrained from 
crying. He hasn’t let it out. 


Her own tears have been spilt today more than enough. He’s hurting more than her. 


Hiroto grips at the glass covered in cool condensation with a shaking hand. “ Yuma !” He hisses 
loudly, turning aggressively to show off his gnarly alcohol-dripping teeth and pained eyes. 


Stubbornly, she plops her head on the countertop and side-eyes him. She huffs, glancing at the 
drink in his hand. 


He shakes his head, moving his gaze back forward. “I’m not dealing with this right now.” He lifts 
the glass, making Yuma growl. 


“Can a guy not have a fucking drink??” He snaps, moving to knock back the rest of it. 

Not when you’re trying to pretend everything is fine. 

Shooting her head up, she reaches forward and snags the glass with her teeth- stealing it from him. 
“Oh my god !” 

Yuma looks at him unamused, before dropping the glass onto the ground. 

It shatters. 

Miraculously, Bakugou didn’t wake up. The guy’s out cold. But, Hiroto is now fucking pissed. 
Swiveling around on the stool, Hiroto scowls at her while standing to his feet. 


“Can you go bug someone else? Huh?” He gets real close to her, making her stand up and back up 
a few steps- now towering over him. “Why do you do this?” His voice breaks. 


She can’t speak in this form, which is also quite annoying. So the typical grunts, whines, growls, 
and shitty sign language is the best she can do. 


“Because you need better comfort than goddamn whiskey,” she signs terribly. “You’re grieving, 
Hiroto. Let me help.” 


Hiroto lets out a tisk. “I don’t need comfort, Yuma. I need a fucking drink.” 
She blinks, huffing again. 

Pushing past her, he moves to the kitchen. But, she grabs his wrist with her tail. 
“Let go, Yuma,” he says, voice crackling more and more. 

“You can’t pretend everything is ok.” 

“I’m not pretending.” He tries to yank his arm free. 

She leans her head close. “Then fucking admit that you aren’t ok.” 


Hiroto growls. “Fine, Yuma,” he caves in. “I’m not.” He finally shakes his wrist free. “Happy?” 
He raises his hands as he speaks, stepping towards her again. “The person I love most is gone. 
She’s gone and I don’t know if she’s coming back.” The voice cracking turns hysterical. “But 
guess what? I can’t lose it because the kid needs someone strong right now.” 


Yuma opens her mouth but she’s interrupted by Hiroto taking another step towards her. 


“T can’t be upset right now. She-she wouldn’t want me to be upset.” He sniffs, letting out a breathy 
laugh. “Someone has to keep it togeth-” 


Yuma drops to her knees and grabs him, pulling him into an aggressive- and kind of awkward- hug. 
His head is buried in the nook of her collarbone, and her long arms gently hold him there as her 
head rests itself around his head to secure him. She wines. 


And after a brief moment of silence, Hiroto finally breaks down. 


C-34 tilts his head. 
“What’s your name?” His red and white-haired acquaintance asks- Todoroki. 


He’s been in this new place for a few hours now and as it is odd, for once he doesn’t feel nervous 
to sit down. Not nervous to close his eyes for more than half a second. 


It’s nice, but the formality isn’t exactly there right now. Midoriya is hurt badly . So, he can’t really 
relax. Sitting in the room with the kid is the only thing that will keep him calm. 


He keeps his head tilted. 


“Do you have a name?” Todoroki asks another question. It’s just the two of them on the floor of 
the med bay beside the snake woman and Midortya. The blue-haired fella went for a walk with the 
black-haired one- leaving them alone momentarily. Apparently, when they get back, the black- 
haired one will attempt to help stitch up some of his neck wounds so they don’t get infected- any 
more than they already are. 


He’s not exactly used to this much kindness. Or any at all. 
Todoroki adjusts his legs, awaiting an answer. 


C-34 sighs. He has strained his vocal cords enough today- despite only speaking a few words. He 
can’t really answer the kid’s questions. Even if he wanted to, he wouldn’t really know how to 
respond. He hasn’t known his name in a really long time. 


He shakes his head instead. 

Todoroki raises a brow. “You don’t have a name?” 

He shakes his head again. 

“Then what were you called by the people around you?” 

C-34 thinks for a moment. Then, he looks down at the cement. 


Lifting a sore paw, he drags his nail across the cement-like he did the first time they met. It’s 
fortunate that the one thing he was allowed to keep was his ability to write. 


Todoroki watches carefully as he scratches the letter C followed by a dash and a pair of numbers. 
He looks up when he’s finished, like a grade-schooler showing their teacher they know how to do 
the homework. The boy stares down at the scribble for a moment, intrigued. 


“C-34?” He looks up, meeting his eyes. 
C-34 nods. 


Todoroki bites at his lip, tapping his chin with a finger. “Have you ever...wanted to be called 
anything different?” 


C-34 blinks. He hasn’t really..well thought about it to be honest. Ever since he forgot his actual 
name, he lost interest in trying to regain his sense of humanity that was long gone. 


Would a name really even make a difference? 

C-34 shrugs his shoulders, a little conflicted. 

The boy hums. “Well...[ can give you one if you want.” 
C-34’s ears perk forward. 


“Tt would be better than being called ‘lion chimera’ in my opinion,” he continues, looking to the 
side. “But it’s your choice.” 


Fair. 

C-34 looks down at the ground again, lifting his paw to scratch. 
Todoroki watches carefully. 

Yes. 

He might as well give the name thing a shot. 


Todoroki hums again, leaning back. He thinks for a moment, leading C-34 to tilt his head like a 
curious dog once again. In the short time he’s spent with the boy, he’s noticed he thinks a lot- 
deeply to be specific. 


Glancing around the room, Todoroki rises and opens one of the drawers behind them. He pulls out 
a small piece of paper and he reaches for a pen from across the table. Shortly after, he plops back 
down. 


“T’ve sort of thought of this one for a bit, considering I hadn’t heard a name from you.” He sets the 
paper on the ground, clicking the pen. “Are you male or are you female?” 


It’s an appropriate question. 

He quickly scrawls an m. 

C-34 watches as he nods and writes a name in kanji, turning it around so he can read it. 
“Syouma,” he says, pointing to the kanji with his pen. 

If C-34 had eyebrows, he'd be raising one. 
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“The first part of the name translates to ‘to assist.” He points at the first part of the kanji. Then he 
moves the pen to the other. “The other meaning ‘truth.”’ 


C-34 keeps looking at it. He wants to ask why. 


“Tt’s the first impression I had of you, even if it sounds corny.” He unclicks the pen, leaning back 
slightly. “Both times I met you, you wanted to help- and you did . And both times it seemed you 
were telling the truth about the danger Midoriya had been in. It...honestly just felt fitting.” 


Syouma... 
C-34 leans his head closer to the paper. 
“If you don’t like it, we can keep looking,” the kid says with a shrug. 


He can feel a smile sort of creep up his mouth. He shakes his head, reaching out a paw to grab the 
paper. He drags it towards him. 


Todoroki raises his brows, letting a tiny smile appear. “Syouma...huh?” 
Yeah. 
He nods. 


Syouma it is. 


The first thing Katsuki does when he wakes up is curse. 


Neck and arms are sore and his body is stinking of blood and sweat. He feels disgusting . Sitting 
up, he sighs and pulls his phone out of his pocket- that somehow stayed in there. 


“Damn it,” he mutters out loud. 

3 am. 

A whine makes him jump slightly. 

The damn werewolf perks her head up from the ground, obviously just waking up as well. 


He’ll be honest, she doesn’t look so hot. To be fair, he is still drenched in blood so it's definitely a 
relatable factor. 


She yawns. 


He doesn’t really know why she slept in here. It’s just the two of them in the common room at the 
moment. 


“Were you watching my ass or something?” he asks, adjusting to a seated position on the couch. 
She blinks. 

“If you were, I don’t need you to. I can take care of my damn self.” 

In response, she looks him up and down- tilting her head in a judgmental way. 

He lets out a tisk in response. 

He’s not really used to seeing her like this up close. 


“Where’s your fuckin shower,” he curses, finally getting sick of the smell radiating off of him. “If 
you even have those here.” 


Yuma rolls her eyes, unfolding her body from the position she was on the ground. She jerks her 
head towards the door as she gets up. Katsuki also isn’t used to how goddamn fall she is. 


He follows after her out the door, walking down the hall. Rounding around the corner, they almost 
smack into four eyes. 


He looks like shit. 
“Jesus,” Katsuki mutters as he and Yuma step back. 


Four eyes exhales. “Sorry Bakugou, my head’s in another world right now.” He shakes his head, 
pushing up his glasses. The eye bags could be seen a mile away for the love of god. 


“Why are you still here, four eyes?” He snarks, crossing his arms. 


“Same reason as you, I’m worried,” he responds tiredly. “I don’t want to leave until I know 
Midoriya is awake and no longer in medical danger.” 


Katsuki huffs. He’s not worried. “Since when did you care for the fucker? Didn’t you outright say 
you didn’t like vigilanties?” Yuma elbows him slightly for that. 


Four eyes looks to the side, rubbing his neck briefly. 


“Yeah...unfortunately. But another reason I’m staying is because I want Midoriya to know that I 
was wrong. He’s my classmate and a friend, nothing else. And that I’m...sorry for everything.” He 
eyes the common room before looking back at Katsuki. “Now if you’ ll excuse me, I’m going to go 
lay down and try to keep my head on for the remainder of this.” He slides past them and does just 
that. 


Katsuki waits for a moment before moving down the hall again with the wolf by his side. 


At least the idiot pulled his head out of his ass. Now most of the class needs to do the fucking 
same. 


Great. That’ ll be easy . 


It’s quiet in the halls. That’s one thing he’s always hated about this place- how quiet it can be, 
especially at night. 


It doesn’t take them long to walk past the beep of the medical room. He eyes the door slightly, but 
he doesn’t slow. He doesn’t want to know anything until the dumbass steps foot out that door 
himself. 


It seems Yuma is doing the same. 
Keeping a distance. Keeping concern. 
They move on. 

Their shower room is goddamn tiny. 


To be fair, it is underground and half this place is fucking shitty anyway. There wasn’t much to 
expect. It’s kind of awkward looking. Mostly tile with a couple shower heads- basically a high 
school locker room minus the lockers. 


Huffing, Yuma gives him a towel and shows Katsuki where everything is before swiftly stepping 
out. Leaving him in the shower room alone. 


Thankfully, that gives Katsuki the chance to finally take off the sticky clothes on his body. The 
rancid smell of the bloodstains was going to make him scream. Throwing his clothes in a pile- 
hoping to burn them later- he turns one of the showers on to boiling hot. 


The place may be shitty, but at least it gets good water pressure. 


With a sigh, he steps into the water- immediately feeling the relief as the gunk and sticky sensation 
pools off. 


Exhaling, he wipes at his face before looking down at the tile. Green blood circles into the drain as 
it rinses off his skin. Clots falling off and failing to go down the drain. Its fucking gross. 


As he lets the burning hot water run over his head, he rethinks some memories. Newer ones, 
specifically. 


The blood of the alleyway, the police, the visible struggle. The fact that we was fucking fast asleep 
while the nerd got shanked like a goddamn kabob. 


Seeing that made him want to vomit. No one deserves that. No one. 
He’s made that clear many times. 


Katsuki wishes he could stay here all night. The heat on his skin burns, but it feels amazing on his 
sore limbs and his tired face. The steam entering his lungs. The surprisingly decent smell of the 
body wash they have. It's not all bad. 


But, he needs to lay the fuck down. 


Turning the water off, he wipes his face before turning around. He almost leaps out of his skin 
when he finds the goddamn wolf standing there with her eyes towards the ground. 


“Jesus fuck!” He screams. “Ever heard of fucking privacy?!” His hands find their way to where 
they usually gravitate to when this sort of situation happens. 


She blinks at him, unamused. Stretching out a hand, she drops a couple of pairs of clothing onto the 
ground. Oh yeah. That might have been a good factor to know before getting into the shower. 


“You’re welcome,” she signs, keeping the same expression. 

“God, I don’t know how Deku deals with you- get out!” 

She continues to stand there, only her eyes look down and then back up. 

She snorts. 

Yeah. He’s killing her. She didn’t even see anything that piece of fucking shit. 


“Oh, you think you’re real fucking funny don’t you?” He wants to lunge at her, but for obvious 
reasons, that’s not an option. 


She smiles, moving a clawed hand in a ‘so so’ manner. “J may not be able to see it, but you radiate 
small dick energy my friend.” 


“Get out!” He reaches down at the towel, throwing it at her. 
She catches it easily, throwing it back so hard that when it hits him, he literally falls to his ass. 


He can hear her let out a wolf-like giggle before waltzing out. She’s like an older sister and it's so 
annoying. 


“You’re dead, teen wolf!!” 
Katsuki aggressively dries off his hair with a towel, scowling in the process. The damn wolf gave 


him her clothes to borrow- thankfully she likes to wear oversized stuff and she’s taller than him. 
Otherwise, this really would not have worked. 


At least the sweatshirt and sweatpants are comfortable. 


“You’re a dickhead, I hope you know that,” he hisses as he pulls the towel off his hair. Yuma 
snickers in response, who’s sitting awkwardly next to him on the common room floor. 


They came into the room to see four eyes passed out like a rock on the couch across from them. 
Glasses practically off his face as he smashes it against the side of the fabric. 


Yuma looks at four eyes briefly before tapping Katsuki’s foot with a claw. 
He hums, scrunching his brows. “What do you want?” 


“Can I ask you something?” Her eyes look at him gently before raising her hands again before he 
can really even answer. “Why are you really here, Bakugou?” She signs really shit. 


“The hell does that mean?” He tries not to yell. That came out of nowhere. 
She sighs. “Not just now, but period. Why did you all of a sudden care?” 
He continues to look at her like she grew a second head. 


Huffing, she shakes her head and adjusts herself. “For fucks sake, Bakugou. You were his bully for 
a long time.” Her eyes move to four eyes across from them. He almost flinches at the aggression in 
her sign. “J’m not stupid. Neither is the kid. Don’t try to say you’re turning a new leaf because 
society actually sucks. What really changed?” She looks back at him. 


“What the fuck brought this up?” He snaps, still confused. 


Her head jerks to four eyes. “He was a fucking dick head before all of this. And you wanna know 
what changed his mind?” Katsuki looks over at four eyes and his rising chest and then back over to 
her. “Midoriya getting fucking stabbed because he didn’t listen. He realized that sometimes people 
don’t have a choice. And that he made the mistake of grouping everyone into one category. I want 
to know what makes you tick. No judgment here, I’m only curious.” 


His mouth cracks open. 


“So, Bakugou. Why do you all of a sudden care?” She shakes her head. She’s not mad, he can tell. 
She’s just...well he doesn’t know. Confused? Curious? 


It’s so damn hard to tell what a wolf is thinking. 
“Why do you all of a sudden care for someone that you hated for so long?” 


And just like that, like the snap of a finger, a memory comes to mind. 


“P-please st-stop!” 

The sound of a foot making contact with muscle thumps in the air. 

“Awwe, is the little monster trying to speak?” 

Thump. 

“Show us those eyes you love so much.” 

Another thump, only harder. 

“Please stop!” a cry and a choke. 

Katsuki stares down at Deku with annoyance as his classmates beat the absolute shit out of him. 
Over and over. 

Kick and kick. 

Tear after tear. 

An extra bends down and holds Deku down, grabbing a bottle of water from his friend. 
“Let’s see those eyes, Deku!” 

“Stop!” A struggle and a squirm. 


The water is poured from the bottle and directly onto Deku’s face. Entering his nose and his 
mouth, making him choke and gag as he loses the ability to breathe properly. 


“There they are!” 
The bright green eyes show as the water stops. Full of tears and wet from the water. 


Deku looks at him. 


“Kacchan!” He calls, still struggling under two extras. 

Katsuki’s face sours in disgust. 

“Kacchan!” The nerd starts to cry harder. 

One of the extras turns over to look at him. He smiles. 

“Hey Katsuki, wanna jab?” 

Deku squirms again, only to get punched in the gut. He lets out a strangled yelp and a gag. 


Katsuki doesn’t really remember walking over, nor does he remember standing over Deku with a 
sparking hand. The cry of the nerd below. The snickers of the extras. 


All he remembers is feeling a smile creep across his face as winds his arm back. 
“Kacchan!” 

Katsuki scowls. “Stop calling me that, Deku. I’m not your friend.” 

Deku’s eyes widen as Katsuki prepares to punch him across the face with a hot fist. 
Deku screams, squirming so harshly that he actually gets his arms free. 


Another thing Katsuki has a hard time remembering is how Deku was able to leave three nasty 
claw-shaped gashes on one of the extras so fast. 


How he was able to look so angry. 

The bleeding extra screams, holding his cheek in pain. 
“You monster! You fucking monster!” 

Deku cowers, tripping in the sand as he tries to run away. 


The extra not bleeding grabs a rock and throws it. Hard. It almost hits Deku’s head, but it barely 
misses. “That’s right! Run away Deku! Run away and go where you belong!” 


Katsuki looks down at the bleeding extra, and then back up at Deku who’s now running down the 
sidewalk in the opposite direction of their elementary school. Blood dripping from his nails. 


Another rock is thrown. 


“Go back under the bed where you belong!” 


It doesn’t take long for another memory to take its place. 


“Where did that piece of shit go?” Katsuki mutters as he stomps through the hallway of Aldera. It 
hasn’t even been a semester, that slimy shit can’t already have that many hiding spots can he? 


Walking past the bathroom, something catches his ear. He backs up. 


Angry and emotional panting. Inhale exhale. Inhale exhale. A frustrated grunt. It sounds like a 
really bad panic attack. Either that or someone is probably dying. 


The door is cracked open slightly. So, he peeks inside as any curious person would do. 
“Daman it.” A whisper and a sniff. 


Katsuki’s eyes catch a familiar tuft of green, unkempt hair. He’s about to kick the door down when 
something stops him. 


Deku’s on the ground, shaking violently. The marks of soot on his face are obvious, combining 
with the wet tears cascading down his face. Eyes of green and hands with nasty claws, he breathes 
like an insane patient. 


Catching Katsuki off guard, the nerd raises one of his hands and hovers it by his throat. Like he’s 
about to slit it open any second. Nails practically nicking his skin. 


It’s kind of like the world stopped breathing for a moment. 


The nails close to ending it, the tears falling from his eyes. The fact that Katsuki is watching it 
happen. 


Hand shaking even harder, he exhales and grabs his wrist with his other hand, holding it back. He 
huffs, leaning his head against the bathroom wall. He puts both hands in his hair, pulling his head 
down to his knees. 


His hands are clenching for dear life in that tangled mess of hair. 


Katsuki looks at Deku for another second before letting out a tisk. He walks away from the 
bathroom, shaking his head. 


Fucker can’t even kill himself, even if someone told him to. 


And another.... 


“Oi, nerd!” 


Deku walks past him down the hall, gripping at his backpack strap tightly. His face is full of anger 
and frustration. Worn out frustration. 


He ignores Katsuki. 
Katsuki growls. “Deku, I’m fucking talking to you!” He spins around and grabs his shoulder. 
A hand slaps it off quickly. 


“Don’t you ever have enough?” Deku snaps, glaring at him with anger Katsuki could never 
fathom. 


“Excuse me?!” 


Deku rolls his eyes, shaking his head. “You never change, Bakugou .” 


As soon as the name drops from his lips, something weird happens in Katsuki’s stomach. 
It feels wrong. 
Deku adjusts his backpack, and before Katsuki can scream. 


He’s gone. 


The memories fade, leaving Katsuki to blink at the floor slowly. 
Something nudges him. He looks over, finding Yuma tilting her head with confusion. 
“Well?” She signs. 


Katsuki swallows a large lump down his throat, before letting out the biggest sigh since this 
morning. 


“Tm guilty.” 

Yuma halts the signing she was obviously going to start. 

Her mouth opens. 

“T’m guilty, and I feel like shit,” Katsuki says with more intensity. He’s too tired to yell. 
Yuma’s mouth snaps shut. 


He shakes his head, leaning his back even further against the armchair behind him. “I’m pretty sure 
that... am to blame for where he is now.” 


Deku was a happy kid. So happy that it ticked Katsuki off to no end, but that’s just who he was. 
The only problem is...that happiness stopped the moment Katsuki opened his big fat mouth. 


Too soon. It stopped too soon. 


“T don’t know why I...hurt him. I don’t know- maybe it was because I couldn’t stand someone with 
a smaller quirk going towards the same goal. I was a piece of shit, I still am.” 


Deku grew up too fast. And because of it, his soul was crushed. 


“T broke him. I’m probably the reason he still thinks he’s a monster on the inside. Why he ended up 
taking that fucking different path that day-” He growls, rubbing a hand over his eyes. “I’m the 
reason he probably wanted to kill himself so badly in middle school.” 


Yuma stares at him, listening carefully. 


“T kind of knew it was him during the sludge incident. I just didn’t want to fucking admit it. I didn’t 
want to admit that I created what society thinks is a monster.” His fingers play at the hoodie 

strings. “The funny thing is...” he looks her right in the eye for a moment. “Is that when Deku 
came to me to talk, he told me he begged the police and the heroes to leave him alone. To stop. 
They didn’t. They fucking didn’t, just like me when we were kids...” He shakes his head, biting at 
the inside of his cheek. “I’m guilty of my mistakes, and I’m too much of a damn coward to tell him. 
I feel sick to my stomach when I look at him sometimes because I remember that for a long time, 
he was scared of me. Then, for a moment, I was scared of him. It’s funny how things can come in 


full circle...” He tugs at the string a little harder. “How I am to blame for a lot of his problems.” 
Yuma’s lashes flutter as she lightly blinks. 


He sighs, dragging a hand through his hair. “And yeah, I guess you could say I also realized how 
shit society actually is.”” He pauses for a few seconds, watching Yuma smile slightly. “The only 
thing I do have the strength to do is tell him to keep going so we can have a rematch. I don’t know 
how else to tell him that I’m sorry. It would fucking destroy me if he died because of my selfish 
fucking ass.” 


He doesn’t really know how else to put it. 
Deku is a part of a long chain of guilt. Guilt can’t go away with one change in his path. 


Like he said before and many other times. Things will never be the same between them. Never. 
But that doesn’t mean he can’t try to make it up by helping him. 


It’s silent for a moment. 
And then another. 
Yuma breaks it by sighing. 


“Believe it or not, not everything is about you, Bakugou. You may play a part in his story, but so do 
other people. No matter what, you can’t change the way society views him and his quirk.” She 
looks over at four eyes, sighing a little softer. “But...at least the thing you can do is say you’re 
sorry. He won't know unless you tell him.” 


Katsuki blinks, looking down at the ground. He can feel something sharp poke at the bottom of his 
chin, lifting his head up. 


Yuma’s head is tilted with a small smile on her lips. She lets him go. 


“He hates your guts sometimes, but he can tell you’re trying to change. Just give it a shot. There’s 
nothing wrong with trying.” 


Katsuki stares at her for a moment. It’s hard to believe other people can be so right sometimes. 


Katsuki scoffs. “What is it with everyone here being so fucking philosophical?” He decides to 
change the subject for the moment. His head can’t handle a lot of sentimentalities directed towards 
his own feelings, it’s too much sometimes. 


Yuma snorts. 
“You and that damn hag,” he says as he rolls his eyes. 


Yuma’s short laughter dies down at that, leaving a faint smile on her lips. But even that doesn’t last 
long. 


He realizes he hit a nerve. Katsuki raises a brow. “What ended up happening to her, by the way?” 


He suspects nothing good, considering the damn lizard almost broke down sobbing last time he 
asked. 


Yuma takes a slow breath before raising her hands. They are shaking just barely. “Mortifer came 
for Midoriya.” 


Katsuki’s face falls. 

“And...” she takes another breath, looking to the side. “Mortifer left with her.” 
“Shit,” Katsuki curses. 

The hag sacrificed herself. Of course she did. 


Biting at her lip with a jagged fang, she sinks all the way to the ground. Lifting her hands off the 
ground, she signs sloppily. “And I don’t know if we can even do anything about it.” She drops her 
hands, and immediately after she lets her head fall to the ground too. She kinda lays awkwardly. 
Her limbs are too long to really even fold correctly, so she looks like a baby deer that doesn’t know 
what it’s doing. It’s hard to look at because he knows it's not her fault. 


Her eyes move to the side, glistening in the shit light of the common room. Obviously wet. But 
she’s refusing to let out any of that moisture. 


Exhaling, Katsuki lets his legs extend outward. 
She better not bite him for this. 


Grabbing her head, he plops it on his lap. It’s not as big as Deku’s but it’s still bigger than any 
normal dog head. 


Might as well practice making people feel like it's ok. 
She glances up at him with confusion, gapping her mouth open. 


“Don’t make it weird, or I will crack your skull open,” he mutters as he casually places his hand on 
the top of her head. “There’s nothing wrong with trying. You’ll get her dumbass back.” He glances 
over to the couch where four eyes lays, and he could have sworn he saw his eyes cracked open. 


Yuma hums a short laugh, and like that, she breaks down. 
Leaving a disgusting trail of dog snot on his pants. 
Yeah. He may have just spilled his guts on how much he wants to make it up to Deku. 


But man, he really owes him for this one. 


Hazey darkness covers Dai’s face like a fabric bag. Smelling of rotten old food and sweat. 
Oh wait. 
That’s what it is. 


Struggling in her restraints, she yanks at the cuffs behind her back and at the ones on her legs. 
Stuck in an uncomfortable chair and a desperate need to get the fuck out of here. Her skin feels raw 
from the rubbing and yanking of the metal retraining her. 


In an instant, the bag is ripped off her face. 


Hair covering her face, she scowls and lets out a snarl as she struggles again- attempting to bite the 
hand that grabbed the bag. 


Familiar footsteps come to ear. Snapping her neck to the side, a hand grabs at her chin gently. 
“You never cease to give up, don’t you, my dear?” 


And like that, the hand winds back and delivers a painful slap across the face. She yelps, 
practically falling back from the force. 


“It's getting pretty old.” 


“You bastard,” she hisses, finally processing whose hand it is. She struggles in the cuffs, blowing a 
piece of hair from her eyes. “You fucking bastard .” 


Mortifer snaps his fingers, pointing to her face. Following it, a goddamn LC tapes her mouth shut 
with a nasty piece of duct tape. 


Muffling a growl, she struggles more aggressively- attempting to lung out of her restraints. 


This place is disgusting. The rancid smell of blood and piss, the ungodly amount of scratch marks 
on the ground. Being on the inside of a fucking cell once again is something from her nightmares. 


But it’s better her than the kid. 


Sighing, Mortifer steps directly in front of her. He leans down, placing his hands on each side of 
the chair. His new mask makes it even worse to look at him. Even though it does the pleasure of 
covering his face. 


“You really thought you killed me that day, didn’t you?” 
Dai snarls. 
A hand lifts from one of the arm chairs, touching his mask. 


“You’re going to regret not going for the heart.” His hand clenches the mask, pressing something 
on the side. A short hiss of air escapes, and he pulls it off. 


She feels like she’s gonna be sick. 


He looks at her with a demented smile, tilting his head. Scar tissue running up and diagonally 
around his mouth- exposing teeth and gums. Like a rotting corpse. 


“But you’re going to regret a lot more than that, won’t you?” 
He stands up straight, keeping the same smile on his face. 
And just like before, he winds his arm back, and he delivers a harsh blow. 


Only this time, she’s out like a light. 
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“Sweetheart, where are you?” Inko calls, wondering where her son had run off to. “Dinner is 
ready, I made your favorite!” The skillet crackles, smelling of freshly fried pork. 


Still no response. 


Turning the stove off, she sighs. She unties the apron from around her waist, lifting it off her head 
and setting it onto the chair to her right. He’s been shy lately, skittish more so. Like something has 
been bothering him. 


“Teuku?” She calls again. 


Inko typically can’t tell if it's her motherly instincts talking or the anxiety- mostly because her son 
is always enduring something. Her stomach always feels weird, especially when he comes home 
from school and makes a beeline to his room or to the living room. Speaking nothing but a hello. 
Sometimes. 


He’s only six, but she can tell that this isn’t normal behavior for a kid. 


She makes her way to his room, stepping quietly in case he’d fallen asleep by accident and to 
refrain from alarming him. Once again, he’s been skittish- jumpy. Like a feral dog who’s never 
seen kindness from a human before. 


It would hurt her if she made him feel unsafe. Inko doesn’t know how to approach him right now. 
She’s thought it might be wise to find some help, but...for some reason that doesn’t feel like the 
best option for her son. She doesn’t even know what’s bothering him. 


With a huff, she stops at his room, knocking softly as if the wood were to collapse under her fist. 
“Tzuku? You ok honey?” 

She hears a tiny whimper, and that’s enough for her to open the door. 

The first thing she sees in his room is that he’s not in there. 

“Tzuku?” Inko says with a little more panic, opening the door fully with more force. 

Her stomach sinks to her feet in an instant. 

“Honey?!” 


There’s a little sniffle. She turns her head in the direction of his bed. It’s coming from there, but she 
can’t see anything. His bed isn’t very high off the ground, but her kid is small- small for his age. 


“Honey, are you under the bed?” 

There’s a brief moment of silence. 

“N-no...” 

Inko exhales, placing a hand over her stomach as it returns to its normal place in her core. 


She shuffles over to the bed, kneeling down to the ground. She lifts the sheets, peeking under the 
bed with a careful eye. 


“Baby what’s wrong?” She softens her eyes as they lay on her son, crawling into the corner of his 
bed. He looks upset. More upset than his usual manner. 


Izuku shakes his head. 
“Did something happen at school?” 


He sniffles again. His eyes are green and glittering with wet tears- usually, when the green comes 
out, things are typically worse. He didn’t shake his head this time. 


“What happened, honey?” She adjusts so she’s sitting. 


He never tells her what’s going on. If he has a bully if he’s struggling in school if he fell on the 
swings. It could be any of those things or more. 


“Tzuku, you have to tell me what’s bothering you.” Inko tilts her head. “I can’t help if you won’t let 
me in.” 


He doesn’t respond. It's a bad habit of his. 

She sighs. “You at least gotta eat. I made your favorite, it’ll get cold if we don’t go down soon.” 
“T’m not hungry,” he mutters quietly, shifting so he can shield his face. 

“T know that’s a lie,” she responds. “You’re never not hungry for Katsudon.” 

He doesn’t respond again. 


Biting at her lip, Inko lifts the sheets higher so she can get a better look at her son. 


“Come on honey, how about we watch a movie after dinner? Maybe eat some ice cream? You 
don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to, but you have to learn how to eventually.” She watches as 
he looks at her like he’s considering. “I want you to feel ok, ok?” 


It breaks her heart to see him like this. Ever since his quirk finally developed, he’s been having a 
hard time. It sucks. Everything about quirks- but no one can help it, unfortunately. 


Izuku sniffs again. 

“Please,” she pleads. She’d crawl under there, but it’s too tight. 

It’s silent for a moment before she watches him nod slightly. He sniffs, wiping his nose. 
He crawls out slowly. 

Inko practically yanks him out when he’s close enough, pulling him into a hug. 

“You scared me, honey, I didn’t know where you were.” 


““M s-sorry mommy,” he mumbles in her chest, clutching onto her shirt. “I t-thought it was where 
I belonged.” She can feel his tangled hair tickle her chin. 


She leans out of the hug for a moment so she can look him in the eye. “What do you mean, 
Tzuku?” 


He sniffs again, moving his hand to wipe his nose again. Only, now that there is light, she notices 
the bloodstains on his hand. The many many bloodstains. 


Her mouth gapes open but nothing is pushed out. 


Izuku hits his head onto her chest, burying his face in the nook of her armpit. She continues to 
leave her mouth open, placing a hand on his head. 


“Honey...” 
Izuku hugs her tight. 
“Aren’t monsters supposed to go under beds?” 


She starts to feel her shirt moisten as his shoulders shake. She grabs him and holds him tight. Tight 
like he’ll slip away any second. 


And that. 


That right there was the moment Inko felt her heart shatter. 


Nights have never been easy for Inko ever since her son got accepted into Yuuei. 


To be fair, nights have never been easy since he got his quirk. It’s just how she is, she can never 
stop worrying even if he tells her not to. 


Twisted in a blanket on the couch, she nurses a mug with camomile- hoping it will ease her 
stressed heart. It’s pretty early in the morning, but laying in bed and staring at the ceiling till 
sunrise sounded pretty counterproductive to her. Hearing the news and getting a text from Hiroto 
that her son got injured only made things worse. 


She was told he’s ok, but a mother never stops worrying. Especially a mother to a son like her’s. 


Izuku has been off for the past year now, more than usual. More than when he was in middle 
school. Even though a smile has returned on his face, he’s been...tired- well, more tired. Overly 
vigilant. Not to mention his gain in scars. 


She’s not stupid, she knows he gets hurt and doesn’t want to tell her. It’s such an awful habit of his, 
and she wishes he would learn to talk to her. She’s caught him in the bathroom wrapping his torso 
or icing a bruise, but each time he brushed her off. He just slipped at school, or he got caught up in 
a villain fight on his way home. It’s fair, considering a lot of people belittled him as a kid. 
Honestly, she wouldn’t trust other people either if she were him. But it never feels good to keep it 
in. To try not to burden others. 


She thinks it's gotten better now that he has friends- friends like Dai. But she doesn’t know. It’s 
painful that she never knows. 


Painful that she is unable to help him anymore. She tries. Tries to at least be there for him, but Inko 
never knows if it helps or not. She doesn’t know what it’s like. 


Exhaling, she leans forward and places her mug on the table in front of her. A book across the table 
catches her eye, and as she’s leaned forward, she snatches it. It’s one of her memory books- the 
smaller and oldest of the many. Sometimes they end up laying around the apartment in random 
places. She can’t help but look through them when she misses her boy. Scan the faded photos of 
birthday parties and spontaneous trips to the hero stores. 


Leaning back and getting comfy, she opens it. Only, out of reaction to a paper slipping out, she 
shuts it. It floats to the ground slowly, causing her to tilt her head and retrieve it. 


It’s a picture of the day Izuku got his quirk glued to a drawing he did following it. A mighty hero in 
green, holding a clawed fist in the air with a smile. Sparks and sparkles surrounding the scribbled 
body. The picture next to it shows her son with the brightest smile on the planet. A smile she hasn’t 
seen in a while. Bright white teeth and excited clawed hands. 


She can’t help but exhale a little laugh, smiling to herself. He was so happy when he found out. 
Running up to her with little kitten-like claws- practically crying from excitement. Her thumb 
strokes the brittle paper gently as she continues to look over the scribbles and detailed coloring that 
a five-year-old is capable of. The bleeding on the paper from the markers, the glitter shedding off 
the glue, the scratches of colored pencil. She can just imagine Izuku’s little tongue sticking out as 
he focused on his masterpiece. 


Where did that boy go? 


Her smile fades as she remembers that happy little boy will never be the same. The bursts of 
excitement, the rambling, the stacks of notebooks. A hero fanatic. A kid. 


She’ll never forget the first day he came home in shambles, crying so hard he couldn’t breathe. 
The day he told her he was a monster. 


The day he came home and shredded the posters on his wall and ripped the All Might name tag off 
his door, throwing it down the stairs. 


The day he threw most of his notebooks into the trash can. 


The day he told her he no longer wanted to try and be a hero. 


She looks down at the photo with a little more concentration. 


But...she also will never forget the day he came home with a smile that wasn’t forced on his face 
for the first time in years. 


The day he told her he wanted to apply for a hero school. 
The first time he brought friends over. 
The day she realized he’s trying again. 


She curls her lip into a small smile before opening the book and setting the paper in the middle, 
closing it. 


Her son may never be the same as the boy she knew as a baby. A little toddler. 


But it means everything to her that the word monster hasn’t slipped from his lips ever since he met 
his friends. And that he’s getting the help he needs, even when she knows he doesn’t ask for it. 


She just hopes he’s doing alright right now. 


“How much longer do you plan to keep me here?” 

“Oh, you know, till you’re done healing. Since I know you'll do something stupid.” 
Izuku rolls his eyes. “I’m fine.” 

‘*,..you’re joking right?” 


Izuku plays at the wet ground like a bored kid at recess picking at the grass. Pulling up and 
tangling the strings of tar around his fingertips. His eyes dart to the side. 


“T thought you knew me?” 

The void sighs. ‘Stubborn as always.” 

Izuku clicks his tongue. 

A short giggle. 

His head moves to the side as he grips at the tar. “How much longer will I have to do this?” 
A groan. “I told you when you-” 

“No,” Izuku interrupts. “When will all of this end?” 

Sloshing footsteps appear through the dark. A raised brow from across him. 

“You’re going to need to be more specific, you know.” 


Izuku bites his lip. “The sleepless nights, the torture of humiliation and anxiety, oh and the fact that 
a dangerous psycho is after me and everyone I love.” He looks over to his side where his mirroring 
self stands. “The fact that I honestly might end up dying at fifteen.” 


“You won’t.” 


“So you can see the future now?” Izuku snorts. “Who would have thought?” 


His reflection rolls its eyes, sitting down in the glossy tar. ““You’re the most annoyingly stubborn 
asshole I know.” It waves its hand around as it speaks. ‘‘And don’t take it as a compliment.” 


Izuku faces forward. ‘““Then what should I take it as?” 
“A statement is all.”’ 
Izuku blinks. 


One thing Izuku hates the most about his void self is that it’s always honest in its own way. It 
makes it worse that its disgusting drool-covered fangs and narrowed eyes make him see a part of 
himself he doesn’t want to see. The brutally honest and evil bits that he tries to shove down. The 
part of himself that others see when he’s Cerberus. 


To be honest, he doesn’t really know if this void in his head is a part of him or if it's a figment of 
his imagination. 


Either way, it’s not very welcome. Never has been. 


He’s been stuck with it for what seems like hours- to be fair, he doesn’t know how time passes in 
his mind. If anything, it could have been days in real-time. 


So right now, he’s pretty irritated, to say the least. 
“Funny,” Izuku snarks. “But what does my annoying stubbornness have to do with anything?” 
It side-eyes him- eyes of emerald and venom. 


“It just means you’re unbearably irritating when it comes to this stuff. To an awful degree. 
You’re honestly too stubborn to go down easy.” It moves its jaw to the side, cracking it. “ Not to 
mention I’m not letting you die till you pull that head out of your ass.” 


“You’ve said that twice now.” Izuku shakes his head. “What do you want me to learn? Why is it so 
important that you of all things want to keep me alive for.” He looks at it in the eyes now. 


It cracks a tiny smile on its lips. “‘That’d ruin the surprise, won’t it?” The small smile turns to a 
cheeky grin. “You have to figure it out yourself. But, you know, who knows if you’re capable 
of even doing that.” 


Izuku can feel his eye twitch. “I hate you. I hope you know that.” 


“Oh, I do. And that just makes my existence all the more fun .”’ 


Setting a record, Yuma’s back to normal by five. 
Damn, that’s gotta go in the notebook. 


The night’s been...off to say the least. It’s the kind of vibe people usually get when they’re trying 
not to fall asleep in an airport at the ass crack of dawn. No one is comfortable, and everyone is 
stressed and ready to just sleep in their own fucking beds. The air is just really tense and it’s hell. 


It’s literal hell. 


With a tired sigh, Yuma plops onto the couch and pulls out her phone. She dipped from her spot on 
the floor with the blond when she sensed it coming- Bakugou would have had a cow if she 
transformed naked in front of him. That’s pushing every boundary. Literally everyone. 


Propping her feet onto Bakugou’s lap, she relaxes. She’s finally in her clothes. Cozy and very 
much not naked. 


“Sorry for snotting on ya,” she says, looking at Bakugou. 


“T really hate you, I hope you know that,” he says without looking up from his phone. He couldn’t 
really fall back asleep after his last nap, so he’s just been trying to pass time. 


Waiting. 
A lot of people are trying to do that. 


Yuma’s pretty sure glasses ran laps around the training room and she knows Todoroki stayed in the 
med bay all night, but everyone else just kinda fucked off into their own little bubble of worry. 


Even Eraserhead popped off somewhere- probably trying not to lose his mind. 


He’s been stressed all night and morning. Pacing if he’s in a confined space, picking at the skin on 
his nails. Yuma can sense guilt when she sees it. 


lida stinks of it too. 


To be honest, everyone here smells foul. Guilt and the salt of tears. It’s horrendous to her sensitive 
nose. 


It’s heartbreaking. 
Her eyes glance to the door when the sound of footsteps brings her attention up. 
“Fuck you look like shit,” Bakugou barks as Hiroto hobbles past them and to the kitchen. 


He grumbles in response, looking even worse from when she last saw him. She puts her phone 
down and onto her chest. 


“T’m not going to, Yuma, I’m just getting some goddamn Gatorade for my dehydrated ass.” 
There’s probably a reason he’s so dehydrated. His red eyes can be seen a mile away. 
He looks like he just went on a fucking bender. 


“T don’t know if there’s any left in there, but there might be some coconut water.” She points a 
finger at the fridge, getting a judgmental look from Bakugou. “What?” 


“Coconut water?” He raises a brow, putting his own phone down. “What kind of white mom shit is 
that? Also, your broke ass cannot afford coconut water, let alone Gatorade.” 


She rolls her eyes. “We get our shit from ‘broken’ vending machines and clearance, why wouldn’t I 
grab coconut water if it were there?” 


It’s true. Most of the time they have to steal stuff as simple as water if they want the luxury of 
liquids that don’t have a 50 percent chance of giving someone lead poisoning if consumed. 


Sometimes they can scrape up enough cash from side jobs, but sometimes...it’s not enough. Even 
for water and food. 


Sometimes, Yuma just wants to feel like she can afford goddamn coconut water. It shouldn’t be a 
luxury. It’s from a damn coconut for fuck sake. But, the world sucks. 


It always has. 
“Uh-huh,” Bakugou says, keeping the same judgment on his face. 


“[’m gonna go with water, thanks for the wonderful offer though,” Hiroto says, closing the fridge 
with a bottle of water in hand. 


Yuma shrugs. “Your loss.” 

“You want anything, kid?” Hiroto says, glancing at Bakugou. 

He shakes his head. “Nah.” 

Hiroto blinks before opening the fridge again and grabbing two more waters. 
He practically throws them at him and her as he moves to sit in his chair. 

“T said I didn’t need any,” Bakugou snarks as he cracks the cap open. 


“T’m not poisoning you. Just drink the damn water and hydrate,” Hiroto responds, twisting the cap 
off his own water and taking a long sip- awkwardly with his exposed teeth. 


Yuma pops her brow up, shrugging. He cares, he just hates showing it. 


“Ts four eyes still running around like a fucking idiot?” Bakugou asks, pulling the cap off to take a 
swig. 


Hiroto nods, swallowing. “Yup,” he says, popping the p. “Tried talking to him but he’s obviously 
having a mental breakdown. He didn’t really seem to want to stop, even though the smell of his 
pipes burning could disagree.” 


“Todorokzi is still in the med room with that lion, I peeked in on my way back in here. I think he 
fell asleep but I could be wrong,” Yuma adds, leaning her head back on the couch. “He’s oddly 
attached to it.” 


“Where the hell did that thing even come from?” Bakugou barks. 


“Dude, I literally don’t even know what’s going on anymore. We got a new lion friend? Dope, 
couldn’t care less,” Yuma responds half-heartedly. “It’s obviously on our side, considering where it 
came from.” She shrugs. 


“It is,” Hiroto adds. “It’s one of Mortifer’s.” 
Bakugou almost drops his water, sitting up straight. “How the hell did it get here?” 


Yuma’s been wondering the same thing. From what Dai said, like the gates of hell, there is no 
leaving once you go through there. Unless you get lucky. 


But luck like that only comes around once a year if, well. 


Lucky. 


Apparently, Hiroto and Dai used that luck once before. And there is a chance that it may not return 
for them. 


Hiroto shrugs. “Don’t know. But it’s good it’s out of there. Not a lot of people there last long...not 
even the demons that work there believe it or not.” 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Bakugou asks. 


Hiroto sits up straight in his chair. “Well.” He exhales. “As any other organization ran by a 
psychotic maniac if anyone goes an inch out of line...” he digs his hand deep down in the couch 
cushions, yanking something out and instantly throwing it. 


Bakugou ducks as a sharp knife plant itself onto the wall behind. 


“You can probably assume it's only worse for the prisoners,” Hiroto says, leaning back as if 
nothing happened. 


“What kind of psycho keeps a knife inside a couch?!” Bakugou yells as he sits up straight, looking 
back at the knife sunk in the concrete. 


“A psycho that knows how to prepare for anything,” Hiroto says as he raises his water bottle, 
taking another sip. “I’m honestly surprised that the damn lion made it out with just collar 
wounds.” 


“T mean...you were pretty lucky too,” Yuma says, adjusting herself again. 
Bakugou raises a brow, leading Hiroto to sigh and lift his shirt up. 


“Can't really see it while ’'m Gamera, but I got real fucked up when I escaped.” He points at the 
skin on his stomach, visibly showing mangled scar tissue and rough patches of badly healed 
stitching. “It’s fucking better than this damn atrocity though,” he says as he points at his mouth. “T 
can’t do shit with this.” 


Bakugou visibly cringes. 

“But yeah, I got lucky,” Hiroto ends, adjusting his shirt. “Really lucky.” 

Yuma looks at the door, noticing movement. 

“Ah, speak of the devil,” she says as Todoroki and the lion awkwardly walk in. 
Todoroki rubs his eyes. “Do you have any water?” He asks, getting a nod from Hiroto. 
“Bottom shelf of the fridge.” 


He nods, shuffling toward the fridge. The lion looks around before following behind with its head 
down. It looks nervous, or at least uncomfortable now that the panic has settled. It’s in a new 
environment, so it’s understandable it’s a little overstimulated. 


“Oi, take mine I’m not gonna finish it,” Bakugou says, practically throwing it at Todoroki. 
Hiroto gives him a look. 


“Eat shit old man, I told you I didn’t need it.” 


“Oh uh, thanks,” Todoroki says, gripping the water. 

Right as Todoroki unscrews the water Eraserhead pops in, clearly a hot mess. 
It's just a community of mental breakdowns here. 

“Fucking hell, you look horrible,” Bakugou spits. 

Eraserhead rolls his eyes. “Got any-” 

“Water?” Yuma finishes. 

“T was going to say vodka but sure,” he finishes, looking visibly wrecked. 
“Top shelf,” Hiroto says, unfazed. 


Yuma blinks at him. She doesn’t really like it when people use alcohol to cope with something, but 
she doesn’t want to test Eraserhead. 


He’s a little terrifying. 
Eraserhead nods thanks before moving like a zombie to the kitchen. 


“Where were you all this time?” Yuma asks, hanging her head over the side of the couch so she 
can look at him upside down. 


“Needed air,” he responds, opening the top shelf above the fridge. He grabs and pulls out a large 
bottle of vodka that’s probably older than time. “A lot of it.” 


“You look like you got hit by a bus,” Yuma comments. 


“Could say the same to all of you honestly,” Eraserhead responds with no emotion, basically 
pouring vodka into a glass. Not a shot glass. 


A glass . 
Yeah, the energy sucks major ass right now in here. 


Groaning, Yuma sits up straight and hops off the couch. “You, sit.” She points at Todoroki. “I'll be 
right back.” 


“Oh, um alright,” Todoroki says, taking the seat. The lion comes up to him, laying down by his 
feet with a huff. It’s like a damn dog at this point- only staying near Todoroki. It seems the most 
comfortable with him. Familiar at least. 


Yuma leaves and comes back shortly after holding her shiny black guitar. Recently cleaned and 
ready to go. 


“You brought your fucking guitar?” Bakugou snarks as she walks in. 


“Suck my dick, of course, I did,” she responds. “I thought I might play a little. I only really know 
depressing songs minus a couple but it's better than nothing.” 


She hums for a moment, trying to find a place to sit. Everyone is occupying some sort of chair here 
so she doesn’t have a lot of options- usually, she likes a decent amount of room to play. At least 
somewhere comfortable. 


“Do you mind if I lean against ya...” She asks the lion, trailing off at the end because she kind of 
realized she doesn’t have a name for it. Calling it ‘lion’ seems rude. 


It cocks its head to the side. 
“Syouma,” Todoroki says, looking at her. “His name is Syouma.” 
Huh, nice name. 


The lio- Syouma nods his head, signaling her to sit. It’s honestly enormous. Even if it's not as big 
as Midortya, it’s still pretty much as long as the couch. 


“Sweet, thanks.” 


Sitting to the ground softly, she leans against his side- feeling the wiry fur and gentle breathing 
against her back. 


“What are we thinking tonight, ladies?” She lightly tunes the strings. 
She can sense Bakugou roll his eyes from behind. 
“Do you...do this often?” Todoroki asks, holding his water bottle with both hands. 


Yuma shrugs against Syouma. “Sometimes. I usually did it with Midoriya since I’m teaching him 
how to play,” she responds, looking down to pluck at the strings. “Or to practice singing with 
Dai...it’s just a fun hobby I guess.” 


“Tt’s good to have a distraction,” Eraserhead says, bringing Yuma’s head up to look at him. 


He’s stroking a thumb against his glass, looking down at the ground. “I understand the need for it. 
It’s good to have something to do that doesn’t depend on life or death.” 


It’s silent for a moment. 

“That alcohol is making you sound fucking depressed dude,” Hiroto says. 

Eraserhead flips him off, taking another sip of his straight fucking vodka. 
“Honestly...yeah. You’re right,” Yuma mutters. “It is nice.” She holds the guitar close. 
Hiroto sighs. “How about Smoke Signals, Yuma?” He comes in again. 


Yuma looks at him deadpan. “Dude, that song is so sad. Are you sure Eraserhead is the depressed 
one?” 


“Tt is better than listening to you sing Before He Cheats for the hundredth fucking time.” 
Yuma looks at him offended. 

“You do no t sing that song,” Bakugou adds. 

“Tt’s true,” Hiroto says with disgust. 

“That’s literal fucking white trash.” 


Yuma lightly gasps, turning around to point at Bakugou. “That song will forever be the best 
American-Country song to ever exist, period. A fucking banger.” 


“You disgust me,” Bakugou responds. 


“Wow, I’m in a room with literal psychopaths.” Yuma turns back around, adjusting her guitar in 
her lap. “I’m gonna play Smoke Signals, but you better know this isn’t over.” 


“It’s definitely over,” Hiroto comments, getting an eye roll out of Yuma. 


Yuma exhales, rolling her shoulders back. She lost her pick, so lately she’s had to just deal with 
nails or claws. Honestly, no one will care. Singing or playing something will likely get people to 
relax just a little, even if her strumming is a little jacked. 


Bakugou probably won’t, but he’s basically constipation if it were a person so there’s nothing to 
expect. 


“If you cry don’t blame me,” she sighs before picking at the strings delicately. 
She picks at the tune for another ten seconds before opening up her chest and starting. 
“T know I’m a freak.” 


It is one of her favorite songs to play because it’s so easy to work with, but it really is sad. 
Especially how the lyrics can be applied right now. 


Hiroto really just wants to rub salt in the wound, but she didn’t exactly stop him. 
“Ripped the BandAid, broke the peace. Took the lock, but lost the key.” 
The breathing behind her seems to steady, or at least slow slightly. 


“Guess I set you free. I hope you found a place to sleep.” She takes a breath. “I know you’re bound 
to think of me.” 


Everyone is quiet, listening to her. Feeling her breath and song. The lyrics float in the chilled room, 
through the couch, the living room, and the table. The song may have been for them, but man does 
it feel good to do this again. 


“You can come home to me when you’re ready. I left the gate unlocked for you.” She bites at her 
lip for a second, feeling the cords on her fingertips and nails. 


“*Till then I’m sendin’ out smoke signals,” she leans her head back and onto Syouma’s spine. 
“Hopin’ Pll see yours too.” 

Yue wakes up with a groan, feeling her head pound as if she drank herself to intoxication last 
night. 


Her eyes open to the lights in the med room- bright and white. Ow. She winces. The first thing her 
mind focuses on is the beeping of the heart monitor sounding stable. The sound of breathing 
sounds normal. 


Nothing worrisome. 


She sits up, rubbing her head. Her eyes find Midoriya still knocked out on the table- his drugs 
should have worn off by now. Healing a wound like that is exhausting, so she’s not concerned 
right now. 


Bakugou didn’t do a horrible job- the bandages could have been neater, but she won’t complain. 
He’s not bleeding out anymore so it doesn’t matter for now. She can redress them later when her 
head isn’t about to explode. 


It takes her a moment to realize she’s on a cot and not on the floor where she collapsed. 
Smiling, she shakes her head. 

That blond is one stubborn asshole. 

But hey, he cares. 


Turning her body so her feet touch the ground, she stretches her back before standing slowly. Her 
eyes find her phone on the table across from her. She walks over feeling like jelly. Her white coat 
is splattered with green, but again, that’s a problem for later. 


Sighing, Yue unlocks the phone and almost passes back out when she sees the time. 
Jesus Christ... 

She needs to find the others. 

Something catches her ear slightly. A faint hum and roar of an...engine? 

She looks to the door. That student with the engine quirk was here if she’s correct. 


It's a curious thing, really. She could never really read him, even on the screen during the festival. 
It’s odd he’s here. 


Then again, she passed out before she could properly meet him. There is probably a reason. 
Huffing, she stuffs her phone in her pocket, turning to the door. 
The kid isn't waking up any time soon. 


Might as well find out. 


Tenya screeches to a halt. Literally screeching. 


Bending forward he places his hands on his knees and pants hard. He’s repeated this process 
maybe ten times. Running till his exhaust pipes overheat, running to keep his mind off the racing 
inside. To keep his mind off Midoriya. 


The disappointment in his eyes before he was brutally stabbed. 
The fear. 
The frustration . 


And all Tenya did was judge him. Judge him for wanting to help people the best way he can. 
Tenya knows there are people out there that are vigilantes just to make heroes' jobs harder, but 
these people, Midoriya , just want to help people. 


And all Tenya did was judge them. 


Tenya doesn’t hear the door creak open slightly from behind in the height of his ongoing thoughts. 
Nor does he really hear anything else after that. 


It tends to happen when he’s stressed- not really a good habit but it's not his problem right now. 
Something grabs his shoulder. 


Jolting violently, he feels himself fully comprehending his surroundings. Spinning around, he 
preps to throw a fist when his arm is instantly grabbed. 


The snake woman he saw when they came in stares at him unfazed. Obsidian eyes blinking. 
“T...It’s you...” he says, freeing his arm. 


She tilts her head to the side, glancing at the bench across from them. She’s not really who he 
expected to see right now. 


“Um...” 


Her eyes roll before she walks over to it herself. He looks down, noticing the dark green splashes of 
blood on her coat. He swallows. 


Why is she here? 
The woman sits, patting the place next to her with a gentle hand. 
He hesitates. But, a couple of seconds pass and he complies. 


Sitting awkwardly next to her, he bites at his lip. He’s never really talked to her. He only really met 
her when she ushered them to the med room and then shooed them away shortly after. To be 
honest, he’s never been in such close quarters with vigilantes, period. It’s kind of awkward 
considering how vocal he’s been towards people like them. He just feels guilty even breathing in 
their direction right now. 


She moves her hands up to sign something, but unfortunately, he doesn’t know it. 
Tenya shakes his head before she can start. “I’m sorry, I don’t know sign.” 


She smiles in understanding, digging into her pocket right after. She pulls out a phone, unlocking it 
to type something. Her hand turns the phone, showing the screen. 


“What’s troubling you, lida? You look stressed.” 
She seems kind. 

Looking down at his hands, he clasps them. 

He doesn’t deserve that kindness. 

“T...I feel really bad.” 

She turns the phone, typing again. It turns over again. 
“About what?” 


Tenya takes a deep breath, looking back at his hands. 


“For a...lot of things. I guess mostly just for how I was really judgemental towards you and your 
group.” He rubs a thumb over his knuckle. “For saying unkind words towards Midoriya.” 


He can see her tilt her head from the corner of his eye. 
“T’m sorry.” 

He bites at his lip again, fighting eye contact. 

“Tm really sorry.” 


He can hear the snake woman take a breath, placing her hand on his shoulder. He looks over at her 
slowly. 


She’s smiling. 

The hand holding the phone lifts, showing him. 

“People make mistakes, you know. It’s alright. I can see this is really beating you up.” 
Well. 

That wasn’t expected. 


Tenya shakes his head. “But..I don’t understand how you can forgive so easily. How Midoriya 
can- I betrayed his words and was horrible towards his alias. If I wasn’t so stubborn he probably 
wouldn’t have been injured.” 


She shakes her head this time, moving to type something quickly. She shows the phone again. 
“But you’re willing to learn, and that’s what matters, right?” 


Tenya doesn’t understand this kindness. She doesn’t know him. This is the first time they’ ve ever 
spoken one-on-one, and she’s being so nice to him. 


It’s frustrating to a point where he just wants her to hate him. 


“You’re being too kind.” He swallows, looking down at his hands again. He unclasps them. “TI 
resented you for so long. I was disgusted by you.” 


She does the same cycle with the phone. 
“But you’re sorry?” 

ae 

She rabidly moves to type again. 


“Tida, there is a big difference between doing bad and feeling nothing, and doing bad and 
regretting it. You made a mistake, but you want to learn from it. It’s ok.” 


He doesn’t understand. 
He opens his mouth when she shoves the phone in his face. 


“T forgive you. We all will.” 


His stomach feels weird. 

The phone comes out again. 

“You’re really fucking stubborn, you know.” 

He snorts at that unexpectedly, getting her to snicker in return. 


A tiny smile appears on his lips. “I guess I can understand why Midoriya likes you guys..” his face 
drops as he remembers his condition. 


The snake seems to notice that. He can hear her sigh again. Her fingers type smoothly against the 
screen of her phone. 


“He’ll be ok, honey.” She types again. “Come rest for a bit. I could hear and smell your engines 
from down the hall, I know you’re exhausted.” 


“You guys have been so nice to me,” Tenya says as he finishes reading her sentence. “And I don’t 
even know your name, rudely enough.” 


Again, he doesn’t understand. 

The woman rolls her eyes slightly, smiling. She types again. 

“Call me Yue, hon. And of course, why wouldn’t we be? I can tell you care for Midoriya.” 
Tenya nods as he reads. “I do...he’s been a good classmate to us all. He’s...he’s a good friend.” 
Yue nods her head in response. 


He bites at his lip again, just now realizing the tears trying to form in his eyes. He wipes at them, 
trying to make them disappear. He’s a really good person. And so are all these people here. 


She grabs his hand, pulling it down softly. Her eyes are gentle. Without really thinking his lip starts 
to wobble. 


Yue exhales, pulling his arm slowly till she can wrap her arms around his shoulders, and squeeze. 


Everything about her is gentle and soft. Careful. Even the squeeze she gives him, and the slight 
comforting rub on his back with her hand. It’s like a motherly embrace. 


Tenya returns the hug with the same delicate nature. Unsure as to how gentle he should be himself. 
He places his forehead on her shoulder, blinking a tear onto the bench. He blinks another. 


It's ironic to think that he's crying into the shoulder of a vigilante the world thinks is dangerous. 
That he thought was dangerous. 


It doesn’t take long for him to stop, breaking from the embrace to look away and avoid a full-on 
breakdown. The awkwardness kind of kept it short. Tenya sniffs, wiping at his tears again. It’s kind 
of uncomfortable that he can’t hear her- but it’s not like she can help it. 


It’s pretty silent in here. 


He watches her move slightly, catching his attention. Yue releases her hold on the phone, moving 
her hands up to actively sign something. 


It’s slow like she’s trying to teach him. 
Right after she finishes, she picks the phone back up and types. 


“Accept forgiveness, accept failures. We all learn one way or another.” She smiles again. “You’re 
a good kid, Tida. Don’t let this drag you down.” 


Tenya usually doesn’t favor cursing, but god damn it. God. Damn. It. He lets out a hiccup 
unwittingly and an eye blinks out a leftover tear. “Thank you.” He sniffs again. “ Thank you .” 


Yue types again. 


“Of course.” She visibly pauses for a moment before turning it over to type again. Like she 
remembered something. 


“It’s what heroes do.” 

Tenya huffs a short laugh, smiling. 

Yeah...it is what heroes do. 

“That double-crossing fucking-” Tomura growls as he grabs a beer-filled glass and throws it at the 
wall, shattering it. “We were so close!” 

Kurogiri watches him as he grabs another glass to huck it at the wall. 


They almost had him. Midoriya Izuku. The nomu they sent damaged him enough for Stain to grab 
him or keep him distracted enough for Mortifer to do it himself. To finally end this god-forsaken 
deal. 


But of course, the jackass helped him escape. He apparently has a fucking death wish, considering 
what Mortifer possesses. That prick does what he wants at this point. 


Tomura clenches his teeth, grinding them as he moves to scratch at his neck. The man’s been slow 
at telling him his secrets and it pisses Tomura off to no end. Apparently, he needs the kid before 
anything major is traded. The damn kid. The damn kid. 


It would be easier if he didn’t have so many damn allies....he’s so irritatingly hard to capture it’s 
going to send Tomura into relapse. Tonight made him realize that. 


“Shigaraki,” Kurogiri calls quietly. 


“What is it?” Tomura spits as he snaps his head to the side. Kurogiri is just standing there still, 
mist floating and dissipating around his head. 


“ He’d like to speak with you.” 


Tomura snarls. “Clarify for fucks sake, he who?” All of this is driving him mad. Mortifer Mortifer 
Mortifer. This man has too many enemies, including the damn hero killer himself. His presence is 
starting to get difficult to stand. 


Really difficult. 


“Maybe tonight is the night you realize how wrong you are for making a deal with the devil.” 


The monitor on the wall clicks, flashing a picture. 
“Now, no need to be so rude my boy.” 
Tomura’s knees almost collapse at the voice. 


“Sir...” he says as he looks up at the screen. Finding his boss looking down at him with a tilted 
head resting on his fist. “I-P’m-” 


“T can sense your stress, Tomura.” A slight smile can be seen under the oxygen mask. “Tell me, 
what bothers you?” 


Tomura shakes his head, huffing. “Mortifer,” he hisses. 

“Ah.” 

Tomura raises a brow. Ah? 

“What does that mean, sir?” 

A slight position change on the monitor. Switching hands and the direction of his head tilt. 
“T can see you’ re starting to learn.” 

Tomura is getting frustrated. “Learn what ?” 

A chuckle. 

“Tm not the only one out there with a mission, Tomura.” 


Tomura feels a slight chill go down his spine. He didn’t like that. He covers it with a disbelieving 
tisk. 


“He doesn’t match your power, sir. Not even close.” 
“Oh, of course not. It’s comical you have to even mention it.” 


Tomura’s lip parts and his brows scrunch. “Sir, we could easily overpower him and take what we 
want. Take the information he holds from us.” Before tonight, he wouldn’t have proposed that. But, 
oh how do times change ... 


“Well, why would I do that?” 


“He’s not giving us what we want.” He tries not to growl. “He’s a freak. A damn psychopath that 
has dragged us into a deal that will never end with how things are looking. ” 


A hum. “Unfortunate, really.” 
Tomura doesn’t like this at all. 
“What are you saying?!” 


A sigh on the monitor, followed by an amused smile. His oxygen mask squeaks. “The world is 
bigger than us, Tomura. Our intentions will prevail, but for now, things must crumble. Weaken as 
society becomes consumed by what they created. It would only be counterproductive to start an 
unnecessary battle before the war.” 


“So you’re saying we just need to go with it ? Watch the world burn from the sidelines? Continue 
to be a puppet?” 


“Sure, if that’s how you want to put it. Chaos is a beautiful thing and all we are doing is letting him 
start it.” 


Tomura’s mouth slightly gaps open. 


“Keep thy enemies close, my boy. You made the deal with the devil so do what he wishes, and in 
the end, we will have what we want.” 


“’..And that is?” 

He chuckles. “A world broken enough to shatter.” 

Izuku opens his eyes slightly from his small “rest” with an annoyed sigh. He can’t actually sleep 
here, so laying in the tar with his eyes closed was good enough for him. 

It beats talking to that thing any longer. 

Speaking of the devil, his reflection pokes its head over his- smiling with nasty teeth. 


“Today is your lucky hour,” it says with a snicker. It boops Izuku’s nose with a sharpened 
fingernail. 


“T thought I told you to piss off,” Izuku says, moving his head and swatting the finger out of the 
way. 


“Mhm, yeah.” It keeps its irritatingly rancid smile. “But I don’t really give a shit, ” it whispers, 
backing away so Izuku could sit up. 


“What do you want this time?” Izuku spits, turning his head around so he can view the reflection of 
himself. 


‘Would you be surprised if I told you you could leave?” 

“T call bullshit on that.” 

It laughs. 

Izuku spins his body around so he can fully see it. It bends down slightly. 


“I think you’ve had enough fun here, not to mention all your fucked up organs seem to be 
semi ok enough for you to wake up.” 


“Wow, you really do care,” Izuku says, rolling his eyes. He plants a hand on the ground, pushing 
himself up to his feet. “I thought you were going to keep me here for the rest of my shitty life.” 


“Don’t tempt me.” 
Izuku glares. “I'll snap your neck if you try.” 


It laughs again, only softer. ‘‘I’d love to see you try.” It tilts its head with a mad smile before 
grabbing it with both hands and snapping it to the side. Bones crack and its neck is set at a crooked 


angle- disturbing and sick. But, it stands stoic and unphased. Izuku swallows, looking to the side. 
Sick bastard. 


“You’re disgusting.” 


‘Aww thank you,” it says as it moves to reset its head into place. “It’s funny you think you can 
do shit to me here.” 


Izuku is getting pretty sick of this place. 

“Can we just get this over with?” he snaps. 

“Feisty.” 

“Trritating.” 

It smiles, entertained. 

Izuku is getting really sick of this. 

“T don’t care if I can’t hurt you here I will fucking kill you.” 


“Alright, alright, fine.” It raises its hands, walking closer to Izuku. “You’re the boss.” It fucking 
winks. 


Izuku growls. It really just gets ten times more annoying the longer he’s here. He just wants to 
fucking lay down. 


“Try not to kill yourself again,” it says as its arm changes to a giant spike, resembling the one 
that the nomu had. 


Of course . 

It takes another step forward, letting the spike poke at his abdomen. 
“Do me a favor, Izuku.”’ 

“What?” He says with annoyance. 

It leans forward, slapping a hand over his mouth. 


“Don’t scream.” 


It shoves the spike all the way through. 
Izuku wakes up with one of his own hands covering his mouth, screaming nonetheless. 
That piece of shit. 


Groaning, he peels his sweaty hand off his lips, sitting up a little higher. He’s on a cold table in the 
med room and there are very loose bandages wrapping his abdomen, revealing a kind of shit stitch 
job. The cloth tickles his skin as it slips off his body. 


Yeah, Yue definitely didn’t do that. 


He must have recently changed back, considering no one is in here with him. His powers are 
fucking weird. 


Grabbing his stomach with his arm, he looks around the room for something better to wrap around 
this atrocity. His eyes set on a roll on the table against the wall. 


Exhaling, he prepares to slide off the table to retrieve it. A shot of pain goes up to his ribs. 
Nope. 


It’s too high. He’d call for help but he doesn’t have a phone. And screaming will only give 
someone a heart attack. 


Also, god knows what time it is right now. 


Sighing, he bites his tongue as he lets a tail slowly grow. That was also a horrible idea because 
ow. 


Hissing through clenched teeth, he lets his tail flop over the edge to fumble for the table lever. He’s 
not getting off this thing unless it’s lower. 


Knowing him he’II break his neck trying to get off. 
Feeling the lever, he internally celebrates as he carefully pulls down. 
God this hurts like hell. 


The table hums and lowers very, very slow. He clutches his stomach with more pressure as his tail 
keeps its hold. With a click, the table sets in the lowest setting. It’s still high, but he will fucking 
take it. 


Exhaling as if he were holding his breath, he lets his tail return. Doing just that made him sweat his 
ass off. 


Fucking hell. He can’t decide if this or the void is worse. 


The void is worse. 
Scooting to the ledge of the table, he prepares to drop. 


He drops, and his legs immediately give out from under him like they are made of jelly. Cursing in 
pain, Izuku shoves himself up with wobbling legs- gripping onto the table like a lifeline. He walks 
like he’s never done it before to the table, practically slamming into it as he grabs the bandage 
cloth. With a shaking hand, he unwraps it enough to place it on his wound and start wrapping. 


It takes a long time because of how exhausting it is. 


Lifting the bandage to his mouth, he rips it with his teeth. Izuku sets it down onto the table after 
tucking in the hanging leftover piece. 


He pants, leaning a hand on the table like he’s going to pass out again. He looks over at the door 
slightly cracked open, and he contemplates doing something he may regret later. 


He squints his eyes. 


Yeah. 
Fuck it. 


It takes him a good ten minutes to walk down the hall in his current state. Keeping one hand on his 
stomach and the other on the wall. Taking moments to breathe like he’s just run a marathon. 


Where is everyone? 


He hits the common room, peaking in the doorway slightly. Well, his question was answered pretty 
quickly because everyone is in here. And they’re all passed the fuck out. Hiroto is on the armchair, 
Yuma is practically laying on top of Bakugou on the couch. Todoroki is leaning against...a lion? 
And Eraserhead, Yue, and lida have sprawled on the floor awkwardly. 


Literally everyone. 

But.. 

His head feels fuzzy. 

Where’d that lion come from again? And... 

Where did Dai go? 

His head starts to pound and he grips at it, hissing. 
“Midoriya!” 

Flashes of a lion ripping into the nomu. 

Flashes of blood. 

Flashes of a portal. 

Of black tar. 

“Don’t go!!” 

“T love you, Izuku.” 

It all came into his head so fast he gasps, dropping to his knees. 
Someone jerks awake, looking over to him as he pants heavily on the ground. 
Izuku looks up, making direct eye contact with Todoroki. 

Shit. 


His classmate opens his mouth but out of panic, Izuku puts a finger to his own lips- telling him to 
shut the fuck up. 


If he wakes everyone up right now he will regret it. 
Todoroki looks at him in shock, gaping his mouth open and closed like a fish out of water. 


Izuku swallows, taking his finger off his lips. 


Todoroki practically leaps to his feet, rushing over to Izuku so fast he almost crashes into him. He 
drops to his knees, taking a moment to look at him. He looks at Izuku and hovers his arms out like 
he doesn’t want to hurt him. 


“Oh my god,” he whispers as he grabs Izuku and holds him up. “Oh my god.” He pulls him into a 
hug. 


Izuku fights the urge to wince in pain as Todoroki holds him. He can tell he’s trying to be gentle, 
but the state of his body is wrecked. 


“Are you ok?” Todoroki whispers into his ear. “Oh my god,” he says for the third time. Izuku can 
feel Todoroki’s warmer hand grab the back of his head softly. 


Izuku swallows. 
“T love you, Izuku.” 


His lip wobbles as he finally fully processes what is gone. What had just happened to him. He 
raises his arms, hugging Todoroki back. 


“T don’t know.” He blinks a tear onto Todoroki’s shoulder, unaware that he was even tearing up. 
He buries his face in Todoroki’s shoulder, hugging tighter. 


“T don’t know.” 


Chapter End Notes 
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“Sir, she punched me in the face. Hard enough to knock me out,” A very frazzled and bruised LC 
says with anger in his tone. 
“And what brought you to do this, my dear?” He steps a little too close for comfort. 
Of course, the rat had to rat her out. It’s what she gets for being impulsive. 


“Excuse my aggressive behavior, sir,” Nishi swallows. “I only felt it acceptable due to his 
comments regarding the extraction.” 


Her boss tilts his head, glancing at the LC next to her. “And those were?” 

‘““The beast will finally be dead. Now we don’t have to deal with this bull shit anymore.” 
The LC’s eyes widen in horror. 

“T didn’t-” 

Mortifer reaches out, placing his hand over the LC’s mouth. Squeezing tight. 

Nishi swallows the lie she just spilled, knowing what comes next. 


“Are you sure those are the words that came from his mouth?” Mortifer mutters, giving her an icy 
stare. 


She straightens her back. “Of course, I wouldn’t lie to you. I know how important it is for you to 
keep the child alive, let alone to never joke about your plans.” 


Keep looking forward. 


She can hear his breath. Steady, muffled breath. The struggle of the LC at her side. 
“Because if you’re lying, my dear, I will be very disappointed.” 

“T would never lie to you, sir. I know my place.” 

“..very well.” Mortifer lets the LC’s mouth go. 

He gasps. “I didn’t! S-she’s lying, sir, I-I would never say such a thing!” 

“Hm,” Mortifer lets out a short hum, moving his hands behind his back. “You’re stuttering, 45.” 
“N-no!” he shakes his head, taking a step back. 

Big mistake. 

The first rule of talking to him: Never. Ever. Step. Back. 

Ever. 

“Shit...” The LC realizes his mistake almost immediately. “I didn’t mean-” 


A thick rope of tar wraps itself around his throat, lifting him into the air. Nishi flinches at the 
sound of his strangled breathing and squishing from him digging his nails into the wet blackness. 


“You're free to go, Nishi. I believe you have some business to attend to in the lower lab.” 
Nishi bows, feeling a trail of sweat fall down her forehead. 
“Of course, sir.” She turns around, walking away from the struggling LC choking and squirming. 


“Should have known hiring you at a time like this was a waste,” Mortifer mutters as the sound of 
the choking intensifies. 


“T-I would n-never!” 
“Hm.” 
The sound of tar squeezing tighter fills her ears. A choke and a cry. 


“T can’t afford a man that speaks ill of my wants.” It squeezes tighter. “Unlike that ‘beast’, you’ re 
replaceable.” 


The neck of 45 is snapped, putting a nauseating feeling into Nishi’s stomach. The echoing crunch 
almost makes her lose her composure. After hearing the body drop to the ground, she pulls the door 
open calmly, shutting it slowly. 


Nishi exhales everything out of her, leaning against the door with horror-stricken eyes. 
She covers her mouth, gagging. 


“Woah there,” an LC hurries up to her, holding a small trash can up from down the hall. She grabs 
it, expelling every content of food and bile from her gut. 


“Not good I presume?” 


She chokes, lifting her head up with a sickened exhale. Her arm stretches out, pushing him away. 


“What do you think?” she wipes her face, setting the vomit-filled trash onto the ground- walking 
down the hall as if nothing happened. 


“Ah, that's unfortunate. Kinda his fault though, he didn’t put in an effort.” 
Really... 


“Go back to your post, 67. I’m behind on my work.” She clenches her fist. She might be sick 
again. 


“Right...” 


She takes a right, leaving the dim hall. Even if he was a dirty demon follower, he didn’t have to 
die. 


But regrettably, for this to work, she can’t be taken out of this so soon. Nishi swallows thickly. 


Honestly, she’s going to have to walk on her toes from now on if she wants to keep it that way. 
Luckily, he knows she's “faithful” to him, regardless of her past. But she doesn’t know what he 
thinks. 


If all he could know everything. 


Too many things have happened, and too many times she has almost blown her cover. Years of 
trying to mole through the inside would be a waste. Peoples’ lost lives will be for nothing. And 
everything will falter. 


Everything. 


Unfortunately, it's a little difficult to act normal after what just happened. After who just came in, 
especially. 


Her throat burns. 


Nishi sighs, grabbing her bag from the floor by the door to the next hall. She moves her watched 
wrist up to view. A slight blue hue flashes, allowing her to press and swipe at it like the screen 
below. 


She flashes her key card by the door, listening to it beep and click. After opening the door to the 
Lower East Chambers and slipping through, she presses a finger onto the hologram. Not much time 
now. It disappears. 


For times like this, she needs the surveillance room to see her walking across the hall without 
stopping. 


But, well, that’s not what she’s actually doing. 
She planned to do this earlier, but of course, things aren’t always clean and easy. 


The East Chambers aren’t as bad as the one designated for the dying souls. The ones given up on. 
But it’s still bad. 


The smell of blood tickles her nose here too. She hates that the lower lab is right on the other side 
of the doors across the hall. It's torturous. 


A soft roar comes from the right and a chirp from the left. 


The slithering sound of a reptilian tongue as she walks down the pathway. The sound of breathing. 


Her eyes glance up at the camera in the top left corner, watching as its light sits still at a blue 
instead of its normal blinking red. Good. That means her fake video is running smoothly. 


She halts at one of the cells, feeling her coat rub against her leg as it sways. 
“Didn’t think you’d wound up here again,” she says, kneeling. 


A head turns from the dark corner of the cell. Long, knotted black hair that once looked silky. A 
nasty memory-filled scar. 


“You smell of blood,” Dai bites back, looking back at the corner of the cell with emptiness. 
Soulless eyes. She hasn’t even been here a day, and already her instincts have returned. “Didn’t 
think you’d be on the wrong side of things.” 


“T’m not doing what you think I am.” Nishi grabs the bag slung around her shoulder, opening it and 
grabbing a portionable piece of sourdough and a peach. It's practically nothing, but in a short time, 
it was all she could grab. She places them through the bars. She still feels nauseous. 


Dai glances at the food before returning her eyes to the wall. 

“Are the others here a joke to you?” 

“No,” Nishi shakes her head. “You know that.” 

It kills her that she can’t offer food to everyone. She knows everyone is starving. 
“Do I?” 

Nishi bites at her cheek, looking up at the camera again. She stands up hesitantly. 


“T don’t have a lot of time.” One of her hands grabs at the bars and she leans close. “ We don't have 
enough time.” 


Dai is silent for a moment before sighing. Her tone is tired. “You’re going to get yourself killed, 
you fucking idiot.” She shakes her head, understanding what Nishi is doing now. 


Tl almost did... 


Nishi glances up again. “I have maybe two minutes, Dai. If you don’t want to listen, fine.” She 
grips at the bar tighter. “There is more than a dent in this. We are so close. But...Mortifer is also 
just as close in his own path.” 


The fresh memory of a neck snapping makes her shiver. 
Dai turns her head back again. 


“T was almost caught today because I am risking everything for this to work. Just because you took 
your child’s place now doesn’t mean he won’t be here eventually. I know you know that.” 


Dai’s eyes change at the mention of the kid. 
“We need a plan.” 


Nishi’s eyes glance at the camera again. 


“We need to-” 
A weight slams against the bars. 


“Figure out how to overthrow the system?” Dai snaps, pressing her forehead against the bars. “Free 
everyone and sing kumbaya?” She shakes her head, looking to the door to Nishi’s right. ““ Don't 
push it, Nishi . You’re stepping too close to the line.” Her eyes stare her down intensely. “I can tell 
you’re already feeling it.” 


She’s referring to the sick look on Nishi’s face. The look of ‘I just vomited my stomach out of my 
body.’ Nishi glances to the side, blinking. 


“If I don’t push we will lose, only this time we won’t get a second chance,” Nishi responds. “Now 
that you’re here again your time is much shorter. Understand that I am only rushing because I have 
to.” 


“Oh please, Nishi. I can see the sickness of this place rubbing onto you too much. You’re going to 
drag the wrong people into this. You’re making the same mistake I did and you’re going to get 
yourself killed . ” 


“T’ve been sick ever since that bastard put a needle in me.” 


Dai inhales deeply, obviously irritated. “I can’t stop you, I know because your stubbornness 
matches mine. But don’t base your plan on me. Don’t involve me. Don’t step on a line you’re not 
supposed to. Be smart about this.” 


“Don’t involve you? Don’t you want to protect your kid?” 
Dai pounds a fist on the bar, making Nishi flinch slightly. Her face shows pain. A lot of pain. 


“Of course I fucking do. Are you dim? You’ll be stepping on eggshells if you try to involve me in 
this right now. Not to mention his eyes are all over me right now. I want that piece of shit dead just 
as much as you, but you have to be smart.” 


Damn it. 
Damn it. 


Dai closes her eyes, exhaling. She reaches her arms through the bars and Nishi can feel her hands 
gently grab the back of her neck, pulling her close to the bars. She can feel Dai’s forehead against 
her own as she pulls close. 


“Leave me be. Do your work as if I weren’t even here.” 

“But-” 

Dai releases her hold, showing a small smile. “This is bigger than me.” 
“He’ll kill you.” Nishi pleads. “Just let me help you too.” 

Let me help you as you helped me. 


“No,” Dai mutters, bending down to grab the items of food. She lifts back up, holding the food out 
for Nishi. “You are smart, I know you are. If he even senses that you’re helping me, there will be a 
bullet in your brain or worse. You’re not getting yourself killed when you’ ve obviously made 
progress.” 


Nishi bites at the inside of her cheek, looking at the camera above. It’s frustrating. 
It's so frustrating she can feel the pressure in her chest rise to her throat, making her swallow. 
Dai presses the food close to Nishi’s hands. 


“Watch over the kid and help the others like you have been doing. Be trusting to him . As you said, 
there isn’t much time.” She places the food into her hands. “I will be ok.” 


You won't. 

Nishi squeezes the food before placing it in her bag. 

“You’re such a mom,” she mutters, shaking her head. 

She’s almost out of time. 

“Ten seconds hon,” Dai says, catching Nishi off guard. 

She looks at Dai for a second. She had been counting the time? 

“Go.” 

Nishi clenches her jaw, shaking her head again before turning and walking towards the door. 
She pushes down the pressure in her throat and the feeling of tears as she opens the door. 

I don’t care if you don’t want it, Dai. I will find a way. 


If it’s the last thing I do. 


Izuku stares off as Yue checks over his abdomen. 


“You’re lucky you didn’t tear a stitch!” She signs aggressively after finishing. “Are you trying to 
kill yourself?” 


“Sorry,” Izuku mumbles. He can feel Todoroki’s warmer shoulder by his side on the couch. His 
classmate hasn’t left his side since he stumbled into the common room, afraid he’! collapse. Or 
worse. He’d be clinging onto him if it weren't for Yue. It’s kind of weird considering they haven’t 
talked a ton, but he appreciates it. He appreciates it a lot. 


Everyone is standing around him cautiously. Giving room for Yue and him, but also keeping their 
eyes glued onto him. Supposedly they think the same as Todoroki. They almost screamed when 
they woke up to him on the ground. Ever since they’ ve kept a distance- nervous they will hurt him 
if they touch him. 


She sighs. “You’re lucky. You healed fast and somehow didn’t worsen the damage when you 
walked here.” 


Izuku nods as Yue leans back. 
“What were you thinking?” 


“T wasn’t,” he says, meeting her eyes. “I woke up confused. I wasn’t...aware at the moment as to 
how bad things really are.” God his voice sounds like shit. “I just kind of acted on impulse....” 


Yue tilts her head and everyone else stays still. 
“She’s gone, isn’t she?” 
The Oni flinch within the clump of others. Taken off guard at his sudden question. 


He swallows, looking at each pair of eyes glued on him. They appear stuck in their own thoughts- 
unable to say what is itching their tongues. 


Everyone looks like they are being eaten alive by guilt, by worry. Bakugou...especially. He looks 
horrible. 


He can’t see lida’s face, but he knows it’s not good. 
His lip wobbles slightly. 


Everyone stays silent in the room. They look heartbroken. All he can hear is the beating of his own 
heart and his breathing. His really shitty breathing. He sounds like he has lung cancer for fucks 
sake. 


He bites his lip. “Can...Can you guys say something?” his voice breaks. “I-I don’t know what to 
do.” He sniffs, moving a hand up to wipe at his eyes. “I don’t....It’s my fault...isn’t it?” 


Yuma breaks her stoic hold, marching up to him and Yue. 
“Tt’s my fault-” 


She crouches down, looking up at him with watery eyes. They close, releasing a tear. Her hands 
find themselves grabbing the sides of his head, bringing his forehead to hers. 


“Tt’s not your fault,” she says with a cracking voice. “It’s not your fault, Midoriya.” She shakes her 
head, moving her hands to his shoulders. She hugs him as gently as possible. 


And gentle is something Yuma doesn’t do. 


Izuku feels everything, but at the same time, he feels nothing. An emptiness. Emptiness one feels 
when getting used to pain. 


To the suffering. 
He leans his head against the side of Yuma’s. 


Something grabs his shoulder hesitantly. It’s warm. Warmer than the normal temperature of 
someone’s body. He doesn’t even need to look to know it’s Todoroki. He can recognize the 
hesitance and unknowing energy radiating off his body. That this is all he could think of when it 
comes to comfort right now. Izuku doesn’t even consider this awkward, he just needs to feel the 
people around him and know they are ok. That they are still here. 


“Tt’s never your fault.” 


Izuku blinks a tear onto Yuma’s shoulder, and he raises his hand, placing it atop Todoroki’s on his 
shoulder. 


It’s sometimes hard to believe that. 


“Are you sure you don’t want the news to bring up the kid, sir? We don’t know for sure...” 
Naomasa nods his head, sighing. 


“Yeah, Endeavor notified me that his son is alright and he’s currently with Ingenium’s brother- 
Tenya lida- and Eraserhead. Even if he’s an asshole, he’s got good judgment. It’Il only cause more 
panic if it’s announced that two kids are ‘missing’ even though we’ ve heard from them and a pro 
hero.” 


“And that lion?” 
“An acquaintance of Shoto Todoroki.” 
The officer hums quietly. “Do we really believe the student’s words?” 


“Endeavor said his son sounded normal and nothing was out of the ordinary.” He shrugs. “Last 
night was a lot for everyone, so it’s hard to not believe his words. Not to mention Endeavor did 
hear from the underground hero briefly.” 


“Understandable, sir.” 


Naomasa places his elbows on his desk, rubbing circles into both sides of his temple. None of this 
is making any sense. 


“Thank you for your help, you may go. I need to focus on this,” he says, shooing the officer out of 
his office. 


He groans, leaning back in his chair as the door is shut. He recently got news from one of his 
subordinates that Native had woken up in the hospital. According to his words, the hero doesn’t 
remember much after he was injured by Stain besides that there was a kid also there- Tenya lida 
most likely. He was in and out of consciousness due to blood loss and a light concussion. But, he 
does remember seeing Cerberus in those blinks of consciousness. That there was an aggressive 
fight but he couldn’t tell who was involved. The next thing he knew, he was in the hospital. 


He blinks as he thinks over his thoughts. 


Cerberus being involved complicates things. Firstly, the alley was covered in blood that was the 
color of forest green. Blood that color is especially rare- typically only seen in people with certain 
blood altering mutations or sicknesses, but not Cerberus. Every scene that had ever involved 
Cerberus never had green blood. Never. Not USJ, not Takoba beach, not the second day of its 
appearance, nowhere. So there is a chance something or someone else was involved in this, and 
due to the amount of blood, there’s a chance they could be horribly injured or even dead. 


Naomasa sits up straight, placing a hand on the many papers on his desk. 


Besides that, a Nomu was in that alley as well. He leans forward, scratching his chin. When he and 
his team first arrived at the scene, they didn’t even notice a Nomu was there. It was so horribly 
ripped up and bloodied it didn’t even look like anything. 


They mistook it for a pile of trash in the dark. They couldn't even put it in a body bag. It was so 
torn up. 


He pulls out a notepad from underneath the mess of papers, grabbing a pen at the same time. 
Naomasa quickly scribbles down the information known about the alley as well as the general 
attack on Hosu city. 


e The responsible criminals involved in the Hosu attack were obviously the League of Villains 
considering the appearance of Nomu. It was impulsive and destructive, happening too 
quickly to even predict. 

e Native and Yuuei student Tenya Iida were involved in the appearance of Stain in an 
alleyway- away from the mess in central Hosu. 

© A Nomu showed- later identified as deceased 
© Cerberus showed 
© Possible third persons involved 
e Blood- colored dark green. 
e When police arrived on the scene, no one was there besides the deceased Nomu. 


He taps the pen on his chin. He’s at a blank right now. None of that lines up. It would make sense 
if Cerberus or Stain were involved with the league, but through obvious correlation, they don’t 
take favor towards that group of villains. 


The bigger issue though is understanding where that blood came from as well as how lida ended up 
with Endeavor’s son, a lion chimera, and Eraserhead. There is a chance Todoroki showed up on the 
scene with the lion, grabbing Iida. But that doesn’t answer Eraserhead. They are his students, so 
it’s probable that he ended up snagging them from the scene. 


But at the same time, it doesn’t make sense as to how they knew where to find lida or how they 
were all in the same area at the same time. He won’t know unless he gets them in for questioning. 
And that’s not happening until they appear. 


It’s like trying to solve a cold case. He’s been stumped ever since Cerberus came to be. 
There’s a knock at the door. 

“Come in,” he says tiredly. 

The door opens, showing one of the officers he sent out earlier to collect samples in the alley. 
“Sir, there’s something we’d like you to look at.” 


Naomasa raises his brow, realizing the officer is holding an evidence bag with something very 
small inside. 


“What have you found?” 
The officer walks in, placing the bag on the table. 


“We found this attached on one of the brick walls of the alley. We almost didn’t notice it because 
of its size and color, but luckily we have someone on the team with good eyes.” 


Naomasa grabs the bag, looking at it closely. It’s a camera. 
“This isn’t ours,” Naomasa says, examining it closer. “I don’t even think it's city grade.” 


“Exactly,” the officer responds. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a camera like this before, but it was 
there.” 


He’s right. It’s small and it resembles a camera police will wear as body cams, only it's a lot flatter 
and faded red like the brick. It looks way too advanced to be anything they’ ve ever seen. 


“There weren’t any wires attached to it either, it was just stuck to the wall.” 


Naomasa hums curiously. 
“Anything else to report?” He looks up at him. 


The officer nods. “Yeah, actually we found something else.” He pauses to clear his throat. “We 
sent it to the lab alongside the blood, but on the ground, there were very faint remains of black 
tar.” 


“Tar?” Naomasa repeats. 


He nods. “It’s strange. It appears someone with a tar quirk was involved in this as well, but we 
don’t know for sure. We barely know anything regarding what happened.” 


Naomasa grabs the bag, handing it back to the officer. This just keeps getting worse. “Thank you 
for the report, you may be excused.” 


The officer bows slightly before turning and leaving the room with the camera. 
Leaning back in his chair lightly, he looks down at the notepad. 
He clicks the pen, writing down something else. 


e Camera 
e Unknown black substance- possibly tar. 


Something about this really isn’t right. USJ provided the proof of a dangerous criminal 
organization- The League of Villains. And there’s a chance last night revealed the possibility of a 
new villain. Tar, high-tech cameras- it reminds him of what happened during the festival. 


It seems unrelated to the league. Too...calculated. 

Naomasa places the pen down on the table with a clack. 

Eraserhead was right when he said there are bigger things to worry about. 

The only problem is...he doesn’t know what. 

“God, the fucker passed out again?” Katsuki hisses as he crosses his arms, glancing at Deku on the 
couch. 


Yuma gives him a dirty look. “He was impaled, and then not even ten minutes after waking up, he 
walked here. I’d pass back out too, that had to be exhausting.” She looks at him with puffy red 
eyes. “Not to mention he’s an emotional train wreck right now.” 


“Speak for yourself.” 

“Oh shut up, I saw you. Mr. I’m so serious and concerned.” 
Katsuki rolls his eyes. “At least I didn’t ball my eyes out.” 
“Oh please.” 


Lizard man pops his head in from the doorway. “Oi, let’s let him be for a bit.” He waves them out. 
“We aren’t going to be gone for a while, he just doesn’t need all of us sitting and waiting. The last 
thing he needs is something to overwhelm him.” They’re the only two left in the room apparently. 


Everyone was ushered out when Katsuki helped lay Deku down on the couch. The only one that 
really put up a fight was half and half. He’s got the attachment of a puppy- not wanting to leave due 
to its protective nature. It was kind of pathetic to watch, he hasn’t even known the nerd that long 
and already he’s attached to the hip. Katsuki doesn’t really want to leave either, he’ ll admit, 
considering the last time they left him unsupervised. The dumbass would probably snap his leg in 
half on accident. 


“T’m staying,” Katsuki argues, sitting on the ground in front of the couch. 

Lizard opens his mouth but Katsuki raises his hand. 

“Tm not having him wake up alone to do something fucking stupid again, you go.” 
Yuma looks like she wants to stay too. 


Lizard nods after a moment of hesitation. “Fine, but Yuma you come. You need to let off some 
steam.” 


“T actually don’t, thank you.” 


The lizard looks at her with no emotion. “I’m teaching Todoroki illegal shit, I feel like you’d have 
fun doing that.” 


“Oh fuck yeah why didn’t you say so?” 
Hiroto snorts with a smile as she jogs to the door. 


“Can we drag four eyes in too? I feel like he’ll have an aneurysm if I show him how to properly 
hop a fence to get away from the cops and I wanna see that.” 


Hiroto rolls his eyes. “Let us know if he wakes up, ‘kay?” 

Katsuki nods, watching as they disappear around the corner. 

He turns to look back at Deku, immediately coming close to screaming in the process. 
The piece of shit is turned around, staring right at him. 


“Jesus fucking- what the hell is wrong with you?” He places a hand on his heart, swearing he felt it 
stop for a moment. He hasn’t really seen him awake this close up so it’s disorienting. “You gave 
me a fucking heart attack.” 


Deku looks at him tiredly, exhaling a long breath. “My bad.” God, he looks and sounds horrid. 


Katsuki blinks, annoyed. “What are you even doing awake? Did you seriously pretend to pass out 
on us?” 


Deku shakes his head, moving it to look at the ceiling. He rubs his eyes. “I did pass out, but I woke 
up after you laid me down. I just wanted to talk to you...” 


“Well, why didn’t you fucking say so earlier instead of waiting to spook the shit out of me.” 
“Alone,” Deku finishes. 


Oh. 


“Well, what did you want to say? It has to be important considering you almost made me shit 
myself.” 


Deku turns his head over to look at him. “I know it was you.” 
Well, that’s ominous as shit. 

“Wh.” 

“The one that stitched me up.” 

Katsuki blinks, taken back for a second. 

“How the hell did you know that?” 

“Tt was pretty shitty.” 


Katsuki’s face drops. “I will gladly pull those stitches out of your body you ungrateful piece of 
shit.” 


Deku chuckles, placing a hand on his stomach. “Thank you. You really didn’t have to do that.” He 
pauses. “You really didn’t have to do any of this.” 


Katsuki shakes his head, turning around to lean against the couch. “Half and half called me in 
fucking shambles and I thought you kicked it. I was apparently the only one that could, considering 
I didn’t see you flatline twice.” He looks to the side of the room. “I was elbow deep in your fucking 
stomach like you were an alien corpse so you better owe me.” 


Deku snorts. 

It’s silent in the room for a moment. 
“You really have changed.” 
“What?” 


“You’ve changed,” Deku repeats, only more sure. “Middle school you would have hung up the 
phone.” 


Katsuki exhales quietly. He’s quiet for a minute. 
“T was a shit head.” 

“You were. You still are sometimes.” 

“So what changed?” 


Yuma’s voice rattles in his brain. “Why do you all of a sudden care for someone that you hated for 
so long?” 


“... [don’t know...” 
He senses Deku raising a brow right now. “I feel like you’re lying to me.” 


Katsuki sighs. 


“He won’t know unless you tell him.” 

Yeah...and how things are looking, he might never get a chance to. 

Katsuki bites at the inside of his cheek. “Fucking...guilt I guess.” 

“Shit, you actually said something?” 

Katsuki growls. “Suck a cock.” 

“Ok ok sorry, sorry continue.” 

Katsuki lifts his knees, wrapping his arms around them. He takes a deep, long breath. Just do it. 


“You turned from a blubbering quirk fanatic that actually liked your life to a shit head who hates 
the world in only a few years and most of that is my fault.” 


It’s silent for a moment. 

“..fuck that was a big sentence.” 

Katsuki clicks his tongue. “You really did get your damn mouth from me, didn’t you?” 
Deku sighs. “It’s not all your fault, Bakugou.” 

“How are you so sure of that?” 


Deku is quiet for a second. “You're not the one that gave me my quirk, this would have happened 
eventually.” His tone is a lot more melancholy than before. “Don’t give yourself the credit...” 


“T told you to kill yourself,” Katsuki blurts. 
He can feel Deku tense behind him on the couch. 
“..1 watched you try, you know...” oh my god stop talking. “In the bathroom at school.” 


He’s starting to regret opening his mouth. The look on Deku’s face is enough to make his stomach 
hurt. 
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“T’m guilty as shit, Deku.” Stop talking . “You can’t keep pretending that you’re fucking fine 
because I know you’re not. You almost fucking died today, you idiot.” 


Apparently talking all this out to Yuma earlier didn’t help, because right now he’s vomiting his 
words and he can’t seem to swallow them down. So much for calmly apologizing. 


“Bakugou...” 


“Each thing that fucking happens to you I blame myself. Each time you beg for mercy or cry for 
people to stop is a reminder that you said the same things to me. I stressed you out on the day of 
the sludge villain. The day after. I’m the reason you grew up miserable and hating your quirk. I 
know that damn wolf told me this isn’t about me but I have a hard fucking time regurgitating that 
into my own words.” He doesn't really realize he’s not breathing a lot, and it’s starting to hurt his 


lungs. Considering how many words he’s speaking. 
“Bakugou.” 


“Tm.......” he huffs. Just fucking say it you coward. “I’m fucking sorry, Deku. ’'m sorry. ?m 
guilty and I’m a piece of shit. I’m trying my best to learn and do better but I feel like I can’t, so all 
I’ve been doing is trailing behind you like some sick puppy to help with the collateral damage 
because I’m too much of a coward to admit that I hurt you-” 


A hand grabs his shoulder. 

“Bakugou!” 

His head whips around. 

“What?!” 

He pants, staring at Deku’s gaped mouth and slow breathing. He looks horrified. 
Katsuki feels something wet on his cheek. Fuck. He sniffs, immediately wiping it away. 
Deku lets his shoulder go. “Bakugou, why didn’t you just say something?” 

“Because I’m a fucking coward!” 

Deku flinches slightly at the louder tone. 

Fuck. Katsuki wants to bite his tongue off. 


“T can’t- I’m sorry.” He moves to get up, but he stops when a hand grabs his arm. It yanks, pulling 
him towards the couch. 


Two arms wrap themselves around Katsuki aggressively- awkwardly- leaving him in shock. 
“Wh-” 
“It’s ok . God, believe it or not, this isn’t about you.” 


Bakugou hovers his arms, unaware if he should hug back or not. They haven’t done this since they 
were children. 


“You’re not a coward, Bakugou. You may have hurt me, but...you’re willing to change,” Deku 
whispers as his chin rests on his shoulder. “You are the most emotionally constipated person I 
know and you just opened up to me. That’s changing.” 


Katsuki keeps his arms out. He literally doesn’t know what the fuck to do right now. 


“And...well...we’ve grown up, believe it or not. We’re not five anymore.” He sighs a small laugh. 
“T guess all it took was for me to turn into a demon dog.” 


“That shouldn’t have been why...” Katsuki mutters. 


“T mean it when I say you’ve changed. No shitty person would do what you’ ve done for me. It was 
really hard for me to allow you to come back into my life, but it helps that you want to try.” 


For some reason, that triggered something inside Katsuki. His arms actually close in and hug him 


back. 
It’s awkward as hell. 
“T still can’t reverse what I’ve done to you though,” Katsuki chokes out. 


He can feel Deku’s hair tickle his skin as he shakes his head no. “You can’t, but it’s the past. 
Despite what you think, this all would have happened to me eventually. You’re already trying to 
make the future something different, and I think it’s best we focus on that.” 


Katsuki stares at the couch in front of him. “I don’t deserve your forgiveness.” 

“And I didn’t deserve to get shanked last night but who gives a shit anymore.” 

That actually makes Katsuki snort slightly. “I sometimes don’t even recognize your dumb ass...” 
“Don’t go soft on me now, it’s kind of freaking me out.” 

Katsuki lets out a tisk, hugging him tighter for a moment- placing his forehead on his shoulder. 
“Y’m a mess. I still don’t understand why your thick head actually tolerates me.” 


“Got that right,” Deku responds, releasing from the hug. “I don’t know either, but I’d rather you be 
a friend than an enemy. It takes less energy.” 


Katsuki sighs, nodding slightly. “Better not go calling me ‘Kacchan’ again.” 
Deku audibly cringes. “God, I can’t believe I called you that.” 
“T still call you Deku, so are you sure I’ ve changed?” Katsuki shakes his head. 


Deku moves to lay back down on his back, wincing through his teeth in the process. “Eh, I don’t 
mind it anymore. It used to hurt, but when you’re called Satan’s demon dog on the days you tend 
to pick favorites.” He hisses again as he adjusts. “Plus, I think we can both agree it would be 
uncomfortable if you called me anything else. ’ ve known you for ten years, Bakugou. You're like 
a brother I can’t get rid of, so Deku is just a weird nickname at this point.” He shrugs lightly. 


Katsuki’s not the only one that supposedly changed. Looking at Deku now versus looking at his 
child self- it’s almost revolting. He grew up way too damn fast. 


Katsuki exhales. “I need to go tell them you’re up, you know.” 

Deku relaxes onto the couch, placing a hand on his bandaged stomach. “Just...wait for a moment.” 
Katsuki pauses, watching as he stares up at the ceiling with exhaustion. 

“T need a moment.” 

Nishi flips through her papers slowly, listening to the news as background noise as she tries to 
focus on her assignment. The bastard’s been pushy lately. 

He’s getting impatient. 


“Late last night, according to the pro hero Native, Cerberus appeared in an alley along with Stain- 
The Hero Killer- and an unidentified monster from the attack police are calling Nomu. After 


observing the scene, there is a clear picture that there was a struggle.” 
Nishi tunes into the tv, turning around with a stack of papers in hand. 


“Through close identification of the amount of blood and carnage around the area, it is made clear 
that someone had been gravely injured or killed during the struggle due to the nature of the blood. 
Green blood and a deceased Nomu were found on the scene this morning. There is a possibility 
Cerberus is involved with another murder, so please walk at night with caution.” 


Nishi drops the papers with wide eyes. 

She didn’t remember there being a Nomu there... 

Did Eraserhead make it in time? 

Snatching her bag off the table, Nishi doesn’t hesitate to run out the door. 


“Tf anyone has any information regarding the position of Cerberus or Stain, please call the police 
immediately-” 


She slams the door behind. 


Eijiro watches the tv in his living room with a careful and tired eye. 


This morning, he woke up early to his phone blown up with texts and an alert by the news to stay 
inside. Nothing anyone would really like to see at 7 in the morning. 


A text from Fourth Kind that he’s not letting him and Tetsutetsu come back to finish the internship 
specifically caught him off guard. It wasn’t until he read about what had happened last night to 
really properly understand why. 


Hosu had undergone a horrible spur of events. Nomu raided the city, buildings and cars burned, 
people were hurt and some were even killed. An event in an alleyway is sending police on a loop. 
The Hero Killer almost killed Native. 


Apparently, the hero remembers coming in and out of consciousness. Seeing flashes of the 
vigilante Cerberus and a lot of blood. Green blood. 


The next thing he remembered was waking up in a hospital. 


It’s like everything in that alley disappeared. And there’s a chance someone could have died, but no 
one knows for sure. 


It doesn’t really help his nervous gut that he’s only seen one person in his life with green blood. 
And that’s Midoriya. 


No one else really paid attention to the color of the blood he vomited during the festival, but Eijiro 
knew it wasn’t red. He could see it on his hands. 


He never mentioned it to his friend because it’s not his business. It’s not like he was going to fuss 
about it, but now... 


Now he may just have to. 


He clicks the tv off, feeling a headache come on. 


Eijiro has panicked texts from his classmates on his phone that make him feel sick to his stomach 
every time he glances at them. Some asked if he was alright or if he was caught in the mess. While 
some asked if they at all heard from Midoriya, Bakugou, Todoorki, and Iida. 


None of them were answering anyone’s texts or calls. And after hearing about what Native said, it 
didn’t exactly make him feel any better. 


Placing his elbow on the side of the couch, he leans his cheek onto his hand. He pulls out his 
phone, dialing Midoriya’s phone. 


It rings. 

And it rings. 

And it rings... 

He’s with Aizawa-sensei, right? Does that mean he’s safe? 
The call goes blank. 

Shit. 

That really doesn’t help. 


He decides to try again but with Bakugou this time. He scrolls through his contacts, pressing the 
blonde’s contact. 


It rings. 

It rings again. 

The same thing happens. It goes blank. 
“Damn it...” 

He tries the same with Todoroki and Iida. 
The same happens. 


He stares down at his phone for a moment. A small part of his brain wants to call the police 
because there is a chance Midoriya could be the one that was injured. And another part...something 
is not right. There has to be a reason all of them aren’t answering. 


He taps his thumb on the screen lightly. He may not be the smartest in the class, but he can tell 
when something is off. And things have been off ever since USJ... 


“Hey, honey!” His mom calls from the kitchen. 
“Yeah?” He turns himself around on the couch. 


“Do you mind running to the store for me? I forgot a few things for dinner tonight and I’m running 
late for work.” He can hear her walking around the kitchen, grabbing her keys. 


“Yeah, sure,” he responds, turning back around. 


He grips his phone, placing it in his pocket. Maybe getting outside will help him think about this... 


The streets are quiet. Which, well, is quite understandable. Eijiro grips at the grocery bag in his 
hands, looking around with a careful eye. It may not be Hosu, but everyone seems to be on edge. 


His phone buzzes in his pocket, making him jump slightly. Fishing it out of his pocket with slight 
panic, he calms once he realizes it's his mom reminding him she’ll be home by 7. Jeez...even he’s 
freaking out just being outside right now. 


Someone slams into his shoulder, making him stumble back and drop the bag. 
“T’m so sorry I wasn’t paying attention,” Eijiro says as he pockets his phone, shaking his head. 


“Don’t sweat it, I was in a rush,” the person he ran into says as they reach over and grab the bag for 
him. They pause. “Oh, hello little listener I didn’t even realize it was you.” 


Eyjiro looks up, finding his English teacher in front of him with the bag in his hands. 
He blinks. 
“...Mic-sense1?” 


Jesus Christ, he didn’t even recognize him. His hair is down and he’s wearing a flannel with jeans. 
Honestly, he almost got whiplash when he processed his appearance. 


“What are you doing out, little listener? ’m surprised you’re out and about after last night,” his 
teacher says as he hands the bag off to him. “Were you involved with that disaster last night?” 


“No, I was actually asleep,” he responds, rubbing the back of his head. “I’m out ‘cause my mom 
had me run some errands, so I’m just as shocked as anyone that this happened.” 


His teacher nods. “Well I’m glad you weren’t caught up in that, I wish I could say the same for 
some of your classmates.” He takes a step forward, patting him on the shoulder lightly. “I’ve gotta 
run, but you be careful, alright?” 


“Wait,” Eijiro calls, getting his teacher to turn around before going far. “Have you heard from 
Aizawa-sensei? Midoriya isn’t answering anyone’s calls and I know he’s with him.” 


Mic-sensei gives him a look that makes his stomach feel weird. 


“T...[ was actually just about to go to his apartment. He isn’t answering anyone either which, 
despite his introverted personality, is concerning.” 


Ejjiro’s insides flipped a little. “Do you think something happened? Bakugou, lida, and Todoroki 
also haven’t been answering.” 


His teacher's face changes at the mention of more students. “I don’t know, kid.” 


Eijiro swallows thickly, gripping his grocery bag tighter. “Midoriya might be hurt, and I’m worried 
that no one knows where he is...” 


“Look,” his teacher starts. “Do you want to come with me? I probably shouldn’t drag you with in 
case something bad happens, but something isn’t right. If your friend also isn’t answering, we 
might have an issue.” 


Eijiro nods. “Please take me.” 


He can’t sit at home and wait for something bad to happen to them. 


“Alright.” 


““Mic-sensei...” 

“What’s up, listener?” His teacher says as he pulls a key out of his pocket. 
“Why do you have a key to Aizawa-sensei’s apartment?” 

His teacher pauses before putting the key in the door. 


“We’re...good friends.” He sticks the key in the door. “Now you better not tell him I told you where 
he lives, he will kill me.” 


“Uh-huh...” Eijiro nods as the door is opened. He still has the groceries for his mom to take home, 
but it’s not like she’ll know when they get there. 


Let’s just hope he doesn’t get kidnapped or something. 

The first thing they see when they walk in is a very fluffy cat sitting in the hallway. 
It meows cheerfully, trotting up to Mic-sensei. 

“Hey, Bastard, is Shouta home?” He bends down to scratch his back. 

“Bastard?” Eijiro raises a brow. 


His teacher rolls his eyes. “I don’t know why he named his cat that, he’s the opposite of a 
bastard.” 


The cat meows. 
Sounds like an Aizawa-sensei thing to do though. 


The apartment is decently big and very clean, Eijiro noticed. It’s like his teacher had been 
preparing to come back again. 


It’s weird being in a teacher’s house, but the thought that something bad had happened is keeping 
him from thinking too much about it. 


The couch is pulled out into a pull-out bed, and at the corner of his eye, he can see Midoriya’s 
backpack in all its faded yellow glory set up neatly against the coffee table. 


“Well...[ guess we can rule out them getting taken from here. Nothing is out of the ordinary,” Mic- 
sensei says as he makes his way to the kitchen. 


Eiyjiro is left standing by the doorway with the cat by his feet. He looks down at it, getting a meow 
in response. He smiles, bending down to scratch behind his ear. 


It purrs quietly as he scratches. 
“You’re a bastard for being so cute,” he chuckles, placing the grocery bag on the ground. 


The cat leans against him before stepping back. He looks over at the door to his left, walking over 


to it slowly with his tail in the air. Eijiro raises a brow as he watches him walk through the cracked 
door. 


He meows. 
Eijiro hesitates, but he follows the cat into the room. 


As he opens the door all the way, finding an unusually messy desk with at least four coffee mugs. 
It’s uncanny, considering how clean the whole apartment is. 


Aizawa-sensei’s cat hops onto the table top, tilting his head at Eijiro. 
That is one terrifyingly smart cat. 


He takes a step towards the cat and the messy table. The papers on it don’t look like anything 
special, just paperwork. 


Bastard turns around, leaning over the side of the desk. He paws at something. Eijiro looks at him 
before making his way onto the other side of the desk. 


The cat is pawing at a desk drawer that’s slightly cracked open. 
Ejjiro turns to look at the door, debating to call for his teacher. But... 


He opens the drawer. Bastard immediately sticks his head in the drawer, pulling out a small 
notebook. 


He’s really going to have to talk to his teacher about how stupidly smart his cat is. It’s a little 
scary. 


Eijiro hesitantly grabs the notebook from the cat’s mouth, noticing a dark blue sticky note sticking 
out of it halfway. He opens it to that spot. 


His teacher’s gonna kill him for this, but at this point, he doesn’t care. 

It looks like notes. He skims over them, stopping at something in particular. 
They’re about Midoriya... 

And they aren’t exactly student notes. 

“..Keep him isolated from All Might to prevent any more rising stress...” 
“Stay out of the detective’s radar...” 

“Beware the black pit...’” 

“mutation keeps growing at an alarming rate...” 

“...Keep him safe at all costs...” 

What the fuck? 

Something clicks, putting a shiver down his spine. 


His head whips to the side, finding the window unlatched and slowly sliding open. 


But no one is opening it on the other side. 


He opens his mouth to call for Mic-sensei, but something grabs his mouth- it feels scaly, like a 
reptilian claw. 


But he can’t see anything. There’s nothing in the room. He drops the notebook. 
“You alright over there, listener?” His teacher calls. 

He muffles a scream, reaching his hands up to try and rip away this invisible force. 
Bastard scrambles off the table, leaping off and running out the door. 


Eijiro’s hand feels what might be an arm, grabbing onto it. He tries to pull it off his mouth, but it’s 
too strong, not to mention it’s invisible, making him feel even more lightheaded as his air becomes 
thin. 


He thrashes his body, only to be grabbed around the torso by something long and scaly. Like a tail. 
Footsteps come thundering around the corner. “Kirishima-” 


The invisible tail that was wrapped around his torso lets go, grabbing his teacher by the throat. He 
can only assume that’s what happened because right now Mic-sensei is grabbing at his neck with 
confusion- opening and closing his mouth like a fish as he loses oxygen. 


The force drags him and his teacher out of the office to the main hall. 

Is this what took them? Is this how they are going to go?? Ejjiro is starting to panic. 
He can hear breathing. 

“Oh my god,” a female voice. 

Eyjiro freezes. 

“Wh-” his teacher chokes out. 

Suddenly, the invisible force becomes not so invisible. 


A woman with the appearance of what looks to be half chameleon, half-human is standing there, 
looking at them in horror as she releases her hold. Letting her hand retract and tail unwrap. 


Mic-sensei drops to the ground, coughing and gasping for air with a hand on his throat. The 
woman takes a step back as he growls with anger, standing with uneasy feet quickly. He opens his 
mouth and inhales. 


Eijiro slaps his hands over his ears. 


“Wait!’’ She screams. “Wait wait wait wait you’re Present Mic and Eijiro Kirishima, right?!” She 
holds her hands out, backing off. Her tail disappears as well as eighty percent of the scales on her 
body. 


She’s lowering her defense. 


Eijiro focuses on her face as he huffs to regain his breath. There is a black mask over her nose and 
mouth, muffling her voice slightly. And slashing across her face is... 


“You're the woman from the cafe...” he blurts, taking his hands off his ears. 


“Who the hell are you?” His teacher stomps forward, getting close to her personal space. “Better 
yet, why the fuck are you in here?” 


Eijiro can hear Bastard hissing behind them. 


Her hands are still up, showing her surrender. “Hey hey I know this looks bad but I promise you I 
came here with no ill intentions.” 


“You call almost choking me to death, ‘no ill intentions??’” Mic-sensei says with more 
aggression. 


“Ok, in my defense I kind of overreacted when I saw people in his apartment.” 


His teacher takes another threatening step forward, shielding Eijiro. “Answer my questions or I 
swear to god [ll burst your eardrums and you'll never hear again.” 


Eijiro swallows. He’s never seen his teacher this hostile... 


“Jesus Christ, chill...” she says, lowering her hands. “Ill answer your questions just back off. 
Being dominant really isn't your thing.” 


Eijiro is pretty sure if his teacher didn’t have self-control, he would have punched her right in the 
face. 


Nishi sighs. 
This isn’t really what she meant when she said she’d talk. 


Sitting in a chair with her hands and ankles zip-tied together, she stares at the teacher and student 
from Yuuei with a peeved expression. 


“You know I’m not going to kill you, right?” 

“Sorry...” the red head says. “It’s just to be safe.” 

Zip ties don’t even do shit, she literally was trained how to get out of them. 
Present Mic crosses his arms. “Speak.” 


Nishi exhales. “My name is Nishi- no you’re not getting a full name. I’m acquainted with 
Eraserhead through personal reasons. I didn’t hear from him after last night so I kind of panicked 
and came here. There, happy?” 


Half of that was a lie. But she would be stupid to tell the actual truth. 


More stupid than she is at the moment. Now that she’s had time to let her impulsive behavior pass 
over, it’s painfully obvious that the kid is alive and ok. Definitely hurt and most likely scarred- but 
for fucks sake he’s probably survived worse. Not to mention he has a damn healer as a friend. 


She’s bathing in her own regrets as she sits in this bull shit interrogation chair, trying to understand 
why exactly she fell for her own panicked thoughts. 


No wonder Dai got caught again. Her impulse for the kid is starting to rub off... 


Of course the day Dai says not to do anything stupid, she does something stupid. This might 
become a problem later... 


“So you’re underground too?” Kirishima asks. 

Nishi narrows her eyes. “...sure...” 

“How did you know where he lives? Not even the pros know,” Present Mic hisses. 
She shrugs. “How do you know?” 

Present Mic doesn’t respond. 

“Ok...” Kirishima says hesitantly. “Can I ask you something myself?” 

Nishi raises her brow. “Sure, kid.” 

He looks nervous. 


“Why were you so panicked that one day in the cafe? You took one look at Midoriya and kind of 
lost it.” 


Ah shit...he was there. 

Her body stiffens slightly. This makes things a little more complicated. 
“Um...” 

“Are you affiliated with anyone?” Present Mic asks, glancing at her lab coat. 
“One question at a time, dick head,” she says. 


“Well...” the student starts. “I’m serious when I say you looked really spooked when you saw 
him.” 


“Why does that matter?” She says. 
“Don’t dodge the-” 


“Because I think he’s injured right now or worse, and I don’t know where he is,” Kirishima cuts 
his teacher off. “He might be in trouble with someone and I assumed you might know. Not to 
mention my teacher who was with him is also gone. I don’t want to think of the worst, and I know 
it only happened last night but I’m just nervous.” 


Nishi tilts her head. “How do you know if he’s injured or not?” 


“Because they said on the news there was green blood found in an alley where Stain and Cerberus 
were. I know there are others with blood mutations, but he’s the only person I know personally 
with green blood.” 


Welp... 
“You know how to pay attention...” Nishi rips her arms and ankles apart, breaking the zip ties. 
Both of them flinch. 


“Don’t shit yourselves, I was just getting tired of being tied up,” she snarks, standing to her feet as 


she rubs at her wrists. “I’m not a threat to you or them, I want them to be alright just as much as 
you.” She crosses her arms. “I freaked my shit in that cafe because I know that someone is after 
him and I tried to give him a warning. I can’t say who because I am running on fumes right now 
trying to take him down and I can’t have any interference.” 


“Ts it the league?” Kirishima asks. 


Nishi snorts at that. “We all wish that’s the case. They’re a bunch of babies.” She shakes her head. 
“It’s someone far, far worse.” 


It’s hard to not laugh at that comparison. 
“Who is he?” Kirishima presses, sounding stressed. 


“Classified, kid.” She gets a glare from Present Mic. “All I can say is that he wants him for 
something very much not good . ll come clean and say I know Midoriya is most likely the one 
that was injured in that alley and Eraserhead is with him all things considered. Take it with a grain 
of salt, but they are probably alright. That kid has way more allies than you think.” 


She definitely sounds sus right now. 
The two of them keep looking at her like she’s grown two heads. 
“You’re not making-” 


“Sense?” she finishes for Present Mic, popping one of her brows up in an unamused manner. 
“Welcome to the real world. Nothing makes sense here.” 


“Can you at least tell us why Midoriya is being hunted?” Kirishima pleads. 
“No,” she flat-out says. “It’s unfortunately not my secret to tell.” 


Kirishima looks at her with frustration. She can see his sharpened teeth bite at his bottom lip in 
thought. 


“But...we’re heroes...” He says- not very confidently. “We can help you. We can help him.” 


Nishi scoffs. “Sorry, kid. Hate to say it but the /ast thing we need is heroes. The last thing he wants 
is one.” 


In this fight, villains and heroes are just words. In this fight , they need people who actually give a 
shit about everyone below. 


We live in a fucking society, after all. 


“T don’t understand,” Kirishima says. He sounds like he’s about to cry. “Our job is to save. To help 


” 


Stubborn kid. 
Nishi shakes her head, turning to walk into the office. She can feel Present Mic change his stance. 


She rolls her eyes, grabbing the notebook that Kirishima dropped on the ground. She flips through 
the pages before closing it tightly. “Not everyone wants saving, I hope you realize that.” She sets it 
on the desk before turning back into the hall. The cat from before plops itself right in front of her, 
tail swishing. She narrows her eyes at it and it does the same back. 


She lets out a tisk. Weird fucking cat. 


“There is nothing wrong with being a hero, don’t get me wrong,” she says, looking up from the 
cat. “It all just depends on your morals. And if you agree with everything you’re taught.” 


“Oh...” 


Nishi sighs, glancing over at Kirishima. “Look, I'm sorry, squirt, but we live in a fucked up world 
that doesn’t exactly take kindly to people with unpleasant quirks. I only say this because the 
victims I’m fighting for are the kind of people heroes hunt for sport. Including your little friend, 
especially. If the commission or authorities become involved with this, everyone’s eyes will be on 
Midoriya, which is not a good idea. I promise you that.” 


He doesn’t look very pleased to hear that answer. 
It’s quiet for a moment. 


“So, if ’'m grasping this right,” Present Mic pinches the bridge of his nose, breaking the moment of 
silence. “A criminal wants my student for his personal gain, and you’re saying that the more this 
becomes public, the harsher it is for you and others like Eraserhead to help him?” he asks, talking 
with his hands. He seemed to calm down a little. He shakes his head, moving to brush a piece of 
hair from his face. “I hate to say that it makes sense...it's the reason Eraserhead went underground 
in the first place. Criminals like that tend to feed on the ability to hide in plain sight...” 


She nods. He’s smart to stop arguing. “No one can know about this. Not the authorities, not the 
heroes. No one. One slip up and we are done .” She stares at them both intensely. She watches 
Present Mic nod in understanding, despite his provoked facial expressions. He still looks like he 
wants to punch her in the face. ““Trust me when I say: leave it to the vigilantes and the people that 
know what they are up against. Leave it to me. The ones in the shadows should handle this. This 
man is dangerous , and more importantly, he’s a threat to Midoriya. If the public even gets a 
whisper, we are fucked. If you care about your friend and student, do what I say. If anything, do 
this for him, not me.” 


“Then what can we do?’ Kirishima asks. 


She looks down at the ground briefly. “Be an ally. Or in your terms, a friend. We need friends out 
there, kid.” 


He stares at her, conflicted. His resting face really is just confused. 


She sighs. “But if you ever do find out about him...” She turns around, taking a step towards the 
door. “Just know he’s been through hell and back to have a normal life. Don’t ruin that for him by 
falling for the wrong words .” 


She comes close to opening the door when she’s stopped by a few words. 
“And if he does?” 

Nishi turns her head over her shoulder to look at Kirishima. “Does what?” 
“Want saving...” 


She looks at him and the hero by his side. He is standing there tall- clenching his fists into balls. 
No hesitation, no fear. 


She smirks. “Then you better be prepared to fight the devil for his dog.” 


She opens the door, and she walks through, shutting it behind. 
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Shoto walks with purpose back to what his hosts call the common room. Iida and Midoriya’s 
friends trailing behind him. Bakugou had notified them that he woke up, practically making 
everyone add spring to their step. Like many others here, Midoriya being awake gives him a sense 
of relief- full-body relief. 


Like every nerve in his body has relaxed . 


To be quite honest, he’s never really felt like this before with any other acquaintance or friend. But, 
really, he’s never had a friend before if he’s going to be real. It’s all-new, period. It could be the 
fact that he saw him almost die in front of his eyes- that can tend to be traumatizing. To be more 
precise, it can be mortifying . 


It feels a little more personal than that, uncharacteristically. He’s the only person that speaks to him 
like a human being besides his own mother. Something that isn’t a sharpened tool or an arrogant 
ass. 


He’s the first and only person that seemed to say, ‘the world fucking sucks and it’s not ok’ to his 
face. 


Or, again, to be more precise- he showed no filter. No holding back. All truth and rawness, just to 
make him understand that he’s not alone. Absolutely no fear. 


Seeing Midoriya’s stomach gaping open as blood pooled from his lips put a feeling of revolt down 
his spine. Someone so strong, so stubborn, laying on the ground as his strength faltered to a grain. 
It’s like watching a family member die on their deathbed. Holding his head as tears fell, trying to 
hold onto every ounce of strength Midoriya had left so he could give it back- Shoto was a mess . 


But, nonetheless, he’s more than glad Midoriya is ok. He’s ok and that’s all that matters. 
Maybe this is what caring feels like. 


Shoto feels a weight added to his shoulder as he walks. 


“So, going back to our conversation...” The younger woman here, Yuma says. 


“T’m not letting you spray paint ‘Endeavor is a little bitch baby’ on my outside wall,” he responds, 
giving her a side-eye. 


She’s an interesting one. 


“Oh come on!” she whines, slinging her arm off his shoulder. “All that illegal training down the 
drain.” 


That was a whole thing. She and Hiroto- he’s lucky he remembers his name- tried teaching him 
and lida certain illegal activities to do in order to pass the time. He’Il admit, they were smart, but 
lida was not having it. Understandable considering the sizable stick up his ass most of the time. 


It was kind of fun. 


Watching Yuma try to teach them the correct way to hop a fence might have put a tiny smile on his 
face. More specifically the moment she got her ankle caught on the structure, making her flip 
forward and land in what people call a ‘scorpion.’ 


“T’m not disagreeing with the overall message, he’ll just make me clean it up if he sees it.” Shoto 
shakes his head. 


Yuma groans. “Lame~” 


It’s surprising she’s not younger, considering her child-like behavior. But to his knowledge, she’s 
19. She kind of reminds him of Kaminari from class, only with a brain. 


Something buzzes in his pocket, making him look down. He forgot he had it on him, considering 
he had been so distracted. 


Digging it out of his pocket, he prays it’s not his father calling. 


But, well, to his surprise it’s not. His screen lights up with a notification saying Kirishima called 
him four times this morning as well as maybe a hundred other messages from his other classmates 
spanning from late last night. 


..and his father. 
““W oaaaah holy shit that’s a lot,” Yuma cringes, leaning over his shoulder as he scrolls. 
He swats her hand lightly as she moves to tap at his screen. 


“You should call one of your classmates, you wouldn't wanna worry them,” she says, sounding a 
little less childish. It’s like she has a switch in her brain that can turn it on and off. 


“Yeah...” he responds. 


“Have you messaged any of them at all ?” lida asks from behind. “I haven’t had the chance since 
my phone is unfortunately back at Manual’s agency.” He sounds off. Like he hasn’t slept in a day. 


Well...that is what happened. 


Shoto shakes his head. “I was a little preoccupied,” he says, tapping on Kirishima’s name. It’s the 
one at the top of the screen so there’s a chance he’! answer the fastest. It’s still really early. 


“Tt’s still early, but Pll try Kirishima.” 
His phone doesn’t even ring twice when the other side of the line clicks. 
“Todoroki?!” Kirishima screams, making him flinch back from the volume. 


“Hello, Kirishima,” he responds, placing the phone back at its neutral state by his ear. There isn’t 
much emotion in his voice either, considering the lack of hours sleeping is also getting to his 
brain. 


“Where the hell are you dude?” Kirishima says, his tone is very panicked. Like he was just jump 
scared before picking up the phone. “Are you ok?” 


Shoto takes a moment before responding. He’s really going to have to hold his tongue now. 
“Tm...” he taps at his bottom lip. “At an acquaintance's residence...” 

Yuma snorts, leading him to jab her in the ribs with his elbow. 

“Who’s with you?” 


Shoto’s eyes glance to Yuma. She mouths something along the lines of ‘go ahead.’ Her hearing is 
damn good, he’ ll admit. 


“Midoriya and his friends.” He places a hand on his neck. “He and Aizawa-sensei were in the same 
area as us when things got...rough. I got separated from my father during it and lida was in the 
same uh...situation so we lent him a hand.” He glances at Yuma again. “A place to hide was 
preferred due to the state of emergency we were under.” 


He can hear Kirishima exhale very loudly. 

There is a sound like someone is whispering. 

“Ts there a chance Bakugou is with you? He hasn't been answering either....” 
“He’s here,” Shoto answers without a second thought. 

Another exhale of relief. “Oh thank fucking god.” 

It doesn’t take too long for the redhead to formulate another sentence. 

“Not important, but why is he there too? Best Jeanist isn’t even close to Hosu.” 
Shoto clears his throat. He keeps glancing at Yuma, hoping he’s saying everything ok. 
“We needed more hands.” 

“With what?” 

“an injury.” 

Kirishima is painfully quiet on the other end. 

“Please tell me it wasn’t Midoriya.” 


Yuma hisses a cringe quietly. 


“Tt was Midoriya...” 


“Jesus Christ! Is he ok??” Kirishima screams. “Everything is plastered with news reports on 
Cerberus and Stain being in an alley with a Nomu. Green blood was found and I know Midoriya is 
someone that possesses that so I was losing my mind,” Kirishima says fast and loud. “They said 
someone might have been horribly injured and I was terrified that that was the case.” He sounds 
like he’s just seen something he shouldn’t have. Like a ghost. 


Shoto blinks. Yuma is kind of quiet, body verbally and physically. 


“He’s fine,” Shoto says, trying to keep it simple. God, he doesn’t know how Midoriya does this 
daily. 


“God, please never scare me like that again,” he exhales. “None of you were answering so I was 
assuming the worst.” 


“Sorry,” he apologizes. 


“Tt’s ok...it’s ok,” Kirishima says, calming down. “God...” he mutters. “Was it Cerberus? Stain? 
How’d he get hurt?” 


Shoto swallows. That’s a bit...hard to answer. 
“Caught in the crossfire,” he settles with. 


Kirishima sighs. “Jeez, leave it to Midoriya to end up in that kind of situation.” His classmate still 
sounds weird. “Glad he’s ok, I was about to go all John Wick in order to find you guys...” 


“Are you alright, Kirishima?” Shoto decides to ask. It’s been bugging him that something about his 
tone is off. “You sound really stressed.” 


It takes him a second to respond. “/t’s been a morning, dude. You don’t even wanna know.” 
“T think you’d agree on my case,” Todoroki agrees. “It’s been a week.” 
Nothing can scrub last night from his brain. Not even bleach. 


Kirishima exhales. Loudly. “Listen man.” His voice changes to something more cautious, like he’s 
telling a secret. 


He’s listening. 


“Something is going on around here,” Kirishima starts, lowering his voice. “J don’t... don’t know 
what but it makes my stomach feel weird.” 


He sounds like he’s lying somehow. 

“Kirishima...” 

“Something ’s telling me to keep an eye on Midoriya.” 
Yuma tenses. And so does Shoto. 

“Watch Midoriya?” he says hesitantly. 


“T can’t really explain it...but something’s telling me he’s involved in something not good, and I 


trust it.” 

Is that something a feeling... 
Or a person. 

“Ok...” 


There is a faint sound of footsteps. Kirishima clears his throat. “Sorry to spook you, It’s just...like I 
said, it’s been a morning.” 


“Tt’s fine,” Shoto says, glancing at Yuma. “I understand.” 

“Great uhm...I’ve gotta go, I have some stuff to figure out for school.” 

“Ok...” 

He really really sounds off. 

“Glad you’re all ok, Todoroki. Say hi to Midoriya, Tida, and Bakugou for me.” 
“Alright...” 

Kirishima hangs up the phone as soon as he finishes. 

“Was it just me, or did it sound like he was being held at gunpoint?” Yuma says. 
“Tt did,” Shoto says, shoving his phone into his pocket. “It was honestly strange.” 
“Ts Kirishima ok?” lida speaks up for a first this morning. 

“Tm not sure.” Shoto glances back to look at his classmate. “He sounded really finicky.” 


lida bites at his lip. “He’s probably just stressed, it’s best to not assume the worst. Especially when 
we think about what just happened.” 


“True...” 


Bakugou peaks his head out from the doorway down the hall. “Do you all have weights attached to 
your damn feet? Fucking hell you walk slow as shit.” 


“Excuse us, Bakugou. We are simply exhausted,” lida almost snaps, chopping his hand lazily in 
the air. 


“Ignore him,” Yuma says. “He’s just excited his little puppy dog is awake.” 
Shoto can see Bakugou’s eyes twitch from down the hall. 


“He’s not the only damn dog here with a death wish, Teen Wolf.” He lifts his palm. “Pll euthanize 
your ass for free.” 


Yuma smiles smugly. “Id like to see you tr-” 
Bakugou takes off in a full sprint, forcing a yelp out of Yuma. 


“NONONONO I WAS KIDDING-” 


“Bakugou, don’t kill her!” Shoto can hear Midoriya yell from inside the common room. “She can 
be useful sometimes!” 


“Wow, I feel so loved!’ Yuma screeches. 

Shoto, lida, and the others two-step to the side as Yuma scrambles past them. 

“Don’t worry, nerd, I’m just gonna rip her mouth off and throw it in the garbage disposal!” 
“NO!” 

Nishi worms her way through the alley system, her tailcoat flying behind her as her speed 
accelerates. 

She made a big mistake leaving like that. 


To be honest, she just made a lot of mistakes in the past hour and a half but she’s not going to think 
about it right now. 


She just needs to get back quickly, and hope to god that those two will keep their mouths shut. 


Her phone vibrates in her back pocket, making her flinch violently as she turns the corner. Her 
shoulder practically slams into the side of a dumpster, pushing a shriek out of her mouth. 


Snatching it from her pocket, she presses answer and smacks it against her ear. 
“Yeah?” She exhales- obviously out of breath. 
“Rushing around, I see?” 


Most people would say their heart stopped in this kind of instance. Hearing their boss on the phone 
unexpectedly. 


Well, her heart fell out of her body. 


“Sir,” she chokes. “I promise it’s not what it looks like-” she almost stutters over her own words. 
He never calls. Oh my god, he never calls . 


“Troubles with the notes, hm?” 
Cheeky prick. 


Nishi clears her throat. “Unfortunately, no.” She doesn’t slow her pace. Don’t look suspicious. 
“Looking at the news, it seems the kid was injured really badly, sir. I only assumed the worst and 
had to check.” She turns the corner. “I apologize, I didn’t let you know. I just need to find out 
before making a scene.” 


Her heart is thumping faster the more she lies and turns more corners in the maze of tight 
alleyways. Hopefully, he doesn’t know she was at Eraserhead’s. 


Hopefully. 
“Ah, I appreciate your commitment. But believe me, the child is fine.” 


She almost chokes on her own spit as she tries to inhale. 


“How do you know, if I may ask?” 


“That mute snake they have is better than Recovery Girl herself. I'm confident the child will be 
back. I was the one that instructed Shigaraki to have his creature injure the boy last night. His 
Nomu tend to be persistent with their...strikes after all. The boy needed to be easy to capture, 
considering his stubborn nature.” 


She slows down a little. 
“You...what?” Her tone slipped, causing her to slap a hand over her mouth. 
She’s pretty close to telling herself to shut the fuck up. She’s really pushing it right now. 


“Ts that an issue, my dear? I thought you of all people would know I stop at nothing to make sure 
that child is alive. If there was a slip-up, that Nomu wouldn’t be the only thing dead.” 


“Of course not. Of course...my apologies. I guess I’ve just been extra paranoid ever since the plan 
got botched. Excuse my tone.” 


She wants to bite her tongue clean off right about now. 


“As you should be, but I expect you to know your place. Don’t stress yourself too much, Nishi. I 
need you to be alert. Especially now.” 


“What for, exactly?” She takes a sharp turn. 

“IT need you personally to launch stage three. Preferably within the month.” 

The ground suddenly becomes uneven. 

“S-stage three?!’ She shouts as her feet trip over one another and her body slams onto the concrete. 


Without hesitation, she springs back up to her feet without wanting to acknowledge that that just 
happened 


She brushes a hand through her hair, straightening the loose pieces of hair in her ponytail back. She 
clears her throat. 


“T beg your pardon, sir?” 

Stage fucking THREE?! 

STAGE THREE?! 

OH MOTHER FU- 

She’s screaming in her head. Loud. 

“T thought stage three was just if we had technicalities-” 

“And those technicalities became true yesterday. We have no time to waste.” 


“But sir, stage three is...” She tries to say as calmly as possible, despite the shake in her vocal 
cords. “We would cause street-wide panics immediately .” 


“Only if applied the wrong way. That’s why I need you doing it.” 


She feels like she’s going to be sick. 

“B-but I’m just a lab rat, I can’t possibly be responsible for a plan so large.” 
Unless... 

Her eyes widen as the grip on the phone tightens. 

He’s onto her. 


“You’re more than capable. That’s why if you fail....'ll know for sure if you really are as faithful as 
you say you are.” 


Oh, mother fucking shit he’s onto her. 

“Alright, sir...[ won’t let you down.” 

‘Fuck !’ She mouths, wanting to throw the phone against the brick wall. 
“You'll be in charge of extractions and lab work from now on.” 

“Of course.” 

Her grip grows. 

“Oh, and Nishi.” 

She grinds her teeth. “Yes, sir?” 


“You slip up, and everyone down here will receive the death penalty of Hell. I'll be watching you 
closely from now on. I can’t afford anymore...rancid casualties, after all.” 


She can hear him breathe in an irritated fashion on the other side. “J hope you don’t choose to 
betray me, because that would be quite unfortunate. I kind of like your work here.” 


“Of course....” 


The phone call ends, and as soon as the obnoxious beeping enters her ears, she throws the phone to 
the ground in full force. 


The case pops off and the glass shatters. 


“FUCK!” 


“Are you alright?” Todoroki mumbles as he supports Izuku with a soft hand. “Do you need a 
minute?” 


Izuku snaps out of his train of thought, now fully focusing on the water swirling down the drain. 
“I’m fine,” he responds half-heartedly, rinsing his face in the sink. The water is cool and delightful 
on his greasy, sweat-soaked face- rinsing away at the harsh memories and salty tears. He wishes to 
take a full shower, to embrace the warmer water on his skin. But in his state, he can barely stand 
without almost falling. 


Yue may have given him another dose of venom to heal him enough so he no longer needs stitches, 
but that doesn’t mean he isn’t weak. Todoroki almost had to carry him to the bathroom so he could 


wash his face and feel...less disgusting. 


Izuku places his elbows on the sink, rubbing his eyes. It’s better than laying on the couch so 
everyone could watch him do nothing. 


“You don’t have to hold onto me every second,” he says, looking back at Todoroki. “I’m ok right 


”° 


now... 


“Tt’s hard to believe that,” Todoroki responds, hesitantly letting his touch gravitate away. He can 
feel his classmate’s fingertips gently graze at his fresh scar before letting go. “I’m kind of scared to 
let you out of my sight.” 


“Yeah...” 


He remembers seeing Todoroki crying over him in the alley. Covered in his blood and shedding 
hair. 


The pain in his eyes. 


Izuku exhales, turning off the sink. “Why are you here, Todoroki?” He reaches for the towel to his 
right, picking it up. “I can understand Bakugou but...” He rubs his face gently with the cloth. “You 
need to go home. Stay out of my problems. I can’t handle it if any more of you are involved.” He 
can feel each fiber against his sensitive skin. Scratching at his broken scratches and sore eyes. 


Todoroki looks taken back at this. “Don’t say that.” he shakes his head. 


“And why not?” He stops drying his face to look Todoroki in the eyes. “You shouldn’t have been 
dragged into this. You barely even know me, Todoroki. Let alone the shit you just signed up for.” 


He’s so tired. 


Tired of feeling responsible for people getting hurt. For always dragging others down because of 
his problems. For almost fucking dying. 


He stares at his stomach in the mirror. The mangled skin and folded over muscle. The spider web 
of scar tissue flowing up to his chest. 


“You're my friend, Midoriya.” Todoroki tilts his head, showing slightly more compassion than 
he’s used to seeing in him. “You helped me, so why is it that I can’t do the same?” 


“So you’re indebted to me?” Izuku snarks. “How nice.” 
“That’s not what I meant, you know that.” 


Izuku sighs again, placing the damp towel to the side. He straightens his back. “I’m a fucking 
mess.” He looks into the bathroom mirror reflection. The purple circles under his eyes, the pale 
vampire skin, the endless amount of scars. He looks like a broken puzzle. A cup someone shattered 
and struggled to put back together. “I can’t possibly let another person into my life just for them to 
get hurt. For them to see me waste away as some criminal.” 


“And I’m not a mess too?” 
Izuku glances to the left of his reflection. 


“Don’t hit me, but you’re a damn hypocrite, Midoriya.” 


Izuku’s head snaps up to fully look at him. 


“You’re acting like me on the day of the sports festival. ’'m not as dense as you think.” His 
multicolored eyes stare at him with little emotion. His resting face. 


“Don’t isolate yourself, please.” 


“And why not?” Izuku’s tone flips. “Why should I keep you around so you can get hurt?” He 
shakes his head. “I was fucking impaled last night. Who knows, maybe you’re next. lida maybe? 
Bakugou?” 


That very thought is nauseating. 
“Christ Midoriya- where did this come from?” 


Izuku spits a tisk. “I’m trying to protect you, Todoroki. Last night opened my eyes. No one is safe 
around me with him looking for me.” 


And people are paying the price for him... 


“Thus why you can’t possibly think you can do this on your own.” Todoroki takes a step forward, 
furrowing his brow. “You seemed so relieved when you saw us in that room when you woke up. 
What changed?” 


Izuku growls. “I was never relieved. I was sickened by the sight of you all down here. Living with 
my fucking problems now.” 


Todoroki’s face scrunches slightly. He places a hand on his bare shoulder as gently as possible. It’s 
his cold hand, giving his spine shivers. 


“Stop it.” 


Izuku can feel his fingers slowly gravitate down to his bullet wound scar. The lifted skin rubs 
against the ice-cold fingertips, making him shiver again. 


Todoroki looks right at him through the reflection. 

“You will get yourself killed, Midoriya. This is suicide .” 

Izuku can feel himself bite the inside of his cheek. 

“Let me in .” Todoroki squeezes his shoulder. “Like I did for you.” 


“Are you sure you wanna be let in?” Izuku comes close to snapping. “Are you sure you can handle 
me? This?” He tries to motion to his chest with a free hand, only to lose his balance. 


Todoroki grabs him, holding him upright. 
“T can handle all of you. Every bit of it as long as you let me. Because that’s what friends do. ” 
Izuku is so fucking tired. 


“T can’t lose anyone else,” Izuku says as his knees buckle from beneath him. Todoroki grabs him 
tighter, trying to lead him to the cold tile slowly. “Bakugou’s too far in but you’re not. Iida’s not. 
Just go. He’s not after you.” 


“T’m not going.” Todoroki sits right across from him, holding his shoulders securely. 
He breaks. Shifting his shoulder to try and shake Todoroki off. 


“For the love of God, please just go!” Izuku cries, feeling his eyes shift quickly. His tears heat up 
and start to fall quicker than he’d like. When they are this hot, he can’t stop them. 


“Midoriya...why can’t you just let me help you? You’re so hell-bent on helping the people around 
you you forget you need help too. Think about yourself.” 


Izuku pushes Todoroki’s hands away as his tears slip from his eyes, falling to the ground. They 
sizzle through the tile, faint but noticeable. 


“Do you see what I am? What I can’t control?” He wipes at his tears, feeling the warmth of the 
acid on his hands and his arms as they flow quicker and quicker. “I’m a lost experiment. A lab rat. 
A fucking stray from hell.” 


“Midoriya, I am the god damn definition of a quirk marriage.” Todoroki tries to grab his wrist but 
Izuku slaps it out of the way. “I couldn’t care less. So let. Me. Help.” 


“T have been helped too fucking much, Todoroki. Eraserhead, The Oni, fucking Bakugou. They’ ve 
all been exposed and hurt. Eraserhead almost died. Bakugou almost died. Dai is... You’re next.” 
He points an aggressive finger at Todoroki. 


“Stop it Midoriya.” 

“T’m giving you the option to leave, Todoroki.” He’s getting frustrated. 
“And I’m not taking that option.” 

Izuku is getting so frustrated. 


Todoroki tries to reach for him again only for Izuku to smack him out of the way again, feeling his 
heartbreak. 


“Just let me protect you guys!” he yells, voice breaking. “She did everything for me and all I did 
was let her-” His lip wobbles. “Please...” He wipes at more tears, shaking his head. “Please I can’t 
do this...” 


I can’t lose another person because of me... 
“I’m so tired..” 

“T know you are.” 

“T don’t wanna hurt you.” 

“T know. And you won’t.” 


Izuku is curled tightly against the wall, tucking his legs in to make himself feel small. But 
Todoroki stays the same. Still and patient. 


The tears from his eyes don’t stop their spillage, staying at a consistent rate. He inhales long and 
slow. 


“Why are you here, Todoroki?” he whispers, moving to hug his stomach. 


He can’t see through the green mess in his eyes, but he can feel Todoroki grab one of his hands. 
“Because you’re the first friend ve ever made.” 
Izuku swallows the thick lump in his throat. 


“And it pains me to see you suffer like this.” His hand is moved up. “Because none of it is your 
fault.” 


Izuku takes his other hand and wipes away the tears blinding him. He sniffs, finding Todoroki 
holding his hand up and close to his own body. 


He touches Izuku’s fingertips to his chest. It’s warm.. 


“T understand you don’t want heroes,” Todoroki mutters, letting Izuku’s fingers flatten onto his 
shirt. “But it’s ok to want friends.” 


Izuku can feel Todoroki’s heartbeat. Soft. 
For a guy raised by Endeavor, he’s very gentle. 


“T could never imagine what you’re going through, but I understand. At least a little. You almost 
died and you lost someone you consider a mother. You’re hurting right now and I know you’re 
confused. You’re blaming yourself. You’re isolating yourself because you think it’s the only way 
to survive.” 


“And how would you know that?” Izuku whispers faintly. 

Todoroki sighs. “Because you’re me.” 

Izuku’s heart tugs. He looks directly at Todoroki. 

“Do you remember saying that to me?” he continues. “At the sports festival.” 
Izuku doesn’t respond. 


He can feel Todoroki squeeze his hand. “You screamed that you didn’t have a say in any of this. 
That unlike me... You don’t have a choice in how your life plays out. But you understand me. My 
experiences and my reasoning. We were both tortured.” 


“Todoroki...” He feels like crying again. 

“Do you remember what else you said to me?” 

“T said a lot of things...” he’s still touching Todoroki’s chest gently. 
‘““Take yourself into consideration. You’re hurting yourself.” 


Todoroki reaches his other hand out slowly, touching Izuku’s chest. His heart. It’s what Izuku did 
to him at the festival. 


“Let us help you. You’re letting him win by destroying yourself from the inside.” 
Izuku grabs Todoroki’s hand that’s pressed against his skin. Squeezing it as a tear falls to his lap. 


Damn it. 


“My words always come back to bite me in the ass...” he mutters. 
“At least they’re wise.” 


Izuku snorts softly. He looks up at his classmate's eyes before bringing his head down. He leans 
forward and plops his forehead on his shoulder- letting both his hands slip to his side. He gives in. 


“T’m so tired, Todoroki...” He keeps his remaining tears in, fearful that he’ Il burn his shoulder. 
“Then rest.” 
“T can’t.” Izuku shakes his head on Todoroki’s shoulder. “I can’t rest, no matter how much I try.” 


“So let me help.” He can hear his monotone voice right in his ear. Staying soft and gentle. “The 
Oni aren’t the only ones in your life.” 


Izuku’s eyes squeeze shut and a tear falls onto Todoroki’s shirt. Sizzling right through. 
He doesn’t even flinch. 

“Don’t regret this please,” Izuku says softly. “My heart can’t handle it.” 

Todoroki places a hand on the back of Izuku’s neck. No hesitance. 

“Well, do you regret helping me?” 

His other hand wraps around his back, pulling him close. 

Izuku places his chin on Todoroki’s shoulder. 


“ Never.” 


It fucking reeks of piss and poorly used chemicals. 
Of blood. 
Infection. 
Sickness. 


Dai sits with her body facing the corner of her cell, chewing on her already broken down 
fingernails. Practically numb from her teeth biting down on the nerves in her fingers. 


It’s been exactly ten hours and twenty-five minutes since she’s been taken. She counts the seconds 
like they are her own heartbeat. 


She counts the number of times a beast shifts. A cell is opened. The amount of looming footsteps. 
It’s rhythm. It’s memorization. 
It’s survival. 


It’s how she survived here last time. Understanding the clocks and the organization. It may have 
only been ten hours, but she can’t rest even a second. 


Not when the kid is injured and in pain. 


There is a beep, making her ear focus. The door on the far end of the hall clicks open. 


Head barely moving to look at the door, her eyes catch Nishi walking down the aisle with her key 
card dangling by her fingers. 


Dai almost opens her mouth when another figure appears. 


There’s an LC by her side. Too close for comfort. By the looks of his key card around his neck, 
he’s gotta be upper rank. 


Nishi walks without any emotion. Full of sternness, eyes forward- Dai can tell she’s biting the 
inside of her cheek by the way her skin looks tight. The way her lips are thinner than usual. 


Something’s off. 

Her eyes don’t even look at Dai as she passes. 

Her key card drops to the ground. 

“Shit- get the door would you?” She vocalizes to the LC as she bends down. 
He raises his brow before complying- flashing his badge at the door panel. 


Nishi grabs the card, and all in one motion, she straightens and something slips from her sleeve. 
She throws it into Dai’s cell. Very small and hardly noticeable. The LC didn’t even realize she 
threw something. 


“Thanks,” she says, grabbing the door so he can go through. 
He nods, slipping through. It’s all...weird. Unnatural. 


Before the door shuts with Nishi behind it, she turns her head around, showing absolute, horrific, 
and true pain. 


The door shuts. 
Nothing good ever comes from a look like that. 


Dai gives it fifteen seconds before glancing at each door. She crawls over to where the object was 
thrown in her cell, picking it up. 


It’s a very tiny rolled-up piece of paper held together by a rubber band. 


She glances at each door again before unwrapping it. The paper is smooth against the breaking 
skin on her fingers, sliding through her touch. 


The only thing on it is three words in black ink. 
You were right. 
Her face falls. 


The far door clicks open again, making her flinch and out of instinct shove the paper into her 
mouth. It’s fucking bitter. 


She chews and swallows so fast, it's hard to believe her throat didn’t receive paper cuts. 


Keeping her breath slow and concentrated, she sits still. Listening to the footsteps. 
Multiple people. They’re heavy. Even. Concentrated. 

Her eyes dart. 

Oh. 

No. 


Dai’s heart rate accelerates without any pace. It just leaps. She wants to crawl into the corner and 
phase through it. Squeeze through a crevice like a mouse, or even snap her own neck just to avoid 
what might happen next. 


She remembers what happens next. 
Her hands start to tremor as the creaking metal door swings open. 
“No-” 


An electrified wire from the tip of what is probably a dog-catching pole slings outward and wraps 
around her neck. It pulls tight, sending a suffocating shock through her esophagus and down to her 
stomach. 


Her body convulses, sending her to the ground to shake and stir on the blood-stained floor. She 
screams so loud her lungs give out halfway. 


She can feel another wire wrap around her ankles, pulling even tighter. It burns. 
It burns. 


Dai tries to thrash and violently shake- do anything to get rid of the memory-filled pain. But the 
wires only pull tighter. 


She screams again. 
“Hold for a moment, would you?” 
The pain stops. 


Dai gasps for air, immediately gagging and coughing from the sudden release. Her hair smells 
burnt and rotten. There is a faint sizzle in the air. 


Vision blurry, she pants as a figure crouches down in front of her. A hand grabs her chin and 
squeezes, bringing her head up. 


She snarls. 

Eyes focusing, she watches as a masked head tilts. 

Her eyes widen and she struggles, only for the grip on her face to become painful. 
“Ah-” she winces. 


“How does this sound, my dear?” He yanks her close by the head. Close enough to hear the 
breathing behind the mask. 


“How about we start where we left off, hm ?” 
His voice rings in her ears. 

Loud and booming within her skull. 

“No...” 

His hand slips from her face, letting it drop. 
“No.” 


“Add to the voltage. Knock her out.” He snaps his fingers at the two LCs. He rises fully, walking 
out of the cell. “I don’t need her distracting my colleagues.” 


“NO!” She shrieks on the ground in a mad fit, thrashing her body loudly and painfully. “LET ME 
GO! LET ME GO LET ME GO I CAN’ T-” the shock of the wire cuts her short. She screams. 


Spit and drool flies from her teeth as she hisses in and out madly on the ground. 


“YOU COWARD.-” Another shock. She can feel and smell her skin burning as tears start to fall 
from her eyes. 


“YOU FUCKING COWARD!” 


The pain suddenly triples, and everything goes dark. 


“Easy Midoriya...” Shoto says, trying to keep his friend at a slow pace as they walk down the hall. 
“T can’t have you collapsing again.” 


“You’re really going to be up my ass at school...” Midoriya responds, rolling his eyes. “You and 
Bakugou both.” 


“Wow, I didn't think we had anything in common,” Shoto responds, holding his hand out behind 
Midoriya with caution. He’s holding onto the wall as he walks, but that doesn’t mean his knees 
won't buckle. 


“T don’t think this is something to bond over,” Midoriya snorts. 

He’s calmed down. Thankfully. 

It took a while in the bathroom to get him back on his feet, but it's fair. He’s still overwhelmed. 
Visibly exhausted, to be exact. 

It'll take him a couple of days to get back to normal- even if that sounds outrageous. 


That snake woman really is a wonder. It's a shame she’s been put down this path, she could help a 
lot of people with her power. Although that can be said to anyone here. 


They’ re all great people. 


“Ts that...that lion?” Midoriya asks, bringing Shoto’s eyes up. 


It’s Syouma. 


He’s walking down the hall with his head partially down, mane practically dragging onto the 
ground. His ears twitch, making him glance up. 


He notices Midoriya, perking up instantly. 
“Yeah, it is,” Shoto responds, waving Syouma over with a slight hand. 
He walks over at a slightly faster pace. 


“When you asked me about a lion chimera...” Midoriya starts, slowing down. “Is that who you 
were talking about?” He asks, turning his head to look at Shoto. 


“Tt’s a long story...” 


Midoriya shrugs. “At this point, everyone here has a long story.” His hand on the wall lets go, and 
at that moment his knees buckle again. 


“Shit-” 


Shoto reaches out but is beaten to the chase. Syouma trots over, catching Midoriya with his head 
before he falls. 


Shoto exhales as he watches Midoriya grab onto his horns for stability, slowly rising back to his 
feet. 


“Sorry,” Midoriya apologies, finding his balance on the wall again. “I’m still getting used to 
walking.” 


Syouma shakes his head, sitting down in front of them. 

Midoriya looks at him with uncertainty. 

“He can’t speak very well,” Shoto says. “But I think he’s saying not to apologize.” 
Syouma nods his head once. 


He looks much better. His fur looks tanner than sewage brown, not to mention the lack of blood. 
Yue must have checked him out and cleaned up his wounds a little better. Shoto kind of did a shitty 
job, after all. 


“What's his name, Todoroki?” He asks, sounding genuinely curious. He’s now fully processing 
Syouma’s form. His, well, massiveness. He can see the interest in his eyes. 


“Syouma.” 


Midoriya nods. “You’re not like most people, are you Syouma?” he mutters. ““Where’d you come 
from?” 


Syouma’s ears flatten down a little. He can see the grimace in his feline-shaped face. 


Shoto grabs Midoriya’s shoulder. “That’s the thing, Midoriya...he’s from there .” He kind of 
cringes at how forward he was with that. 


It takes Midoriya a second. 


“Oh.” He freezes. “Oh my god.” 

He looks unstable again. Either that or he’s gonna throw up. 

“Are you gonna fall, Midoriya?” 

“No.” He shakes his head, placing a hand on his forehead. “No, I’m-” His knees give out. 
Syouma catches him again, letting his head dip down and break his fall. 


“T’m sorry, I should have said that with a warning,” Shoto says as he helps him to the ground with 
Syouma. 


“Tt’s ok...it’s ok,” Midoriya responds, keeping a hand on Syouma’s head. He strokes his mane 
slowly, tangling the hair through his fingers. He takes a breath. “Are- well are you fucking ok?” 


Syouma gives him a look that could probably be interpreted as “could be better.” 


Midoriya looks over Syouma’s body again, gazing at the crocodile tail swishing from behind, the 
long back goat legs, and the curled horns atop his head. 


“You can’t change back...can you?” He mutters, looking at Syouma’s tired yellow eyes. 

He shakes his head no, expressing pain in those same eyes. 

“Fucking hell...’ Midoriya’s mouth thins. “I’m so sorry.” 

Syouma tilts his head, giving a half-smile. He nudges Midoriya’s face with his. 

For someone transformed as an animal, he does a very good job of showing what he wants to say. 
Shoto places a hand on one of Syouma’s horns. 

“He’s the reason I got to you last night.” 

Midoriya’s gaze shifts to Shoto. 


“He knew you were in danger. I’m pretty sure if he didn’t show up to grab me...that Nomu might 
have done worse.” 


That very thought is nightmare-inducing. 

Midoriya’s mouth opens. 

Syouma nudges him again. 

“T think he’s been looking out for you ever since he escaped,” Shoto assumes. 


Midoriya smiles, placing a careful hand on Syouma’s forehead. “I think he’s been looking out for 
you too,” he chuckles, looking over at Shoto. “It’s funny, the unusual ones are always the most 
loyal.” 


Shoto watches his face fall moderately as he lets his hand fall. He sighs, placing a hand back on 
Midoriya’s shoulder. 


“We? ll find her, Midoriya...” 


He huffs, smiling slightly. “Are you so sure of that?” 
“Oi, you had one job, icy hot,” Bakugou’s voice comes in from down the hall. 
Shoto rolls his eyes out of instinct. “He needed a moment, don’t be a dick.” 


He turns his head around finding, well, everyone walking down the hall. His brows furrow down in 
confusion. 


“What’s wrong?” Midoriya asks, looking equally confused. 

“You, my friend,” Hiroto starts with a long sigh. “Are going home.” He crosses his arms. 
They all stop when they get close, making them crane their necks up from the ground. 
That catches not only Midoriya off guard but Shoto as well. 

“What- why?” 


““T wanted you to stay, but we think it’s for the best,” Yuma adds. “Go be in your own bed, see 
your mom. You need to rest without distractions.” 


“You guys as well.” Aizawa-sensei points to Bakugou, Shoto, and Iida. “Go home.” 
lida’s face looks like he wants to disagree. 
“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Midoriya asks. “Me being out right now?” 


“Probably not, kid.” Hiroto shakes his head. “But we can’t have you all here right now. You’re 
Yuuei students, not to mention some of you have heroes as parents. The feds are already up our 
asses.” 


Shoto cringes. 
“Understandable...” Iida mutters. 


Hiroto exhales. “You’re unfortunately involved in this shit now, so we can’t keep you away 
forever. Just go home, for now, we don’t need your parents to think The Oni kidnapped you.” 


Shoto nods. 


“Even if that would be kind of funny to see Endeavor shit himself...” Yuma jokes, getting an elbow 
to the ribs by Hiroto right after. 


Aizawa-sensei rolls his eyes. “I'll take you kids home, you’ll be safe with me.” 
Surprisingly, Bakugou doesn’t argue. He just nods, crossing his arms. 


lida just stands quietly in the back, nodding his head as well. He hasn’t really spoken much...at 
least around Midoriya. 


“And, one more thing,” Hiroto comes in as Shoto gets ready to help Midoriya to his feet. 
“Syouma’s gonna stay with us for a while.” 


“What for?” Shoto asks, glancing at Syouma. 


“No offense to him, but my man cannot walk out in public right now,” Yuma says. 

Fair... 

Hiroto nods. “He’ll be safer here, not to mention we need him for something anyway.” 
Shoto raises a brow. 

“What do you need him for?” Midoriya asks this time. 

Hiroto sighs slightly, walking forward. He places a hand on top of Syouma’s head. 

“Well, when you’ ve got an escaped victim, you might as well use that to your advantage.” 
Midoriya looks up at Hiroto and then to Syouma, eyes slightly wider than before. 

“If he can remember, there is a chance we can find where Dai is.” 


“And we just might have an opportunity .” 


Toshinori is running out of time. 


“I’m afraid there was some harm in talking with the boy, Nezu...” Toshinori sighs as he leans back 
in his chair. “Sorry to say, but he isn’t an option for inheriting my power.” He shakes his head 
solemnly. “Let alone anyone willing to even breathe my air.” 


The principal hums, crossing his legs. 


Ever since that boy screamed at him in his office, telling him to go to hell...it's kind of sent him into 
a horrifying state. Sickened, really. 


He’s confused. No one has ever treated him like that besides villains. 


The second Midoriya realized he was All Might changed his face like the snap of a finger. The 
shift from calmness and shy behavior, to absolute rage. He reacted like a caged animal. 


But the thing that really stuck with him was how he brought up heroes and villains. 


“You not only beat the absolute shit out of villains...but you aren’t afraid to nearly decapitate a 
child.” 


It sounded so... personal . 

The kid was so emotionally angered around this topic it nearly sent chills down Toshinori’s spine. 
And he can’t quite figure out why. 

On top of the recent Hosu event, this is all making his head hurt. 


“T see it’s really troubling you,” Nezu says, swirling his cup. “Can you maybe tell me why the kid 
refused?” 


Toshinori licks his lips, biting at the bottom one after. “I don’t really know, to be honest...” He 
places a hand in his hair. “It was one thing to another with that boy. The moment I revealed myself 
after explaining my power, he exploded.” 


It was violent. He even injured his own hand from the stress of the situation. 
“Mind telling what he said?” 


Toshinori strokes his hand back, combing his hair. “He said a lot in such a short span of time.” It 
was weird. He inhales. “He yelled about how his power is already a burden and he- well he even 
asked me my opinions on heroes and villains. It was nothing I’ve ever seen in a kid his age.” 


Nezu stares at him for a moment, taking a small sip from his cup. 
“Anything else?” 

Toshinori sighs. “He brought up Cerberus.” 

Nezu pauses with the cup at his lips. 

“Pardon?” 


“He...” Toshinori pauses. “He didn’t say its name, but I could tell he was talking about Cerberus. 
It was so... bizarre.” He crosses his arms and furrows his brows. “More so, he brought up the 
specific time during USJ when I- well when-” 


“You nearly decapitated Cerberus with a handrail?” Nezu finishes for him, taking a sip. 
Toshinori clears his throat. “Yeah...that.” 

“Interesting,” his boss hums. “And have you put any...thought into that?” 

“Thought into what?” 

“Why might he have brought that up?” 


Toshinori shakes his head. ““That’s the problem, really. I know nothing about my student. Why he 
reacted like this, why be brought that up. Why he hates me so much...” He shifts in his seat. “He 
acted like I killed his parents in cold blood. And now I’m stuck where I was, trying to find a 
successor.” 


Nezu raises his brows, taking a sip. “Well, there’s a reason for everything.” 
Toshinori shifts, leaning forward. “Why did you push for me to talk to him, sir, if I may ask?” 


That was also a factor that made Toshinori question the event. It could have been avoided if he 
stuck with his gut, but for some reason, Nezu pushed. 


Nezu inhales deeply, reaching forward to place his cup on the table in front of them. He sits 
straight, clasping his paws together. 


“You are an excellent hero, Toshinori. One of the best.” He pauses for a moment, blinking slowly. 
“But one thing you fail to do is understand your students.” He raises a finger. “It’s a far bigger 
weakness than you think. I wanted you to listen to your student for a change.” 


Toshinori raises a brow. 


“You came here to look for a successor. But it appears that’s all you think of.” Nezu sighs. “Did it 
ever cross your mind that the young boy was stressed and upset?” 


“Of course it did.” Toshinori almost sounds offended. 
“What did you say to the boy when he refused?” 
Toshinori opens his mouth, but he pauses. 

Nezu notices his sudden pause, tilting his head. 

“T pushed him...” He mutters. 

Nezu thins his lips, nodding. 


“You'll never find a successor if you don’t take your students’ feelings into consideration. You 
received a consequence for not thinking about your student first.” 


“But I don’t know what I’m supposed to do,” Toshinori exclaims. “I’m running out of time.” 


“And you’re damaging the people around you because of it.” Nezu shakes his head briefly. He 
reaches across the desk, picking up a small file. “Look, Toshi, I have a proposal for you.” He opens 
the file, sighing. “But you need to listen to me carefully.” 


Toshinori nods, placing his elbows on the table. 
“Final exams are coming up in a few days.” 
“Ok...” Toshinori responds. “Robots, right?” 


That's been the final exam for years. Robotz in the beginning, robots in the end. Measuring 
improvement, it's the best way to go. 


“No.” Nezu shakes his head. 
Wh- 
“No?” 


“We want students to experience more of a challenge.” Nezu places the file on the counter, flipping 
it around to show Toshinori. 


He hesitantly picks it up. 
“T’ve already picked out assignments.” Nezu clasps his paws together again. 


“Ok...” Toshinori looks at the papers in the files, noticing students’ names pitted against certain 
faculty members. Two vs. one... 


His face drops. 

“You can’t be serious-” 

“I’m more serious than ever, Toshi.” 

Toshinori shakes his head, placing the file on the table. 
“He hates my guts.” 


Nezu grins. “So, why not let this be a chance to learn why?” 


Toshinori’s face falls into confusion. 
“T don’t think this is a good idea, sir...” 


“And I think this is a good learning experience.” He grabs the file, smiling a little bit wider. "And 
who knows..." 


“Maybe this time, you’ ll listen.” He winks. 
Fingers typing at his phone screen, Naomasa puts in a quick phone number before placing it to his 
ear. 


He walks down the hall, holding a paper-stuffed file under his armpit and a coffee in his other 
hand. Hot and quite welcoming. 


He showed up at the office far too early this morning. 


But, it’s not really the drowsiness that’s getting to him right now. The literal feeling of his brain- 
melting inside his skull. It’s the gross pit in his stomach he’s had ever since last night. Or, well, 
ever since that green blood was found staining every crevice of that alley. 


The phone burs. 


The thought that there could have been an injury or even homicide last night doesn’t sit well with 
him. 


He did some more digging. Remembering. Thinking. After his findings aired on TV, he realized 
something...off. 


Familiar, more so. 

He’s seen different colored blood before. And it took him way too long to connect that. 
“Yuuei High, how may we help you?” 

Naomasa adjusts the phone against his ear. 


“This is Detective Tsukauchi with the Police Force, I’m here to request a sit down with a few 
students and a member of the faculty in a couple of days regarding last night at Hosu.” 


He turns down the hall, reaching his office. 

There’s no point in waiting for them to show up again. Might as well make a call. 

“Why of course, sir. If we can get the names of the students and teachers you so request?” 
Naomasa walks in, shutting his door. 

“Tenya lida, Shoto Todoroki, Shouta Aizawa...” 


He throws his file on the table, letting a few papers slip out. 


“..And Izuku Midoriya.” 
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Izuku jolts awake, gasping for easy air as he sits up too fast for comfort. He groans, feeling a 
twinge of pain in his abdomen and his head- he grabs at both, wincing through his clenched teeth. 
He’s ina bed. 
His bed. 


His mother looked fatigued as hell when he walked in the door. Her lip was already shaking when 
he stepped in. She wouldn’t let him go. Man, he really did miss her hugs. Her warmth. 


His mom... 
Funny enough, he missed her worrying the most. 


But unfortunately, even though he’s home and in his own bed, he’s still plagued with the 
nightmares and horrible memories of that night two days ago. He can’t sleep. He can’t close his 
eyes without seeing all the people crying over his dying body, seeing Dai get taken. 


Hearing the sirens wail, the people he cares about scream his name in horror. 
It’s like they are his own voice in his head, telling him over and over and over- 


His door opens, alarming him. He flinches violently, practically ready to enter a fighting stance 
under the sweat-filled covers. 


“Tt’s me, honey. It’s me...” his mom whispers defensively. She looks horrified by his alarm. 


Jesus Christ. His body relaxes. 
“Mom?” he questions groggily, looking at the clock. It’s like three am... “What are you...” 


She opens the door slightly more, rubbing her arm. “I...couldn’t sleep. I’m worried about you.” 
She looks guilty. 


You and I both. 

He sits up, wincing out loud as his stomach feels like it flipped upside down. 
His mom’s face that's full of worry only triples. 

“Honey...” 

Izuku puts a hand up as his mom walks into the room. “I-I’m ok, ’'m ok mom.” 


His mom ignores the hand, she sighs aggressively. She only really does that when she’s mad or 
frustrated. “You’re not, and I should have said that a long time ago.” She looks exhausted. “A 
mother should never say this, but you look horrible.” 


Izuku snorts softly as she sits on the side of his bed. Her hair is down and she’s wearing a big 
sweater too big for her. It makes her look so amiable. So gentle. 


“Tzuku,” she starts, placing a hand on his knee. “I don’t...” She looks to the side for a brief 
moment. “I don’t think I really can fully recognize you anymore.” 


Izuku swallows, wrapping his arms around his stomach and squeezing. She’s right. He’s changed. 
“Tm sorry...” 


She squeezes his knee. “Don’t apologize, I know it’s not your fault.” Her eyes gaze to his arms 
wrapping around himself. She lets go of his knee and grabs his arm instead. “But you have to stop 
hiding yourself around me. I’m your mother.” 


Izuku inhales slowly through his cracked lips. “I know...” 

He knows. He really really knows. 

But can she really see who he really is? 

“T’ve just been stressed,” he brings out an excuse. 

His mom shakes her head. “I’m not as dull as you think I am, Izuku.” 
He looks up at her, finding her eyes glistening wet. 


“When you came in that door with your teacher, you looked like you died and came back to life. I 
felt sick,” she says, squeezing his arm. “I felt sick because ’ ve known about you getting hurt for a 
long time, but I decided to stay quiet.” 


“Mom...” 
“T’m done staying quiet. Talk to me, honey. What is going on ?” 


“T can’t, mom,” Izuku whispers, shaking his head. “I really can’t.” 


“You can.” She tries to move his arm, but he doesn’t comply. “I can’t handle not knowing my son 
anymore. What hurt you that night, Izuku?” Tears fall from her eyes slowly, falling onto the 
comforter. “What is going on?” 


Izuku can tell she's cursed with a mother's senses. That she has a pit in her stomach that knows 
when he’s in danger. He’s killing her every day. But if he tells her she will die a death that's not in 
that pit, but in her heart. 


His mom tries to move his arms again, only with more force. 
“Mom, please.” 

“Tzuku,” she says sternly. “Lift your shirt.” 

“No .” He comes back with the same tone. 


Todoroki told him yesterday to accept the help offered to him. To let the people in his life be 
helpful. It really isn’t exactly that he doesn’t want her involved- even if he would kill to keep her in 
the dark. He knows he needs to accept her help. But she can’t see that. She can’t know. 


It'll destroy her. 


Even though all he wants right now is for his mom to tell him he’ Il be ok. For her embrace, her 
backstrokes, her hand in his hair. 


Her comfort. 
He can’t. 


Her green, wet eyes blink with worry. She tilts her head as a tear falls, leaning closer to look at 
him. One of her hands reaches out, touching the side of his face with the scar. 


He can feel her delicate touch beneath his eye, stroking his skin with her thumb. 


“Tzuku, no matter what it is, I will never be mad. I will never scream or yell. I will never make you 
feel like it’s your fault whatever it is.”” Her thumb strokes his cheek again. “I just want you to be ok 
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She drops a few more tears on the bed, letting off a pitter sound as they land. 
Izuku bites the inside of his cheek, trying to keep his tears down. 

“I know, mom,” he nods, biting harder. “I do too.” 

She smiles with wobbly lips, continuing to stroke his cheek. 


Distracted, Izuku doesn’t see her sneak her other hand up and grab his shirt from above his arm, 
yanking it up. 


He gasps, flailing his arms to shove it back down. 
“Mom-” 
He fails. 


She grabs both of his arms, keeping them away as his shirt stays folded up. 


“Mom please-” 
He struggles as she stares down at his stomach. His destroyed scar tissue and muscle. 


She stares wide-eyed at him with no words. He squirms, feeling tears well up in the corners of his 
eyes. 


“ Please, mom.” 


“Tzuku,” she whispers, forming more tears. “Excuse my mouth, but what the hell ?” She lets go of 
one of his arms, reaching to his newly formed scar. 


He regrettably slaps her hand out of the way, escaping from her grasp fully. He backs away from 
her. 


“Please just- just don’t,” Izuku says with pain in his voice. 

She can’t see him like this. 

She can’t know. 

Her face is even worse now. Looking both terrified and hurt at the same time. She scoots closer. 


“Tzuku, please talk to me. You’re hurt in both ways.” She almost yells, but she keeps her 
composure. “I’m sorry, but that’s not- that’s not normal for someone your age to be put through.” 
She's crying again. “You’re obviously traumatized.” 


“How do you know that?” He mutters, wiping a forming tear from his eye. 
“Because you have never hit me before out of fear.” 

He just realized he hit her. He slapped her hand pretty hard when she tried to touch him. 
He didn’t even realize he hurt her. 

Looking down at his hand, he watches it start to shake through blurry vision. 
“T’'m- I’m sorry I-” 

“Tzuku you’re not ok.” 

He keeps looking down at his hand. 

“T didn’t mean to I-” 

She grabs his hand. 

“Tzuku don’t.” 

He looks up at her, letting his tears fall. 


“None of that.” She squeezes his hand, using her other hand to wipe his tears. ““Tell me what’s 
wrong. I don’t care that you hit me and I don’t care that you yelled at me, but tell me what you’ re 
going through. Let me help ease the pain.” 


He shakes his head. “Mom I-I want to but-” 


“But what, honey?” 


“You can’t handle the truth,” he whispers, turning his head so he can’t look her in the eyes. “You 
can’t handle my truth.” 


He can feel his eyes shift color. He shuts them out of habit. 

He feels like a little kid refusing to tell the truth. 

He can feel his mom grab his cheek with utmost carefulness, bringing it forward. 
“Look at me, Izuku.” 

He shakes his head. 

“Tzuku,” she says more firmly. “Open your eyes. Let me see your eyes.” 


Izuku opens his eyes, showing off his forest green coloring. He’s trying his best to keep the acid 
inside. To keep everything inside. 


His teachers, his classmates, the public. All Might. They can see him before she sees him. 
He can’t handle it if she freaks out. 


She leans in closer. “Don’t you ever hide those eyes from me. Ever.” She blinks another tear. “I’ve 
always told you as a kid that those beautiful eyes are yours. Your treasure. You’re not allowed to 
hide them or your emotions.” 


“T can’t,” Izuku repeats, whispering. 


“Why can’t you, Izuku?” her voice breaks. She looks devastated that he’s not talking to her. It 
breaks his heart. 


Izuku’s head is going to explode from trying to keep everything in. 


“Because out of all the people in my life,” Izuku’s voice cracks. “It would break me the most if 
you knew.” 


He can’t control the acid anymore. He pushes her hand off her with more gentleness this time. 
Turning his head as the neon green liquid slips and falls. 


Sizzling onto his sheets. 

His mom’s face falls. 

“What-is that... acid ? Izuku what-” 

He squeezes his eyes shut, allowing more acid to fall. That was what he was afraid of. 
“Izuku, look at me .” 

“Mom...” he breaks. “Please, I can’t.” 


“Tell me, sweetheart,” his mom shifts her body so she can look at him in the face. “Let me be your 
mother. Let me know what you’re going through. Share your pain.” 


Izuku turns his head to look at her. He can’t stop releasing tears and acid from his eyes. He can 


smell the burning of fabric as he sucks in breaths. 

She looks so worried. So much more worried than he’s ever seen. 

He can’t do it anymore. 

His face scrunches, lip wobbling. 

“Mom I-” he takes a breath. 

She waits patiently for his response, grabbing his hand again. 

“Tm...” Jesus Christ coming out was easier than this. He feels like he’s going to explode. 
“Mom, I’m Cerberus,” his voice breaks in half as he speaks. “I-I’m...” 

Her face turns to something he had been dreading for a long time. 

“I’m Cerberus,” he chokes. 

Tears start falling faster and faster. Combining with the acid, they fall. 

“T’m Cerberus ,” he sobs, wiping at his tears like a child who fell off the swings. 
“Pm.” 


His mom crashes into him, wrapping her arms around him. Grabbing his head, tangling her fingers 
in his hair. 


“Hey hey hey shhhh,” she whispers in his ear. ““Shhhh.” 


“T’m Cerberus,” he coughs and continues to wail. He can hear her clothes slowly singe, but she 
doesn’t let go. She squeezes tighter. 


“Shhhh, shhhh.” she rubs his back. 


He fully breaks down for the first time in a while. Sure, he’s cried. He’s shed tears and hugged his 
friends because of his pain. He’s shown his vulnerability enough. 


But he’s never cried like this in front of anyone but his mom. 
Snot dripping from his nose, tears in his mouth as he coughs and chokes. Crying like a little kid. 
Sobbing like he broke a bone for the first time. 


He wraps his arms around her, gripping onto her sweater and holding tight. He doesn’t wanna let 
go. 


He isn’t ok. He isn’t safe. 
And he’s pretty damn exhausted pretending that he isn’t scared. 
“T’m Cerberus,” he repeats over and over. 


She continues to comfort him and he can feel his shoulder become damp from the tears of her 
own. 


He wants to crawl into her lap and stay there for the rest of his life. He wants her to take this pain 
from him like she would kiss his scrapes and bruises. 


He holds onto her tight. 

“Momma I-” he chokes on his tears and lack of oxygen. “I’m scared.” 

“T know, honey. I-I know,” his mom cries, holding him even tighter. “It’s ok, you’re gonna be ok.” 
“T-I don’t wanna-” he shakes his head, rubbing snot and hot acid on her clothes. 

“T don’t w-wanna die.” 

“T don’t wanna go.” 

“Shhhh, I know I know.” 


“T’m scared.” 


Shouta hasn’t slept. 


Well, that’s a controversial statement considering sleeping a full night has never been his thing. 
But...he hasn’t slept in two days. 48 hours. The day Midoriya almost died. And last night. 


The week of internships has ended, leaving a weekend of rest before classes start up again. Before 
finals start. 


Weekend of rest his ass. 

Tucking a piece of hair behind his ear, he pours a cup of coffee into an empty mug. 

He had one job as his mentor for the week to keep him safe. He had one job and he failed. 
Dai got taken and Midoriya is a wreck. Both emotionally and physically. 

He sighs, picking up the mug and blowing slowly into the steaming liquid. 


Midoriya’s not even sixteen yet, and he already has experienced what veteran heroes scream about 
in their nightmares. 


Mortifer is looking for him, and he’s planning something no one can predict. 

He can’t rest until he knows what that is. 

“Shouta?”’ A muffled yell from outside the door. There are a couple of knocks. 

“Not now, Hizashi,” he calls back. 

“Don’t you dare.” There’s a sound of jingling keys. “We need to talk, now.” 

The door clicks open. 

“T regret giving you a key,” Shouta spits, taking a sip of his coffee. His black coffee. 


“Don’t give me that shit,” Hizashi says as he shuts the door and throws his keys on the couch. 


Bastard hops off his spot on the couch to greet him, only to turn around immediately after- sensing 
that this is definitely not a good time. 


Shouta exhales, turning his body to lean against the counter. He holds the mug with a raised brow. 
“What can I do for you, since you so rudely barged in?” 


“Joy, you’re in a mood.” Hizashi looks him up and down. “You look like shit. Have you been 
sleeping?” 


Shouta snorts, taking a sip. “What do you think?” 


Hizashi doesn’t look tip-top himself. When his hair is down and he has his glasses on, you know 
nothing is good with him. He rubs his temple with his index fingers. 


“Are you sick in the head?” He points, taking a step forward. “Why the hell didn’t you tell anyone 
the kid was in danger?” 


Shouta chokes on his coffee. 
“What the fuck?” Shouta asks, clearing his throat. “Who the-” 
“Does the name Nishi ring a bell?” Hizashi tilts his head, taking another step forward. 


Shouta wants to throw his mug to the ground. He scrunches his face, lifting the mug and then 
stopping. 


“That fucking...” 
He inhales, placing the mug down carefully. He grabs the ends of the counter and leans forward. 
“How the hell do you know that name?” 


“Oh, I don’t know,” Hizashi remarks. “She definitely didn’t almost snap my neck in your 
apartment when I came looking for you. Apparently, she was doing the same.” 


“What the hell were you doing in my apartment?” His head shoots up. 


“You weren’t answering your fucking phone, Shouta! What the hell have you gotten yourself 
involved with?” Hizashi spits. “Nishi told me and Kirishima that Midoriya’s being hunted down 
for some damn reason she couldn’t say. Apparently, some psycho wants him and that’s honestly so 
fucking concerning. ” 


Shouta looks up at him, turning around to straighten his body. 
“You got a student involved in this?” He snaps. “You brought a student here?” 


“What did you want me to do?!” He yells, making himself look taller. “No one was answering their 
phones!” 


“So you involved Kirishima?!”’ 
“Don’t change the subject!” 


Hizashi’s voice is always nasty in a yelling fight. It’s louder than anything else. He knows he never 
means to sound so, well, mean. But it always comes across that way. 


Hizashi takes a second, breathing in and out as he places a hand on his forehead. “What happened 
to the kid? He was injured.” 


Shouta growls to himself. He can’t dodge this; they're already involved. He crosses his arms, 
huffing. 


“Impaled by a Nomu, if you really wanted to know.” 
“ Impaled 2! 


Shouta pinches his nose bridge. “Would you shut the fuck up? Your yelling is not making this 
easier for me.” 


Hizashi steps closer. “Shouta, how the fuck is the kid not dead? He wasn’t in the hospital the last 
time I checked.” 


Shouta shrugs. “Luck of the coin.” 


Hizashi lets out a tisk. “Don’t be a smart ass.” He rubs his temples again, taking a step back. He 
shakes his head. “How the absolute hell did he escape that alley with Cerberus, Stain, anda 
fucking Nomu inside. I’m surprised the wolf didn’t tear him in half.” 


Shouta inhales sharply, placing his hands behind his head. Fuck it. “Sit down.” 
Hizashi stares at him. 

“Sit the fuck down,” he points at the kitchens table. 

Hizashi puts his hands up. “Jesus- ok.” He pulls out a chair and sits. 

Shouta does the same, dragging a hand through his loose hair as he sits. 
Things were bound to end up this way anyway. 


“Look at me in the eyes for a moment, Hizashi,” he says, feeling his exhaustion double. “You’re 
gonna listen real carefully.” 


He nods, looking at him head-on. 


“We are in some deep shit right now and at this point, I can’t deny when you’ ve already been 
exposed.” 


Hizashi raises a brow. 

“Have you ever looked at Midoriya long enough to realize something is off?” 
“Wh.” 

Shouta puts his hand up, silencing him. 


“That he presents behavior involving PTSD, anxiety, and aggressiveness towards heroes like All 
Might?” 


Hizashi raises a brow. “I mean...yeah I guess so. I’ve only really seen it during the sports festival.” 


Shouta puts his elbows on the table, clasping his hands together. “Why do you think that?” 


“Jesus Sho...I don’t know,” he shakes his head. “He’s a good kid, I assumed it was because of 
some childhood trauma.” 


“Think again.” 
“Shouta, you’re gonna have to help me out here. Why is this relevant to what ’m asking?” 
Shouta straightens his back. He wants to tear him a new one right now but he refrains. 


“How about a new question? Why do you think I got fired from the Cerberus case and put on 
suspension?” 


Hizashi’s face twists in confusion. “Sho, that was months ago.” 


“T got fired because I helped Cerberus escape capture.” He unclasps his hands, feeling the tired 
frustration take control. “Why do you think I did that? Hm? Because I was bored?” 


“T-” Hizashi starts confidently, only to stop soon after. He thinks for a moment. “I don’t know, you 
never told me.” 


Shouta places his hands on the table. “One more.” He keeps his calm composure. “Have you ever 
noticed that both Cerberus and Midoriya have the same eye scar?” He motions his finger in front of 
his eye, moving it down in the direction of the kid’s. “And they’ ve conveniently never been in the 
same place, at the same time?” 


Hizashi stares at him, even more confused. “I don’t know, I-” he freezes. He visibly freezes. 
“Connect the dots yet?” Shouta snarks, reaching back to grab his coffee mug. 

He chugs it down. Part of him wishes it was spiked. 

“Are you serious right now?” Hizashi almost yells, but he stops himself. 


Shouta places the mug down, leaning forward. “Things are a mess right now, Zashi. Do you think 
I'd lie?” 


Hizashi is kind of just sitting there with his mouth gaped open. 
“Sho...oh my god.” 

“Yep.” 

“ Oh my god.” 

“Yeah.” 


“Am I blind ?” Hizashi says, placing both hands on his head. “I literally hunted him for months 
with half the hero commission and he was my student, oh my fucking god.” 


“You and basically all of Yuuei, sweetheart.” 
“Fucking shit, is Midoriya ok??” 
Shouta blinks. 


“Like, emotionally or physically? Because right now he’s recovering from getting impaled while 


being called a murderer daily. And, well, I think you know about the psychopath bit.” He rolls his 
eyes. "So I don’t think he’s ok.” 


“God, I fucking hate it when you get like this-” Hizashi says, rubbing his eyes. “Why would you 
hide this from me?” 


“Because he’s a wanted criminal you dolt. All Might almost killed him three times, do you blame 
us for not trusting heroes right now?” 


Hizashi gets out of his seat, placing his hands behind his head like Shouta earlier. 


“T can’t believe- he literally has all of Japan on his ass and I had no idea.” He looks at Shouta with 
disbelief. “And someone dangerous is after him? How did he not break down every day?” 


Shouta almost snorts. “Because at this point he’s been trained to pretend everything is fine, Zashi. 
The kid is a nightmare mentally.” 


“Fuck...” Hizashi shakes his head, groaning. “ Fuck, Sho, you should have told me...” 


“Hizashi,” Shouta says sternly, getting him to turn and look at him. “You cannot say a word about 
this, got it? He is in deep ass water right now and the last thing he needs is someone saying the 
wrong thing to the wrong person.” 


“Yeah, I got the memo from Nishi but- wait a minute.” Hizashi rubs at his temple. “I’m a little 
confused on the whole origin thing here...didn’t he kill a villain horrifically last year? Isn’t that the 
whole reason why he’s on the run at the moment?” 


Christ on a stick- 
He’s not going to try and pull that shit right now. 


Shouta growls. “That was the first day his quirk fully manifested. It was an accident, but the police 
don't care. They were sending him to Tartarus without trial. Wanna reword that statement?” 


Hizashi shows regret in his eyes. “Oh, hell .” 


Shouta sighs, leaning back in his chair. “Look...” he rubs his eyes with both hands. “I can’t lose 
the kid. He’s been through so much and I’ve stayed by his side this long- I almost lost him in 
Hosu, and I can't go through that again.” 


Hizashi nods slowly, placing a hand over his mouth. He sits back down. 


“Well, are you ok? I should have asked that earlier, Sho. That can’t be easy seeing your student 
almost die.” 


If he’s going to be honest, no, he’s not ok. But he isn’t in the mood for that much honesty today. 
“That doesn’t matter right now. The kid is kind of wanted by everyone right now.” 


“Ok, ok...shit ok.” Hizashi drags a hand through his hair. “Well, you still never answered my 
question. Is the kid really ok? There’s no way he’s already recovering after being impaled, not 
even Recovery Girl could fix that fast enough.” 


Shouta will give him that. It’s a reasonable question. “Medicus.” 


Hizashi’s brows shoot up. “The snake? The one in The Oni? Shit I had no idea she was that good.” 


He crosses his arms. 
Shouta snorts. “Oh, she’s better than Recovery Girl no doubt but that’s beside the point.” 


“Ok...” Hizashi nods again. “Ok, what can I do to help? What am I missing here? I’m aware the 
police, heroes, and a criminal want the kid but that’s all I got. I don’t know the details.” 


He always does this. But Shouta loves that about him because he always tries his best to 
understand, even if he can’t. He realizes his mistakes and tries to help where he can. Or at least try 
to learn. 


“T’Il...tell you what you need to know...” Shouta levels himself, feeling slightly calmer now that 
Hizashi has lowered his voice. There is absolutely no dodging this. Hizashi is smart, even if he 
doesn’t look it sometimes. He was bound to uncover secrets eventually. Or in other words, fucking 
whatever. “Just...keep your mouth shut around the kid. I’ tell him you know later but for now, just 
keep to yourself. He’s a walking mess right now and he tends to worry a Jot about the people that 
know about his situation.” 


Hizashi nods. “*Kay...ally from the sideline then?” 
Shouta rolls his eyes. “Sure, call it that if you will.” 
“What else? What about Kirishima?” 


Shouta nips at his lips, picking at the skin with his teeth. “I'll...talk to him with the kid when 
school starts again. I trust he won’t say anything till then, but he’s going to find out eventually 
considering the ball you were thrown yesterday.” He cracks his neck to the side, sighing. He places 
his hands on his face. “Jesus Christ Nishi you’re one good ally but you really fucked us over this 
time...” 


“T have a feeling she fucked herself over too,” Hizashi says. “She was very stressed out and clearly 
not supposed to be in your apartment.” 


Shouta sighs. That’s not good... 


Hizashi taps on the tabletop a couple of times softly. “Anything...else you need from me? Or that 
the kid needs? He’s in probably one of the worst situations I’ve ever seen and I honestly feel 
horrible right now.” He combs a hand through his hair. “I’ve said some nasty things about him 
then and now without truly knowing anything and that was shitty. He didn’t deserve any of this.” 


“That he did not...” 
“So?” Hizashi asks. “What else can I do?” He shrugs. 


Shouta blinks, looking down at Hizashi’s tapping fingers. He knows he feels bad. He always acts 
like a kid in trouble when he feels guilty. “You can do one thing for me.” 


“What’s that, Sho?” 


“Keep All Might the fuck away from the kid whenever possible. Hallways, class, whatever. He 
recently sprang on him and I came close to ripping him a new one. I can’t be everywhere at once so 
just keep an eye out.” 


Hizashi bites his lip immediately. Cringing, to be more strict with the wording. 


“What is it?” Shouta asks. “You only make that face when you know something.” 
“Yeah...” Hizashi scratches the back of his neck. “That might be a challenge...” 
“Zashi...” 


Hizashi scoots closer in his chair, reaching his hands out to Shouta’s. “You...you weren’t at the 
staff meeting yesterday that spoke about the practical final.” 


Shouta grabs his hands. “Zashi, what did I miss?” 


“Robots are out this year,” he says, looking to the side. “Two students will be pitted against a 
teacher for more of a challenging and humane exercise. To...get students to use teamwork.” 


Shouta looks up at the ceiling, feeling like he’s about to punch a wall. “Please tell me Midoriya 
didn’t get put with All Might.” 


Hizashi clears his throat. “He and Bakugou got pit against All Might even though we all said no.” 
He clicks his tongue. 


“And it was all the principal's idea.” 


Izuku wakes up to his mom placing a plate of apple slices on his nightstand. 

Eyes fluttering open, he looks over to her slowly. 

“Feeling ok?” she smiles, brushing a piece of hair from his face. ““You’ ve been asleep for a while.” 
“How long was I out?” He says, groggily. 

“Tt’s 3 pm right now.” 

Oh. 

Ok. 


He groans, stretching himself out. He doesn’t feel a pain in his gut like before, so that’s a good 
sign. But the ache is still there. 


“T’m ok,” he mutters, rubbing his eyes. “I think.” 

His eyes feel sore from how much he cried this morning. Like he completely dried them out. 
His mom sits on the bed right next to him, stroking his hair gently. 

“T brought you a snack, but I need you to eat something more later, ok?” 

Izuku looks over to the apple slices. They’re peeled. 


He smiles. He asked her once to do that when he was a kid, and ever since she never stopped doing 
it. 


“T’m not that hungry, mom,” he says, looking back up at her. 


“Ok...” she nods with worry stained on her face. She huffs quietly. “Are you alright, honey?” She 
pushes another one of his curls away from his eyes. 


Izuku opens his mouth. 
“Like, really ok?” She stops him. “You...” 


Izuku sighs, turning his body to sit up. “Are a criminal?” he finishes, leaning against his headboard. 
He looks at her right in the eyes. 


Yeah, he’s not ok. 

Especially after spilling his guts to his mom of all people. 

“T don’t believe that.” She shakes her head. “You know I don’t.” 
“T know.” he looks forward. “I know...” 


He watches his mom fiddle with her fingers nervously at the corner of his eyes. He can tell she 
wants to say something. 


“What’s wrong?” he asks. 

His mom stops fidgeting. She looks down, biting her lip. 
“We can run...” 

“Mom, no.” 


She bites her lip. “You're fifteen .” She reaches forward, brushing his hair behind his ear again. 
“You should be playing video games late at night and worrying about high school crushes but 
instead you’re...” 


Izuku looks forward again. 


He exhales through his nose. “Don’t get me wrong, I want to . I want to leave all this behind and 
just go... ” 


“But...” his mom looks down at her hands. 


“T can’t. I can’t just leave them or my problems.” He bites the inside of his cheek. “It’s not that 
easy.” 


He wishes it were that easy. 

“Ok...” His mom exhales, sitting up from his bed. “Ok.” 
She looks so...sad. 

Izuku didn’t tell her about Morfiter. Or that he...yeah... 


Her knowing about Cerberus’s true identity is already a bit much for her poor heart. And that he 
was kind of impaled. 


“T’m sorry, mom,” he apologies, raising his knees to his chest slowly. He places his chin on top. 


His mom shakes her head. “Don’t ever apologize for something you didn’t want. You’re ok, itll be 
ok.” She leans forward, lifting his chin up. She smiles softly before letting go. 


He can tell she’s about to cry. He can see her eyes moisten slowly. 


“T’m going to go finish up some laundry, ok hon?” She says with a warping voice. She turns 
around, wiping at her eyes. “Please call me if you need anything.” 


It doesn’t take long for her to leave the room and shut the door. 


And it doesn’t take long for Izuku to lay back down on his side, covering himself with his covers 
even though it's hot out. 


He hates it when she’s sad because of him. It hurts. 


But...it did feel good to let it out. To feel her comfort over something he’s been afraid of for so 
long. 


It feels like it's been forever since he’s really let her in. 


He needed to feel the same as when she pulled him out from under the bed almost every single day 
as a kid. 


His phone buzzes a couple of times on his nightstand, bringing his eyes up. 
He grabs it sluggishly, opening it and holding it close to his face. 


“Oh son of a bitch,” he says out loud, sitting upright. 


The Goon Squad 

Pencilhead: Yuma, I will give you ten seconds to tell me how 
you got ahold of my personal number before 

I arrest you for technological harassment 


Team Jacob: Id like to see you try 


Izuku facepalms, groaning. 


Prince Zuko: What’s my name?? I don’t get it 
Team Jacob : that’s just sad 

Lizard Dick : I’m putting glass in your cereal 
For bringing this name back into my life 
Team Jacob : mmm yummy 

Lizard Dick : for fucks sake 


Wolf on a stick: I think you really do have a death wish 


Wolf on a stick: you did NOT just make that my name- 
Team Jacob: thought it was appropriate whoopsie 
Wolf on a stick: I fucking hate you 
Bottom: | am killing a wolf today 


Bottom: There is no fucking debate 


Wolf on a stick: I- 
Wolf on a stick: oh jesus 
Team Jacob: Hi bakugou, you like my nickname for you? 
I thought it really insinuated your bitch baby complex 
Bottom: Lizard, do I have permission to shove a brick down 
Her fucking throat? 
Lizard Dick: permission granted 
Kachow : This isn’t even the weirdest thing 1’ ve experienced this week 
But I would appreciate it if I was kicked off 
Prince Zuko: Is she always like this? 


Snake Milf : Every day... 


Izuku rubs his eyes with his free hand. 


God, why does she always do this... 


Pencilhead: why the hell are we here... 
Team Jacob: well, we are all worried about Midoriya 
Call this the collective way of making sure 
He isn’t dead 
Wolf on a stick : if I say I’m dead can I leave 


Team Jacob : no you cannot 


Bottom : if 7 kill him can we all leave 
Team Jacob : NO 
Lizard Dick: Yuma... 
Team Jacob: ok ok ok I thought it would also 
Be important for us to have a way of easy communication 
Team Jacob: we’ ve got a lotta shit going on 
But the extra eyes help 
Kachow : I guess that makes sense... 
Team Jacob : see, Lightning McQueen thinks its a good idea 
Kachow : I take it back 
Pencilhead : For fucks sake... 
Wolf on a stick : you see what I deal with? 
Team Jacob : fuck all of you 
Team Jacob: Midoriya are you doing ok btw? 
You know, besides the hole in your stomach 
Wolf on a stick : do you want the short or long 
Version? 
Lizard Dick: oh damn it what happened 
Wolf on a stick: nothing new 
Woke up at the ass crack of dawn 
Cried my guts out to my mom and blew my cover to her 
Slept ten hours 
My mom gave me some appy slices 
And here I am 
So I'd say I’m pretty great 
Team Jacob: I regret asking 
Pencilhead : stay home next week, please 


Pencilhead : you really worry me sometimes 


Wolf on a stick : I don’t know Eraser... 


You know I might end up on the radar if I don’t show 


Even if going to school is the last thing he needs right now, especially after his injury, he needs to 
be smart about this. 


He’s already fucked. 


Pencilhead : I really hate that you are right, kid... 
Wolf on a stick: me too, but we don’t talk about it 
Wolf on a stick: I should be fine 
Wolf on a stick: maybe 
Kachow: sorry to interrupt 
Kachow : but is it just me or is it bizarre being on a group chat 
With a hero, vigilantes, and Yuuei high schoolers? 
Prince Zuko: it’s not just you 
Team Jacob: that’s the fun in it though 
Team Jacob: spice it up 
Lizard Dick: you saying spice it up never ends well 
Team Jacob : since when?? 
Wolf on a stick : the microwave 
Lizard Dick: the microwave 
Snake Milf: the microwave 
Prince Zuko: the microwave? 
Team Jacob: shut the fuck up that wasn’t my fault 
Wolf on a stick: you fucking put a jalapeno 
In the microwave for 30 minutes and created tear gas 
Prince Zuko : I beg your pardon 


Team Jacob : I WAS HIGH 


Pencilhead: there are so many things 
You shouldn’t be saying in front of a hero rn 
Bottom : you’re a fucking hazard to society 
Team Jacob: says the literal fire hazard 
Bottom : Fire hazard? I will light you on fire if you're so sure 
Lizard Dick: Yuma stop picking fights with the child 
Team Jacob: but he’s more fun to pick on 
Team Jacob: your boomer ass just ruins the jokes 
Lizard Dick: .... 

Wolf on a stick: I’m leaving before I witness a murder 
Snake Milf : too late, I hear him running 
Lizard Dick: open the fucking door 
Kachow : what am I witnessing right now 
Team Jacob: no 
Lizard Dick: OPEN THE DAMN DOOR 
Team Jacob : why are old people so sensitive 

Wolf on a stick : Yuma you literally need to shut up 

Team Jacob: it’s not like he can kick my door down 
Team Jacob : it’s literally solid steel and bolted shut 
Snake Milf: you are an actual idiot sometimes I’m sorry 
Kachow : aren’t you guys adults? 
Team Jacob: yeah? What about it? 
Team Jacob: stop pounding on the door you bastard 
Snake Milf: [ll call for a new door... 
Team Jacob: wait wh- 
Team Jacob: OH MY GOD HE BROKE MY DOOR 
Team Jacob: CALL 119 


Team Jacob: POLICE 


Wolf on a stick: bye 


“Everything alright, Ei?” 


Eijiro snaps out of his thoughts, scratching his plate by accident. He sheepishly looks down, 
remembering he had been picking at his breakfast. 


“T’m fine, mom, just stressed.” He shrugs, pushing his eggs to the side of the plate with his fork. 
“Anything I can help with?” his mom asks, placing a damp dishtowel to the side. “Is it school?” 
Eijiro shakes his head, leaning back. “No,” he sighs. “I’m just worried for a friend...” 


After Aizawa-sensei’s apartment, Mic-sensei kind of lost it. After Eijiro called Todoroki they left 
and went their separate ways- trying to figure out what to do next. Or, in other words, trying to keep 
everything normal as possible until otherwise. 


Which was quite difficult, to be honest. 


Eijiro spent the whole weekend wondering where Midoriya and everyone else were. Sleeping 
when he could- which was an unfortunate couple of hours. 


It was shit. 
She smiles, walking forward to ruffle his unspiked hair. 


“Finals are this week, hon, so try not to stress too much. I’m sure your friend will be ok.” She turns 
back around to finish up the dishes. “If not, it wouldn't hurt to reach out.” 


“Yeah...” he stabs at his egg. 

There’s a chance it might. 

“Are you sure about this?” Bakugou mutters as he and Izuku walk through the gates. “I feel like 
faking your death would have been easier.” 


“My mom and Eraserhead already asked me that like ten times,” Izuku responds, gripping onto his 
bag. “I’m not sure. But here I am.” 


The hole in his stomach wanted to argue, but he can’t miss school. Everyone is looking for 
someone fatally injured with green blood, and he can’t at all seem injured even though it's only 
been three days. 


Either way, he feels better. Stiff, but better. 

“Just promise me that if you see All Might you won’t stop me from lunging at him.” 
“Fair enough.” 

“Midoriya.” 


He and Bakugou turn their heads. 


“Oh, lida, you’re running later than usual,” Izuku says as lida speed walks up to them. 


He slows down as he gets close. “Late night of troublesome sleep,” he says, moving his hand to 
scratch the back of his neck. 


Izuku looks him over. Yeah, he looks awful. For once, Izuku sees Iida’s tie slightly messy. 
“You and me both...” 

lida sighs, placing his hand back to his side. “Look...can I um talk to you briefly?” 

Izuku raises a brow. “Uhh, sure?” 

Bakugou looks at him with narrowed eyes. 

“Alone...” 

Izuku glances at Bakugou. “Ok...Bakugou [Il meet you inside.” 


Bakugou looks like he wants to argue, but he walks away without doing so. He keeps his eyes on 
lida, slit and careful. 


lida glances around at the people walking around them before moving off to the side. Izuku 
follows, watching his classmate bite at his lip and adjust his bag. 


“What was it you wanted to talk about?” Izuku asks, fidgeting with his hands. 
Without warning, lida bows violently. It makes him flinch from the suddenness. 
“Woah-” Izuku backs up a step. 

“T am so sorry.” 

Well ok. 

Izuku’s hands stick out in a worried manner. “Hey hey no need for formalness...” 
lida stays down. 


“But it's required for what I have done.” He shakes his head. “My actions in the past were 
unacceptable. Absolutely unacceptable.” 


Izuku exhales softly. “lida...” 


“T spoke without truly knowing who you were, and what you went through.” He straightens his 
back, exiting his bow. “And you almost died because of my foolishness.” 


“Tida hey...” 

“You do not have to forgive me, but I still give you my deepest apology-” 
“Tida ,” Izuku says firmly. 

lida stiffens, closing his mouth. God, him, and his formalities. 


“Dude, it’s ok.” 


“But-” 
Izuku puts a hand up, silencing him. 


“T appreciate you apologizing,” he says softly. “But don’t be so hard on yourself. It's not your fault, 
you were just influenced by the people around you...” 


Izuku looks to the path where students walk. The weather is chilly this early in the morning, 
blowing a breeze that rustles the leaves in the trees and the sweaters on each student. He looks 
back over at his classmate. 


“You still didn’t deserve my behavior,” lida argues. 


Izuku sighs, looking up at the sky. “No, I didn’t. But you weren’t even the worst of it.” He brushes 
a curl from his face, bringing his head back to the center. ““Because you actually learned.” 


There are a lot of people in this burning society that never want to learn- that stubbornly stick with 
their opinions and satisfaction. Izuku really is telling the truth when he says Iida isn’t the worst of 
it because at least he doesn’t try to kill him. Or scream and throw slurs. Make him feel insignificant 
and vile like a piece of trash thrown on the side of the highway. 


Izuku grabs his backpack strap, stroking a thumb over the rough fabric. “Try to keep learning, Iida. 
We need people that understand.” He starts to turn around back towards the school. 


“Midoriya...” lida stops him. “I'll help you and your friends. I promise.” 

Izuku’s dry lips form a small, tired smile. “Thank you.” 

“Maaaan, leave it to Yuuei to make us do training after last week,” Kaminari whines as he throws 
on his jacket. 


“What do you expect? We have finals this week,” Tokoyami responds dimly, making sure his 
cloak is on right. 


Eijiro zones out as he clips on his shoulder pieces, listening to his classmate chatter in the locker 
room. 


“Yeah, don’t remind us,” Sero adds this time. 


Apparently today, they are starting with practical training with All Might. The guy didn’t even 
waste a second to burst into the room to greet them, but no one gave him that same energy back. 
Midoriya especially. He looked like he was ready to kill the guy right then and there. 


His classmate being in school is more than slightly concerning, to add. He got the shit kicked out 
of him by a Nomu and he’s walking around as if nothing happened. People have died from just one 
blow at the hands of those things. 


There is a faint metallic sound from around the corner, bringing Eijiro’s head up. 
“Did you guys hear that?” he asks, getting weird looks in response. 
It’s quiet for a second. 


“Oh my god you’re right, I do hear something.” Sero changes his voice to sound scared- obviously 
sounding fake. “Do you think it’s Cerberus? I heard it's got a liking for high schoolers.” He 


wiggles his fingers in front of him, trying not to laugh. 
“Grow up, dude,” Ojiro says, rolling his eyes. 


Kaminari snorts. “Yeah guys, didn’t you hear? Cerberus snuck in here looking for its next victim. 
Don’t go in the dark or it’Il boil you with its acid!” He warps his voice to sound scary, getting 
disturbed looks from everyone. 


“Shut the fuck up!” Todoroki, Bakugou, and Iida yell- only one can expect Iida to leave out a part 
of it. 


The room goes uncomfortably silent again. A couple of people even jumped. 


Kaminari clears his throat. “Hey guys, just joking. Just joking.” He laughs nervously. “Jeez, tough 
crowd.” 


“Sensitive Cerberus followers...’ Mineta mutters. 


Bakugou lets out a tisk, shoving his hand in his last gauntlet before stomping out. He slams the 
door behind. 


“Jesus...that was new,” Sato murmurs as he zips up his costume. 


lida silently straps his boots, walking out with Todoroki right behind him. They shut the door a 
little quieter than Bakugou. 


Eijiro clears his throat, closing his locker. That was...weird. 


The same metallic sound returns. It sounds like it’s coming from the bathroom section of the locker 
room. Faint, but loud enough to echo. 


He opens his mouth to comment on it, only to shut it. No one’s going to take it seriously. 
“Tl be right back...” he says, walking towards the sound. 


ia 


“Don’t take too long, we’re gonna head out 
your own dude!” 


Kaminari calls. “If it really is Cerberus, you’re on 


“Yeah...” he waves before walking around the corner. 


No one ever really goes to this end unless they have to relieve themselves. Probably because the 
lights on this end are almost always out or flickering- Kaminari would call it the haunted section. 
There are a few lockers here too, but they aren’t as nice as the ones by the door. They’re the old 
ones from years back. It’s surprising, considering the unlimited budget the school seems to 
possess. 


Eijiro walks calmly, looking for the source of the sound. If anything, it could be a draft pushing 
open a locker. 


There's a sound of breath. Harsh breath. 
Eijiro’s face scrunches as he slows his pace, looking to the side. 


Sitting down on the bench under the light flicker is...Midoriya. He’s faced away from Ejjiro and 
hunched forward, gripping at his hair tightly. His costume is on halfway and his back is... 


Oh my god, his back. 
“Midoriya?”’ He whispers. 
His classmate violently shoots up to his feet and turns around 


“Wh- " Eijiro is stopped as he’s shoved against a locker, forearm pressed tightly against his 
windpipe. He wheezes as Midoriya’s grip tightens, raising his arms to show he means no harm. 


Shit,” Midoriya curses, letting him go. “Shit, I’m so sorry.” 

Eijiro chokes, rubbing his throat as he leans against the wall. “It’s ok...it’s ok I spooked you.” 
His reflexes are terrifying. That, and he looks like he’s been put through the wringer. 

Midoriya exhales, placing his hands on his face. ““God I need to calm down...” 

“Are you ok?” Eijiro says quietly. “How did you even get in here? We didn’t see you come in.” 


Midoriya’s hands leave his face as he sits back down on the bench. “I know a technique for how to 
keep my presence small and hard to notice. I slipped in after you guys.” He rubs his head, looking 
visibly wrecked. “The principal wouldn’t let me and Eraserhead skip like usual so I’m on edge. As 
if it couldn’t get any fucking worse.” 


Oh, that’s right, he usually never comes to practical training. We were told it's because he needs 
more one on one quirk training, but for some reason, that seemed wrong. Odd, more so. 


It felt more like he was avoiding something. 
“Oh, that’s weird...” 
“Yeah,” Midoriya says, frustrated. “It’s great .” 


Eijiro’s eyes gravitate to his stomach. It looks worse than his back. It’s nauseating to look at, 
specifically because he remembers Nishi telling him and Mic-sensei that he was in trouble. 


Hurt. 

Midoriya notices his eyes, clearing his throat and pulling his costume up. 
Eijiro takes a breath. “I know it was you.” 

Midoriya stiffens. 

“The one that was injured that day...” 


“Oh...” He loosens a little, like that wasn’t the right secret he learned about. “Yeah...Todoroki told 
me.” Midoriya pulls his costume up, slipping his arms in the arm holes. 


“Are you doing ok?” Eijiro asks. 


“Yeah, sure.” Midoriya zips up his costume, grabbing his belt from the bench. “Almost died, but 
what’s new at this point...” he mutters. 


“Then why are you here? With an injury that bad I'd think you’d be home resting.” 


Better question: how the fuck is he even walking right now? 


Midoriya snorts, standing to his feet with the belt in hand. “Trust me when I say, I didn’t really 
have a choice.” 


Eijiro’s face contorts. “Midoriya...are you in trouble?” 

He knows he is. He knows. But Midriya doesn’t know that he knows. 

Midoriya looks over at him, eyes tired. He snaps on his belt. 

“We all are, in some sense.” He turns to shut the locker by his feet before walking past Eijiro. 
“Let’s just get this over with.” 

“If you’re gonna lunge, do it now,” Bakugou mutters as they stand in Ground Gamma, lined up in 
front of All Might. 

He wants to. 


Bakugou had a heart attack when Izuku showed up, also not knowing he was showing up to 
practical. He threatened to punch him in the face just to send him to Recovery Girl. 


He’s kind in his own way. 


Todoroki and lida were worried too, only less aggressive in showing it. And, well, for some reason 
Eraserhead is here. 


Izuku eyes him and his teacher does the same- both saying “wtf is going on” in their expressions. 
First day back after almost dying and already it's a hoot. 


“T’d love to but we have eighteen witnesses,” Izuku mutters back. He’s not counting Eraserhead. 
He would join. 


“T hope everyone’s internships went well!” All Might chirps, standing tall in front of them. 
“Despite it ending early due to unexpected incidents, I have faith that you all learned at least some 
new techniques!” 


Izuku rolls his eyes. What a joke. 
“So...” he turns around, pointing at the screen. “Today, I’m going to test your new learnings!” 
The class chatters as the screen lights up. It’s a race? 


All Might turns around, cheeky as always. “I’m going to pose as a victim in distress, and the first 
one to get to me wins extra credit. You’ll be split into groups of five, so only four of you can get 
that credit!” He places his hands on his hips and he puffs his chest out. “You kids have lots of 
potential, so how about you show that right here, right now!” His eyes look right.at.Izuku. 


Most of the class smiles with glee- excited for a new challenge that rewards an academic bonus. 
But, Izuku is about to blow a casket. 


“On second thought,” Izuku whispers, glancing at Bakugou. “ Kick me in the face.” 


Shouta wants to bite all his nails off right now. 


As soon as his access to take the kid out of practical was denied, he knew something was going to 
happen. 


Shouta knows something bad is about to happen. 
The damn principal is planning something, and it obviously involves All Might and the kid. 


Anger visibly seethes through Midoriya as he walks up to the starting line. His injuries just healed. 
He had to come to school so he could avoid police confrontation. He was forced to come to this 
class. He is under an immense amount of pressure that is bound to blow. And he’s about to partake 
in arace to “save” All Might. 


Midoriya is going to fucking kill someone. 
“Ts it just me, or is Midoriya really not himself today?” Uraraka mutters to the class. 


“Yeah, the dude seems more pissed than normal,” Sero responds, staring up at the screen. “And 
that’s saying something.” 


“T’m sure he’s just stressed,” Ojiro this time. “With finals coming up, I wouldn’t blame him.” 
“Yeah, but that doesn’t look like stressed anger.” Kaminari points at the screen. 

There, everyone gets a clear shot at Midoriya’s twitching, tired, and angry glare. 

“ That looks like he wants to kill someone.” 


Shouta bites at the inside of his cheek, trying to keep a tranquil stature. He desperately wants to run 
out there and rip the kid from that exercise. He can’t endure another stressful event so soon. 


He can’t push himself so soon. 
There is a sound of footsteps from behind. One pair. 
“Hm, so this is Ground Gamma...” 


Shouta turns his head, only to feel absolute, uncontrolled rage burst in his chest like Midoriya up 
above. 


“Morning, Aizawa.” Detective Naomasa waves, smiling. “Have a moment?” 


“For the love of God, Deku, go easy,” Bakugou says through grit teeth. He stretches his arms, 
looking ahead at the target- or in other words, All Might. “You shouldn't even be here right now, 
so don’t push it.” 


“Whatever you say,” Izuku growls, stretching his torso and arms. He still has a faint twinge of pain 
through his side, but he just bites his tongue and ignores it. He can’t exactly go easy. No one 
knows he was injured. 


They’ re the last group to go. Izuku, Bakugou, Mina, Tsuyu, and Tokoyami. Standing at the start 
line, ready for the gun to blow. 


Izuku is tired. He is so fucking tired. After everything that had happened to him in the span of four 
days, he thought that he’d get at least a small break. But no, he gets to pretend to save a selfish 
prick in a training exercise. Honestly, he was calm for a while. He tried his best to stay content and 


mellow because, despite everything, he needed to be calm. But as soon as his eyes fell on those 
bright blue monstrosities first thing this morning, he felt his insides twist and convulse. And that 
calmness disappeared. 


Izuku feels his lip twitch as he stares at All Might. His insides turn sour as he feels his anger rise- 
boiling him to an impossible degree. Symbol of peace his ass. 


Selfish, narcissistic asshole. Only caring about his own problems- not even seeing the issues he 
causes as the so-called symbol. Izuku almost bit his head off that day. 


“Ready...” the speakers' boom. 

If he weren’t trying to be a hero, he’d try again today. 
“Set...” 

But who knows, maybe he’s up for a career change. 
“Go!” 


Straight away, Bakugou takes the lead by propelling himself forward with a blast. Tsuyu is not too 
far behind with her tongue sticking to a nearby wall. 


Izuku snarls, baring his teeth as he lets his legs and arms shift for the first time since Hosu. A tail 
sprouts from muscle memory. His stomach lurches, bringing bile to his throat. 


He’s done sitting and doing nothing, letting people fall left and right to protect him. 

No more. 

He swallows. 

“Holy shit Midoriya-” Mina says as Izuku takes off in a full gangly run. 

Sharpened claws grip and puncture exposed pipes. Tail slapping the metal as he jumps and flips. 
Something in his heart feels feral. And he isn’t going to stop it. 

Ge grabs a pipe, throwing himself forward faster and faster. 


Faster and faster. He can taste the vile acid in his throat, and he can feel the blood pump to his 
newly healed wound. All the anger that swelled around him since Hosu is finally setting in. All the 
anger and frustration from being bedridden and hidden. And it’s about to explode and grow like a 
forest fire. 


He keeps his eyes glued to All Might as he climbs and lunges. He runs on all fours like the damned 
wolf that’s succumbed to the flaming pits of hell- gritting his teeth to show dangerous, saliva- 
covered fangs. 


The piece of shit keeps the smile on his face as he watches his students carefully. 
All Might never cared about him. 
He grabs another pipe. 


All Might never cared about his students. 


He flips over a hurdle. 


And he certainly would never fucking care about the people rotting in the cells Mortifer calls 
home. 


He grabs Tsuyu’s ankle, pulling her down. She yelps, gripping onto a wall before plummeting. 
Izuku grinds his teeth loudly. 

People like Dai. 

“Fucking shit- Deku calm the fuck dow-” 

Izuku jumps up, landing on Bakugou’s back. He yells, falling harshly onto a solid pipe. 

“Cool it, dumbass!” he yells, clutching his chest. 

He should be looking for her. Helping her. 

He runs like hell. 


But instead, he is stuck racing like a dog for the number one hero’s plot to find his perfect little 
soldier. 


All Might holds the alarm up and ready to press. “Looks like we have our final win-” 


Izuku grabs the handrail, throwing his body up and over. He lands right on All Might, sending him 
to the ground with a bang. 


“Deku- Shit!” 


Izuku pants loudly, drooling his thinned saliva onto the hero’s suit. His claw is pressed dangerously 
close to All Might’s throat. He growls. 


“Now young man...” All Might says nervously. Izuku can feel his adam's apple bob up and down 
under the pressure of his hand. “Let’s just talk this through.” 


“This is all a game for you,” Izuku snarls, grinding his teeth. “Isn’t it?” 
He feels someone’s hands grab his torso, yanking him off the hero. 


“Deku oh my fucking god,” Bakugou says sternly as he holds him tight- keeping him from lunging 
again. “I did not think you’d actually do it.” 


Izuku keeps his venomous glare on All Might as he is pulled back. His lip curled upward in a 
pissed-off nature. 


He snarls loudly, feeling the growl vibrate in his trachea and chest. “You think you want me? Just 
you wait, All Might.” He wiggles out of Bakugou’s grasp, moving to the side. “Just you wait.” 


The screech of a microphone makes all three of them cringe. 
“Midoriya...” Eraserhead’s voice booms. He sounds off. Disturbed, really. 


Izuku pants, looking to the side where his class is. He squints before feeling his face turn 
absolutely numb. 


“Someone needs to speak with you.” 


Naomasa sits still in the office Nezu lent him- enjoying the silence before the storm. 
It’s going to be a long morning, from the looks of it. 


It was all an outlandish chain of events when he made an appearance. Aizawa looked pleased as 
always to see him, and that Midoriya kid...was not right. 


His aggression towards Toshi was not expected for a kid his age. A kid in heroics. 


He looked ready to choke him to death or impale him with his claws. It was kind of horrifying to 
look at. A kid so young displaying such rage. Such hostility of a feral animal. His bared teeth, 
reflex and experience, tremendous speed and agility. He shows signs of a trained weapon. 


Naomasa’s definitely looking forward to speaking with that one in particular. 
There’s a knock at the door. 

“Come in,” Naomasa speaks clearly. 

The door creaks open slowly- cautiously. 


“Ah, lida Tenya.” Naomasa smiles, clasping his hands together. “Take a seat.” 


“T think I’m going to vomit,” Izuku says out loud. 
“T almost did,” lida says, hands over his face as he hunches forward in his seat. “I still want to.” 


He was told about this guy by Eraserhead briefly. To add, he’s met him occasionally during 
encounters as Cerberus. 


Truth. 
Lies. 


Izuku watches as Eraserhead’s knee bobs up and down with anxiety as Todoroki speaks to the 
Detective. No one knows if they did a good job or not because, unlike an actual lie detector, you 
can’t fucking tell. 


Because at least someone is circling shit. 


The only thing Eraserhead could tell him was to stay vague. Because not even he knows the nature 
of the man’s quirk. 


Izuku can understand the Detective wanting to speak with everyone here. But him? No one knows 
he was involved with Hosu. With Stain and Cerberus- besides Kirishima and Present Mic, but for 
the love of all heroes and villains, they would never. And that’s what scares the absolute shit out of 
him. 


It came out of nowhere, leaving everyone wanting to jump out the nearest window and hide. lida 
looks terrified. And uncomfortably so, Eraserhead looks like he’s going to burst into tears and 
throw up at the same time. 


Izuku feels the fire in his chest heat up. 


Just like that, he could be thrown in jail. Just like that, his friends could be taken. And just like that, 
Dai will be stuck wherever she is not knowing if anyone even really tried. 


Izuku clenches the arm of his chair tightly- hearing it squeak under his pressure. All he wanted was 
to feel normal. That even though coming here was the worst idea ever, he could at least have a 
little sense of calm and normalcy. Return to a state where he felt he was even semi-in-control. But 
instead, he got the opposite. 


He got an unwarranted All Might. 

He got this . 

The door to the office opens, letting Todoroki out. 

He looks paler, sicker. Like he was just violated emotionally. 
Izuku swallows loud enough for everyone to hear. 


“Aizawa,” the Detective calls, peeking his head through the doorway as Todoroki sits down next to 
Izuku. 


Eraserhead glances at Izuku before getting up and walking in as if his death had been summoned 
before him. 


The door shuts. 


“Whatever happens, Midoriya,” Todoroki says, exhaling a haunted breath. “I just want you to 
know that I tried.” 


Izuku feels his heart pinch as Todoroki covers his face in frustration. He looks away from his 
friend, staring right at the closed door in front of them where Aizawa just walked through. 


He squeezes the arm of the chair again, only he hears the plastic crack . 
No. 
He bites his tongue. 


He’s not going to let things end this quickly. Fat fucking chance. He’s not going down until he 
punches the devil right in the teeth. 


So, he’s just gotta be smart. 

Really, really smart. 

“Todoroki,” he mutters. 

“What exactly did he ask you?” 

Naomasa writes down notes from all his sessions, ink staining the paper as he scrawls. So far, each 
person has shown visible anxiety and nerves as they sat in the chair across from him. Sweating, 


knees bobbing, cracking knuckles. The students were a fair case, considering they’ ve never been 
interrogated by a police officer before. 


But. 


Aizawa has endured these before- many times. So, it was more than unsettling to see him act so 
unnerved in that chair. 


He looked as if his wall had cracked for the first time in years. 


His pen stops scribbling. Naomasa lets the pen click against the table as he picks up the notepad to 
look over his thoughts. 


Each person answered the questions normally, being truthful for the most part. Why they were 
there, what was their involvement, what happened afterward... 


It was straightforward. lida admitted looking for the Hero Killer for revenge- guilty of his actions, 
no doubt. He got caught in the crossfire after getting stabbed in the shoulder. 


He leans his chin on his palm, looking down at the pages. 


Todoroki got separated from his father, but he already knew this information because of his 
father’s immediate concern. A “beast”, Endeavor called, grabbed the kid, and ran off in the 
direction of where Stain and lida were located. According to the kid himself, it was a friend of his. 
It was apparent that the beast knew that there was danger nearby, taking Todoroki to it in a panic 
since he was the closest at the moment. Animalistic senses. He can’t exactly shoot that down. 


Aizawa was tricky, but he spoke about his internship with Midoriya. He could tell he was trying to 
be vague, but it wasn’t working. He got taken by a Nomu during the incident, separating him and 
the kid. After the Nomu was injured long enough for him to escape, he ran through the alley 
system in desperation to look for Midoriya. That’s where he found the scene. 


The only issue with these stories was when it all lined up to what happened there and after. 


As soon as Cerberus and Midoriya were brought up or asked about, each person immediately 
became finicky. Their responses were scattered and barely lined up with each other. And it wasn’t 
just a coincidence. 


From what he could gather within the scatter, Cerberus showed before Stain was able to inflict 
major injuries to Native or lida. That point was rather on the line. 


As it fought Stain, a Nomu had found itself in the alley around the same time Midoriya had run in, 
getting caught in between the mess of it. He became almost fatally injured by a blow directed by 
the Nomu. Todoroki had said he was impaled. 


This is where things got weird. 


Todoroki came in after he was injured, leading to the beast he came with to finish the job on the 
injured Nomu- explaining its mangled state. To be honest, Noamasa doesn’t care that it was 
unsolicited quirk usage because in this case, they didn’t quite have very many options. 


And when he asked if he could possibly question him, Todoroki point blank turned that down. 
“He isn’t able to speak verbally anymore, so I wouldn’t really bother...” 


Naomasa decided to drop it, considering they had been telling the truth for the most part about the 
animal’s involvement. Not to mention they have a clear lineup as well as proof that he has no 
intentions of hurting the students. 


But it still felt off... 


Aizawa came in last. And according to everyone, Stain fled in the midst of the chaos, but it was 
never specified when. When Naomasa asked about Stain, they all said he left. And that was it. The 
only person that gave a semi-decent answer was lida. He said Stain fled around the same time as 
Cerberus. 


Regarding Cerberus, there was one clear response. 
It got injured and fled. 
Both of those things were true. 


Before things could escalate, they fled to Midoriya’s acquaintance's place where he and Iida were 
treated. The name was never given, but he learned that the child is friends with someone nearby 
with a healing quirk and medical experience. They apparently had no time for a hospital, according 
to Aizawa’s words. It’s fair, considering the events had led to backed-up ambulances and 
unbearable traffic. 


It’s hard to believe he even made it. 


One hell of a healing quirk, that is. The kid was running in that exercise today as if nothing had 
happened. As if he didn’t almost bleed to death three days ago. 


Lastly, he asked about the black substance found on the ground later identified as tar. None of them 
knew what he was talking about, or so it seemed. It was pretty clear that they had never seen it 
before. Giving very straight answers. 


They don’t know where exactly it came from. 
But they were all lying. 


Naomasa sighs, placing the notepad back down on the table. His head hurts from trying to put it 
together. Reading it all over doesn’t help to make sense either. None of it makes sense. It's 
scattered, there are holes in the story, the presence of the camera and tar don’t add up, and he could 
tell everyone was holding something back when it came to Midoriya or Cerberus. As if the 
information was sensitive and the opposite of straightforward. 


When really, it should be. 


The problem with all of it though, was that it feels wrong. When he asked if Midoriya had any 
relation with Cerberus- due to his quirk and two involvements now- he got something he hasn’t 
seen in a long time. 


Inconclusive. 
It’s more than weird. 
It’s bizarre . 


Maybe with this last person, he can fill some of those holes. He clears his throat, standing from his 
chair to walk to the door. He opens it, peeking out to call for his next and final interrogation. 


“Midoriya Izuku, why don’t you join me?” He asks, opening the door fully. 


It’s an understatement when he says the kid looks like he is going to lose his mind any second. 


He’s sweating. A lot. And Naomasa can tell just barely, that he’s clenching his jaw fight. 
Midoriya nods, glancing at his teacher before getting up and walking in. 

As Naomasa shuts the door behind them, he exhales. 

“Sorry for the wait, can I get you some water?” he asks, putting a smile on his face. 
Midoriya shakes his head, taking his designated seat without a word. 

Ok... 

Naomasa lets his smile drop, walking to his chair. 


“T apologize for coming at an odd time,” he says, taking a seat. “But I hope you understand, 
considering the recent events.” 


Midoriya nods. 
Keeping it simple, he sees. 


Naomasa clears his throat sharply, placing his clasped hands on the table. “I will make this quick. 
My quirk is what many like to call a lie detector. I can tell whether or not you lie when I ask you a 
question. I’m going to ask you a series of questions regarding the incident involving Stain and 
Cerberus as well as your apparent involvement. Make sense?” 


Midoriya nods again, short and sweet. His eyes stay focused. And like that, his presence shifts . 


“Ok...let’s get started,” Naomasa says, now slightly uncomfortable at the change in atmosphere. 
He unclasps his hands to grab his pen. He clicks it. 


Midoriya swallows, but not in a nervous way. He can see the adam’s apple bob up and down 
harshly on his throat as he stares forward intensely. His breathing is even. His sweat drips from his 
forehead as if controlled. And he can hear the student grab at the arm of the chair- squeezing it 
hard. 


In that hall, this student visibly looked nervous and afraid of what came next. But as soon as his 
butt sat in that chair, he flipped a switch. It’s as if he told his brain to stop, and it did. 


“T’d like to start by asking how you were injured.” He tilts his head, having a hard time keeping 
eye contact. “Or more specifically, how exactly were you healed so fast?” 


Midoriya glances to the side for a moment before breathing in. “I’m sure everyone told you I was 
injured by a Nomu trying to meet back up with my teacher. Or really, that I ended up getting caught 
in some unfortunate crossfire.” His voice is steady, catching Naomasa off guard. “I was impaled by 
a Nomu after finding Iida in that alley with Stain.” 


True. 
Naomasa scribbles a couple of words down on a clean sheet of paper. 


“My close friend is a medical school dropout with a healing quirk.” Midoriya stares daggers at 
Naomasa. “She thankfully lives close by-and due to the nature of her quirk, I was healed quicker 
than normal.” 


True. 


He can’t tell if Aizawa gave him pointers, or if he quite literally just knows how to handle his 
emotions like the snap of a finger. Either way, it’s disturbing. 


“Alright. Why don’t you tell me about Cerberus? Or to be more specific, what happened to the 
vigilante during all of this?” 


Naomasa watches Midoriya glance to the side for a moment. “It was injured by the Nomu. It got a 
blow to the back before fleeing into the alley system.” 


True. 

Naomasa hums quietly, noting that down. 

“How about Stain?” 

Midoriya grinds his teeth. “Left at the same time as Cerberus.” 
True. 


Naomasa can tell the student is being smart about this. Keeping his answers as straight as possible, 
vague in some areas. It’s quite intriguing to watch. Naomasa puts his pen down, leaning his elbows 
on the table. He clasps his hands together. 


This kid is going to be a little bit more of achallenge. 
“Alright, Midoriya, you’re a smart kid. I'll give you that.” 
Midoriya narrows his eyes. 


Naomasa inhales, leaning back in his chair. “I’ve gotten most of my answers from your friends 
regarding the event, and I’ve got enough to form a story in my head.” 


Midoriya stares at him as if he’s waiting for something else to be said. 


“But, there are still some things that don’t quite add up.” He grabs his pen, tapping it against the 
notepad. “So, I’m going to ask you a few more questions and some of them are going to stray from 
the case.” 


The kid swallows, keeping the same icy stare on his face. “Fine, what would you like to know?” 


Naomasa cracks a small smile. If he’s going to get anything useful out of this kid, he’s going to 
have to get him to show more emotion. More stress. 


Knowing the situation, he probably asked what to expect from his fellow classmates and teacher. 
So, how about mixing it up a little? 


“What’s your relationship with All Might? I saw your little moment in Ground Gamma.” He asks 
right off the bat. He can see the kid’s lip twitch for a second as the question leaves his tongue. 


The kid squeezes the arm of the chair again, but after taking a breath, he stops. Midoriya sits up, 
showing a smug smile on his lips. “I can tell you’re trying to rile me up. But I’m not stupid.” He 
crosses his arms. 


Naomasa raises his brows. 


Damn...This might be a little fun. 


“But if you really want to know, I hate his fucking guts. And I would rather stick my hand in a meat 
grinder than be in the same room as him. ” 


True... 

Naomasa cringes inside. 

Jesus... 

“Mind elaborating? What exactly has the number one hero done to you to deserve your reaction?” 


Midoriya tilts his head, turning his expression to be unamused. “It would be wrong of me to rant. 
But a simple answer would be that he almost killed me three times in my life.” 


True. 
What the fuck? 
Naomasa opens his mouth. 


“The number one hero isn’t very careful, now is he?” Midoriya half-grins. “It seems he only cares 
about his reputation at this point in life.” 


Naomasa is slightly distraught by the attitude of the kid right now. Just earlier today, he was an 
emotional wreck- attempting to take Toshi down at any moment. He thought the kid would be easy 
to get a lie out of. Due to his body language and stirred mental state. 


But he was wrong. 


And now the kid sits in this chair with one of the best poker faces he has ever seen in a child his 
age. He’s taking this dangerously seriously. 


Naomasa clears his throat, flipping to a new page in his notes. 


“Let’s move on.” He takes a moment to conjure another question. “Tell me about your quirk, 
Midoriya.” 


Midoriya looks up for a moment. Thinking. 


“’m sure you saw me at the festival.” He rolls his shoulders back, cracking them. “I can turn any 
part of my body into one of a wolf.” 


True. 


Naomasa hums. “I saw in your medical files while I investigated the festival incident that you were 
diagnosed with a premature quirk at five. It was updated just last year. Is that correct?” 


Midoriya nods. “I developed fully later than most people my age. My body wasn’t ready for the 
pressure it causes on my joints. It fully manifested during a stressful moment in my last year in 
middle school.” 


True. 


Naomasa nods. “Green eyes and claws. I know you possess a rare mutation along with some of 


your friends. Do the green eyes relate to your blood being a different color?” Naomasa asks, getting 
his pen ready. 


“Yes.” 
True. 


“Interesting...it’s intriguing seeing all the different physical traits a quirk can cause...” He taps the 
pen against his lips before scribbling a few notes. “I’m sure you had a good trainer to help you 
before applying?” 


Midoriya looks off for a second. “Yes...” 
True. 
Ok...the kid is speaking without issues. 


“Alright...’’ Naomasa inhales. “I’m at a point where I’m going to ask you something that may be a 
long shot. I hate to ask since it involves your quirk and I don’t wanna come across as one that 
assumes.” 


“Ok.” 


“Earlier this year, Aizawa had disregarded orders to bring Cerberus into captivity because he had 
found out that the it we have been calling a monster, is a male child. It was guessed he’s either 
middle or high school-aged.” He watches the kid nod. “It’s always a bit off the line, but with 
society these days, you never know.” 


“What do you want to know, Detective?” Midoriya spits. 

Oh... 

There was a crack in that. 

Naomasa looks at the kid in the eyes. Focusing on his still irises. 
“Are you in any relation with the vigilante Cerberus?” 

Midoriya narrows his eyes. 

“No.” 

Inconclusive. 


Naomasa feels that word rumble in his stomach. Just like with each and every person he asked, that 
word hits hard. 


And it’s confusing. 
What the fuck ?! 


He sits back in his chair, rubbing his temple. He only ever gets inconclusive from people who are 
mentally discombobulated. Incapable of answering questions. He’s never ever gotten it from a high 
school kid. 


What exactly is going on here? 


“Ok...” Naomasa sighs. “I have one more question for you.” 
Midoriya hums. 


“We found black tar and a camera in the alleyway. Do you have any idea where that could have 
come from?” 


For the first time in this interrogation, Midoriya’s composure slips. It slips just a little. 
His face sours and Naomasa can see the kid biting the inside of his cheek. 

“No, I have no idea where it came from.” 

The clock in the background ticks. 

And it ticks. 

A drop of sweat falls from Midoriya’s forehead, landing on his lap. 

Naomasa sighs. “Ok...that’s all I needed. You may go.” 

Midoriya nods before getting out of his seat swiftly. Exiting the room. 


Naomasa looks down at his notepad as the kid shuts the door. He clicks his pen, writing down the 
last bit of notes from that last question. 


Lie. 


Shouta walks Midoriya down the hall, keeping his hand on his back firmly. 
“Breathe, kid. Breathe .” 


Todoroki and lida walk behind, staying uncomfortably quiet as Midoriya boarders a mental 
breakdown. 


Midoriya breathes in and out in and out, grabbing his throat as he tries to stay calm. 


As soon as his student shut that door behind him after the interrogation, he collapsed to the ground 
in a panic. Like he held every ounce of nerves in until the very last second. Shouta had to grab him 
and keep him upright to avoid him from choking on his damn saliva from how hard he was 
breathing. 


Tsukauchi isn’t a bad man. He really isn’t. But unfortunately, one of his laking strengths is 
understanding how fucked up people get after interrogations with him. The panic. The internal 
fighting on if you were right or wrong or if you slipped up. 


Or if you even stood a chance at all. 


“Easy, Midoriya. Four seconds in, four out,” he says softly, rubbing his back. He’s trying to get 
them outside to get fresh air. Because after that , they need a break. A long one. 


The kid tries his best to follow his steps, breathing in for four and exhaling for another. His breath 
is shaky and he’s close to choking and coughing on each breath. 


“Just a little more, ok?” 


Midoriya nods, continuing to attempt the breathing exercise. His eyes are wet from tears and his 
face is red. The kid is one second away from blowing up. 


It’s becoming apparent that he’s losing stability, ever since Dai got taken. Ever since every single 
bad scenario came true. He broke down in front of his mom recently, and now? He isn’t...he isn’t 
going to last much longer. 


It breaks his heart to think that. 


“Sensei...” A new voice joins from behind. Shouta turns over his shoulder, finding Kirishima 
peeking from around the corner. His bright red eyes are wide and one of his sharp fangs bites at his 
bottom lip. He looks upset. 


Worried. 


Shouta sighs, waving his hand that’s not on Midoriya’s back- signaling that it’s ok to come over. 
He doesn’t even wanna know how he got out of class. 


“What...happened?” Kirishima mutters as he jogs up and joins the others behind. 
Shouta places a finger over his own lips. Now isn’t the time for questions. 
Midoriya coughs, wheezing from his lack of oxygen. 

“Just down the hall, kid.” He moves his hand up to his shoulder, squeezing it. 


They reach the door, pushing it open to feel the cooler difference in the air. For starters, it’s not 
suffocatingly humid. He can already hear the difference in breathing from the kid. 


Midoriya’s eyes drop tears as he grips at his shirt. He walks ahead of Shouta, heading for the patch 
of trees by the side of the building. 


He drops to the ground as his feet his green grass, moving himself to lean against the trunk of an 
older tree. 


He breathes. In out in out in and out. And as soon as a light green premature leaf falls to the 
ground, Midoriya starts to cry. 


Todoroki immediately runs up to Midoriya’s side, followed by Iida. 


They grab onto him. Todoroki grabs his hand, squeezing it with both hands as he leans his head on 
his shoulder while lida finds himself on the other side, rubbing his back. 


Izuku cries. 
And he cries . Like the scared kid, he is supposed to be right now. 
His head leans against Tododoki’s before he looks up at the leaves above. 


“Sensei...” Kirishima says as he walks up to Shouta’s side. They both watch as Midoriya takes in a 
large breath. 


“What happened ?” 


Midoriya screams at the top of his lungs, full-throated, rough, and broken. 


Shouta feels his heart drop to his stomach as the kid’s crying turns to full-on sobs. He looks over to 
Kirishima. His fucking student. Feeling his heart fall down to his feet. 


“There is so much you don’t know, kid.” 


“So much.” 


Chapter End Notes 


I feel like COVID paranoia will never leave my soul. I heard someone cough while I 
was getting my nose piercing changed to a hoop and my body almost ejected from that 
chair. 


The new delta variant will and can eat a brick. 

Thank you. 

So, everyone take extra care and GET VACCINATED!!! 
Goddamn- 


See ya later! 


Singing Stripe 


Chapter Summary 


It's time for a break for this little celery stick. 


Chapter Notes 


I DID NOT DIE YAYOOO 
Well, I kind of did but that's beside the point. 


This chapter has angst, but it also has some goofy bits. I tried to give them a little 
break in this chapter considering I nailed them all with the angst train for like 5 
chapters in a row. 


Besides that, [MADE A DISCORD BABYYYY. 


I heard people made fan art and I almost SHIT myself, so here is the discord for this 
fic! You are more than welcome to join just to chat with fellow readers, throw in some 
fan art, and even chat with me if you so wish! If it flops it flops lol. I might create an 
Instagram account if enough people are interested or if I decide to haha. 


https://discord.gg/HpPRTynJGJ 


Also, this weeks song is Singing Stripe by Georgia Mulligan 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
One of the hardest things for Izuku right now is breathing. Or, really, staying calm after something 
like this. He’s having a harder and harder time each and every second his life stays this way. 
The constant hiding. The stress. 
The hurt. 
Eraserhead took him to the teachers’ lounge after his little... 
Moment. 


He can’t really say how long he was under that tree with salty tears staining his dry skin, but he 
knows it was a while. Holding it in during the interrogation was like trying to keep a land mine 
from exploding. His foot left the trigger when he walked away from the detective. 


And it exploded. 


Violently. 


His hands hold a mug of water. His mug of water. 


Eraserhead designated one of his mugs to him ever since the first day of school, giving it to him to 
fill with water or juice whenever he visited the office or lounge- or even coffee if he wished. It has 
a little kitten on it. His teacher may not be awesome at showing affection or kindness, but this 
gesture is something that will always make him feel warm. No matter the circumstance, even if it’s 
shitty like today. 


Kirishima is picking at his nails next to him on the couch. Nervous and visibly worried. Izuku can 
see it in his eyes and body language- his obvious want to give out a hand. It’s fair, considering he 
watched him scream under a tree. No normal person wouldn’t be uncomfortable by that. 


Everyone else went back to class- even though they argued. Izuku would have been free to go as 
well, but Eraserhead wanted to speak to Kirishima about...that. 


Unfortunate timing, but considering how fast everything is moving right now, the whole class will 
know soon. Or all of Japan. Whatever comes first. 


Probably both. 


“Uh, am I in trouble, sensei?” Kirishima mutters as Eraserhead walks over to them, holding a 
freshly brewed cup of black coffee. He’s definitely addicted but Izuku makes no comment. 


“T promise I didn’t mean to snoop, I was just-” 


“You’re not in trouble, Kirishima,” Eraserhead says softly, holding his hand up. He blows on his 
mug, taking a sip as he sits down across from them. “We just have something to discuss with you.” 


Kirishima relaxes- releasing the tension in his shoulders. “Oh...oh uh ok.” 

Izuku leans his head back, looking to the side. His thumb rubs over the side of the cool mug. 
“Kid...” 

Izuku looks over at his teacher, watching as those dry red eyes turn to “worried dad”. 

“Are you sure you’re ok with this?” 


There are a lot of things he’s unsure of, and yeah, this one is one. But...Kirishima is someone he 
can trust. And like he thought before, it’s best to get it out of the way one step at a time. 


He nods, looking down at his legs. 


“If at any moment this is too much, please step out,” he continues, keeping extra care to Izuku’s 
already shattering mental state. 


Kirishima chuckles nervously. “You’re making me nervous, sensei.” Izuku can hear him swallow. 
“Ts it that bad?” 


Eraserhead shakes his head. “Midoriya has been through a lot today, and a lot period. This topic 
just might be rough for him right now.” 


Kirishima nods slowly. He moves his hands back to his lap, where he fiddles with his fingers. 


That’s when Eraserhead sighs, placing his coffee onto the coffee table in front of them. “I think 
you have come to the conclusion from...various people that he’s been through a lot.” 


Kirishima nods again. “He’s...he’s being hunted, right?” he turns his head to look at Izuku. But he 
can’t even look at Kirishima in the eyes right now. He hates it when people look at him like that. 
“That woman in your apartment couldn’t even say who. But it sounds really bad, sensei.” 


Eraserhead adjusts his legs, scooting them out a little as he clears his throat. “We’II...discuss the 
details on that later.”” He leans forward, placing his elbows on his knees. His presence turns slightly 
more serious. “But I do need you to know that before I tell you what I’m going to tell you, 
Midoriya had no say in this.” 


Kirishima tilts his head. 


“Midoriya didn’t want this. He didn’t need this. I hate to say it in front of him, but he is living a 
nightmare right now. Just promise to take that into consideration.” 


Ow, Eraserhead... 


“Um...ok...” Kirishima says softly. He looks at Izuku again, only he can sense his classmate’s eyes 
say something else. “I promise.” 


Eraserhead nods. “I don’t know how else to say it easily, but Midoriya is- and has been- a wanted 
criminal for over a year.” 


Kirishima’s eyes practically bulge out of his skull. 

Goddamn it- Christ Eraserhead way to ease into it. If Izuku wasn’t exhausted, he’d facepalm. 
“What?” Kirishima’s tone almost sounds hurt. Distraught. He sounds...sad. “How have I never...” 
Eraserhead clasps his hands together, rubbing his pointer finger over his knuckles. 

Izuku just wants to go home right now. He’s sick of it. The emotions. 

“No one really knows...” Eraserhead starts. He looks over at Izuku. “Even I didn’t know.” 
Kirishima sits there patiently. Longing for an answer. 

“..How’s that even possible?” Kirishima mutters. 

“Because people don’t really tend to connect that I’m Cerberus on a daily basis.” 

Izuku hadn’t really realized he was the one that said that until both sets of eyes were on him. 
Well shit, ok. 

That’s one way to out yourself. 


He shrugs lightly, taking a sip of his water. “And a lot of people don’t suspect a murderous wolf 
demon to be a first-year high schooler.” 


Eraserhead frowns. “Kid...” 


“Let’s just hope the detective is the same,” he chuckles slightly, shaking his head. “Because if so, 
this meeting was pointless...” 


Kirishima is looking at him with wide eyes and terror. He looks horrified. But not really...in the 
same way a lot of people would look if they connected the dots. He looks more so mortified in the 


“oh shit” sense. 
The realization that your classmate kinda almost died like 14 times in one week. 
“Midoriya...” 


Izuku sighs, looking down at his mug. “You’re a really good guy, Kirishima. I’ve appreciated your 
company. But when it comes to me...a lot of people have their opinions.” He looks at Kirishima in 
the eyes. He half-smiles. “If you’re going to say something, just do it now. I trust you, but 
sometimes people just have different reactions.” 


Kirishima’s eyes are wet. So wet that Izuku can see his reflection. 
His eye bags. 

His tired and messy hair. 

The resting frown on his lips. 

“T’d rather you just get it out of the way,” he adds softly. 


If there were two things Izuku wasn’t expecting on his first day back, it would be the interrogation 
and the tears that just slipped from Kirishima’s eyes. 


The fat, wet, streaming tears. 


Izuku flinches at the sight. He’s never ever gotten a reaction like that before. Eraserhead’s eyes 
widen a little too. 


spc 


“Have you been going through this the whole time?” Kirishima’s lip wobbles. He swallows as 
another tear falls. “Coming to class, dealing with...oh my god dealing with the comments, the 
torture . All Might tried to kill you and you have him as ateacher .” More tears fall. "I watched 
him try to kill you." 


This is so bizarre. 


Izuku is frozen right now. Kirishima is such a strong person- a happy-go-lucky guy who always 
smiles and cheers for his friends. 


Seeing him cry is so hard to look at right now. 


Kirishima sniffs. “You almost died the other day and I just /et people make horrible comments 
about you. I’m supposed to be your friend.” 


“..Kirishima.. .It’s-” 

“Midoriya, what the fuck? What the fuck? ” 

Two, short muscular arms grab him and hug him. Tightly. 
It’s a bear hug. A very very emotional bear hug. 


Izuku looks over at his teacher as Kirishima squeezes him. He places his chin on Kirishima’s 
shoulder, setting a hand on his back. 


“Yeah...” he blinks, relaxing his head against Kirishima’s. ““What the fuck...” 


“How'd it go?” 
Naomasa glances up from his papers. “Aren’t you supposed to be teaching right now?” 


Toshinori is standing there in his smaller form- his resting nervous face on display. Seeing him in 
the police department right now isn’t expected. It’s like he followed him here. 


“T don’t have class until later this afternoon,” he says, stepping into the room. 


Naomasa hums. Of course. “Interviews went fine. A little odd though.” He leans his head on his 
hand as he places his papers on the ground. He’s been trying to piece more of the interrogation 
together ever since he left the school. Everyone was very truthful for the most part- despite the 
nervousness. But there were still questions to be asked internally. 


Why exactly there could have been inconclusive? 

Why everyone lied to that last question? 

Who exactly is Midoriya Izuku? 

“How so?” 

Naomasa sighs, sitting up straight. “Midoriya Izuku.” 

Toshinori nods. “Ah...” 

Naomasa’s brows fold forward. Ah? He tilts his head. What exactly is the deal with those two... 
He just might need to interrogate Toshi too... 


Naomasa crosses his arms. “He’s a very smart kid. Talented too. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a kid 
his age act so reserved in an interrogation.” 


Toshi nods, sitting in the chair across from his desk. “He’s an interesting one...” 

This is getting frustrating, even for him. 

“Talk,” Naoamsa says, catching Toshi off guard. 

“Pardon?” 

“Talk,” he repeats. “I wanna know what you two have going on from your perspective.” 


Toshinori shakes his head. “There isn’t much going on. The child simply doesn’t like me, and I am 
unaware of why or what caused his behavior.” 


He doesn’t even need to activate his quirk to know he isn’t fully telling the truth. 


“Even recently? Midoriya was extremely provoked during your exercise this morning. No one does 
that just because they feel like it.” 


The blessing and curse of being a detective, is sensing body language all the time. Watching 
people closely for their small breaks inhabit or behavior. 


Toshinori bites his lip and he scratches the back of his neck. He’s uncomfortable. 
“T....uh...asked him.” 

“Asked him?” 

“T asked him.” 


It clicks pretty fast for him. Toshinori may be vague a lot of the time, but this one is crystal clear. 
Naomasa places his hands over his face, groaning. 


“You didn’t...” 
“He’s an excelent canadite, Naomasa! You can’t argue with me on that.” 


Holy shit he really is an idiot sometimes. “Toshi, he fucking hates you. He hates you and you 
asked him to inherit your power to potentially become the next symbol of peace?” 


Toshinori swallows. 


“T’m sorry, but of course he’s pissed off at you right now. You completely disregarded his feelings 
for your own gain and I am honestly surprised he didn’t punch your teeth in.” 


“T was against it at first, you know,” Toshi argues. “I know he hates me. I know he does. But I 
wasn’t going to know until I asked.” 


“What did you wanna know? If his hatred was all a game? That he’d all of a sudden bask in your 
presence like a fanboy once you revealed your secret?” He pinches the bridge of his nose, feeling a 
headache coming on. “You are a complete and utter idiot for this one.” 


“Nezu told me to do it!” Toshi snaps. 

Woah. 

Woah ok. 

“Wait a minute slow down- why the hell would he make you do that?” 


Toshinori shakes his head, frustrated. “I don’t know. He wants me to figure something out. Realize 
something. He even decided to pit me against the kid during the final exam on Friday- no 
arguments allowed.” 


“What?” Naomasa almost yells. “I’m sorry-is he trying to get him to have an anxiety attack?” 


The kid may have been obviously hiding something, but he honestly looks horrible. Even though 
he was being questioned, Naomasa couldn’t help but feel worried for the child. And to his 
knowledge, Midoriya is only 15. 


A kid his age shouldn’t be going through something this stressful. 


“T really could not tell you,” Toshi says. “I still don’t even know why the kid hates me so much, 
OFA aside. Or why the principal and Aizawa have some weird attachment towards him.” 


Naomasa narrows his eyes, nodding. After the interrogation, he has gotten a bigger gauge as to how 
protective Aizwaw is towards the kid. It’s almost weird- seeing a man so invested in his work 
become protective over a child. 


More so, now hearing this new information about the principal. 


He sighs. There are probably many reasons why those two have an attachment towards the child. 
Maybe it’s because of family issues, or others. But for some reason, the only thing that can come to 
mind is Toshi. Or rather his involvement. It’s possible they are just protective over him or want to 
get Toshi to understand the kid’s perspective through engagement. 


But it’s not practical. Nor does it make total sense- it should be taken with a grain of salt. 


Naomasa looks down at the notes he threw on the table. The one from Midoriya’s is on top. He 
reaches for it, grabbing it and reading it from the middle down. 


“Are you sure you don’t know why the kid dislikes you?” Naomasa stresses, glancing over the 
paper. 


Toshi shakes his head aggressively. “I don’t, I promise.” 

He looks back down at the notes. The kid was telling the truth up until then... 
It’s a long shot but... 

He turns his quirk on. 

“Was there any...moment where you found yourself trying to injure him maybe?” 
Toshinori looks repelled at that statement. 

“Naomasa, I would never. ” 

There’s a long pause. 


He puts the note sheet down. “I hate to ask it, but you know me,” Naomasa pauses, huffing a tired 
laugh. He places a hand on the back of his neck. “There are a lot of gaps.” 


“T understand.” Toshi nods. "There is too much going on for just you to handle." 


"Yeah..." Naomasa glances at the shut door. “Do you mind doing me a favor?” He asks, getting a 
raised brow from Toshinori in response. “Would you mind grabbing a couple of cups of coffee? I 
might be up late with this.” 


“Of course.” Toshi smiles, getting out of his seat. “Black, I presume?” 
“Please.”” Naomasa smiles. “Feel free to grab what you want as well.” 


“T always do.” Toshinori chirps before walking out of the room. The door clicks shut and he waits a 
good couple of seconds before releasing his straight posture. 


Naomasa sighs deeply, leaning his elbows on the table. He rubs at his temples. It's confusing. 
Toshinori is a really bad liar. Like really bad. But for once...he sounded so honest. So hurt by the 
question. If his quirk wasn't on, he'd think he was telling the truth because his thoughts are so easy 
to pinpoint. 


But... 


He was lying. 


Hitoshi almost always gets insane deja vu when he’s in the bathroom. 


Or more specifically, when Midoriya comes into the bathroom around the same time as him and 
almost punches the mirror. 


It’s almost comedic that he’s there every time. 


“You alright?” Hitoshi asks, pushing open his stall door. There’s an echoing squeak from the 
hinges. 


Midoriya is: Not ok. At least by Hitoshi’s judgment. He’s bent over the sink like he’s going to 
throw up. He always does at this point. 


He forces a smile when he notices Hitoshi, backing away from the sink. His hands were around the 
countertop, and as they left, Hitoshi could hear an uncomfortable screech from his nails. 


“This is almost scary,” Midoriya says, facing him. He looks like he’s been crying- at least by the 
redness of his nose and eyes. The overall numb presence. “Are you trying to stalk me or 
something?” His hands are shaking like he has a tremor. 


“T was going to ask you the same thing,” Hitoshi, walking up to him. “Have another stressful 
moment?” He passes Midoriya, taking a seat against the wall. It’s almost easier to talk to someone 
while sitting. It makes it more casual. 


“You have no idea,” Midoriya mumbles, joining him on the other side of the wall. He can hear 
Midoriya’s head thump against the wall tiredly. “I guess you can say I really fucking hate people 
sometimes.” 


Hitoshi turns his head against the wall. “No argument there.” He shrugs. Midoriya blinks slowly, 
looking forward. “Wanna talk about it?” 


Midoriya lets out a long Jong sigh, looking up at the ceiling. Hitoshi’s face softens. This guy may 
be terrifying sometimes, but hell, he’s vulnerable. He’s tired. He’s like him. 


It makes Hitoshi wonder just what exactly Midoriya Izuku is going through outside of school. 


“T’ve talked too much today,” Midoriya hums. “I think I just need a minute. I...I need a little bit of 
silence.” 


Hitoshi nods, looking at Midoriya briefly before bringing his head to the center. 


He doesn’t argue, letting the silence of the cold bathroom cover them like a sheet. The quiet is 
sometimes something we all need. Because honestly, life as a heroics student is never dull- quiet. 
It’s never calm. 


Midoriya sighs again, and at the corner of Hitoshi’s eyes, he can see him close his eyes and relax. 
Yuma almost threw up when Midoriya called saying he got interrogated by Mr. Lie Detector 
himself. 

On the first day back. 

Like she literally got nauseous. Hiroto had to grab a trash can because she audibly gagged. 


It was like that certain feeling someone would get when they get a huge wave of anxiety with a full 


stomach. Bile crawling and churning at their insides- wanting to lurch out to make room for the 
nerves. 


The kid’s been through enough these past few weeks. This really wasn’t the move. 


If she had the power, she’d take him out of that school. Even if she’s so happy he’s there- he’s 
getting destroyed there. Emotionally and physically. At this point...is it even worth it? 


With Dai gone... 
With everything building up... 
Midoriya can’t handle this. Yuma can’t handle this. 


“Can we do something for the kid?” Yuma says out loud in the common room. She’s sitting down 
on the couch, trying to get her stomach to ease down. “Like invite him to a movie or something ?” 


Hiroto pokes his head out of the kitchen and Yue looks up from her phone from the armchair. 
Syouma looks up last from his spot on the ground. 


He looks better- less tired. Happier. 


Yuma sighs. “The kid needs a break.” She looks down at her hands- the ring on her finger. “We all 
need a break.” 


It sounds wrong to say that. With Dai gone and with so much to be doing right now, taking a break 
seems selfish. 


They can’t go out to search with Syouma till things calm down with the feds- it’s still early after 
Hosu. Everyone’s on edge. 


So...right now they can’t really do anything. They are just stuck in the middle. 


“We can do a movie. We still have that projector we stole like a year ago, right?” Hiroto says, 
moving back into the kitchen. She can hear his voice travel as he moves around. 


“Yeah,” Yuma responds. 


“Alright, wanna invite the whole crew?” Hiroto walks out of the kitchen with a bottle of water. “Or 
just the kid?” 


“Whole crew. The kid needs some quality cuddle puddle time.” Yuma grabs her phone from the 
couch. “I’m already on it.” 


Team Jacob: movie night tonight, I'll be at your residence to kidnap you later 


Hiroto looks at his phone, giving her an irritated glance. 


“What?” Yuma asks. “I’m not having them walk here on their own.” 


Hiroto looks at Yue for a second. “Touche.” 


Prince Zuko: I’m not helping you if Endeavor catches you 
Kachow : Todoroki we are in class right now stop texting 
Prince Zuko : no 

Pencilhead : who’s class is it? 

Prince Zuko : Mic-sensei 

Pencilhead: keep texting 

Kachow : sensei! 

Team Jacob : PFFFFFF 

Pencilhead : and I’d love to join, but I have to actually do my job 
Team Jacob : laaaame 

Bottom : we have fucking finals in two days 

Prince Zuko : cool 

Lizard Dick : you are welcome to decline, we just wanted to 
Give everyone a chance to relax. 

Lizard Dick : I heard that interrogation kicked your asses 


Prince Zuko: yeah....I don’t wanna talk about it 


Yuma knows it was hard for everyone that had to endure it, not just Midoriya. According to 
Eraserhead, Todoroki took it the hardest. 


Team Jacob : it’s also for Midoriya. I think he needs to be with friends right now 
Bottom: ...fine, ll go. But if I fail any of my finals I’m killing you 

Team Jacob : *cough cough* simp 

Bottom : drown yourself 

Team Jacob: aye aye captain! 

Prince Zuko: I’1l be there whenever you come for me, I think a break sounds nice 


Prince Zuko: more specifically for Midoriya’s sake 


Team Jacob : alright we got 2 simps coming, who’s next? 
Prince Zuko: I don’t even know what that word means 
Kachow: I have a curfew... 


Team Jacob : fuck the curfew I know where you live, see you at 9 bitch boy 


Hiroto glares at her again. “Can you not be so aggressive to the kids?” 
Yuma snorts. “Don’t be sensitive, that’s how I show that I care.” 


“Mihm.” 


Pencilhead : I hate to throw this in, but before I leave here for the day... 
Pencilhead: I forgot to add someone here if you don’t mind 

Pencilhead : I despise having to add students to this, but it’s easier to communicate 
If I know where he may be or what he knows 


Lizard Dick : oh shit? 


Yuma looks up from her phone around the same time as Hiroto. Yue gives them a questioning 
glance, tilting her head. 


“Another one?” 


Pencilhead added Evjiro Kirishima to the chat 

Bottom : Jesus fuck 

Eijiro Kirishima: I don’t know where I am but I’m happy to be here! 
Bottom : Damn it- 

Bottom : Shitty hair knows now? 

Eijiro Kirishima: Bakugou? 

Bottom : what do you want? 

Eijiro Kirishima : makes sense 


Team Jacob : BAHAHAHAHAH 


Team Jacob: I can’t remember who you are but holy shit I just know we 
Are going to be best friends 
Lizard Dick : oh wait, red hair and hardening quirk, right? 
Eijiro Kirishima: Yes! 
Eijiro Kirishima: I’m assuming that you guys are Midoriya’s friends? From the sports festival? 
Lizard Dick : the ones that are secretly criminals? Yeah 
Eijiro Kirishima: yeah I don’t know how I didn’t notice... 
Team Jacob: oh my god now I know who you are 
Team Jacob changed Eijiro Kirishima’s name to Dwane THE Rock Johnson 
Lizard Dick: Yuma for fucks sake 
Team Jacob: Dwane, are you down for a movie tonight? 
Team Jacob : I know you probably just learned that Midoriya is the wolfman 
But I promise we are cool 
Dwane THE Rock Johnson : Firstly: that is a manly fucking name 
Dwane THE Rock Johnson: Second: I would love to 
Dwane THE Rock Johnson: do you need my address? I scrolled up 
And saw that you are picking us up 
Team Jacob: Nah, I'll find your house 
Team Jacob : | have my ways 
Dwane THE Rock Johnson : not concerning at all! 
Bottom : where’s the nerd? Did he die? 
Wolf on a stick : I am very much alive Bakugou 
Wolf on a stick : unfortunately :) 
Team Jacob : please stay alive long enough to watch a movie 
Team Jacob : please I beg you 
Wolf on a stick: depends on the movie 
Team Jacob : We have every single Twilight movie downloaded 


Team Jacob : and all the barbie movies but that’s not relevant 


Team Jacob: so Twilight? Twilight 
Kachow: I’m sorry- 
Lizard Dick: YOU SAID YOU WERE JOKING 
Lizard Dick : HOW ARE WE NOT IN JAIL RIGHT NOW 
Snake Milf: Yuma I literally thought you were joking- 
Wolf on a stick : nope, fuck you, you brought up 
The barbie movies and now I need to see a barbie movie 
Dwane THE Rock Johnson: if we play a barbie movie it has 
To be fairytopia or I will actually sue you 
Kachow : if I’m correct, aren’t there like 50 movies? 
Team Jacob : yeah, and? We don’t talk about it 
Bottom : how has your computer not exploded 
Team Jacob: we don’t talk about it 
Lizard Dick : fucking HELL Yuma 
Wolf on a stick : back to your demand, 
Ill stay alive long enough to watch 
Barbie fairytopia 
Wolf on a stick : just letting you know 
Bottom : glad you fucking have priorities 
Wolf on a stick : fuck off bottom boy 
Wolf on a stick: you read romance manga and cry about it 


Team Jacob : BAHAHAHA- 


“Target is about to walk past alley 425, ready yourself.” 


Nishi adjusts the mask over her mouth, keeping herself hidden and pressed against the cold brick 
of the alley. Her narrowed eyes glance to the camouflaged camera on the wall in front of her. She 
scowls quietly. 


“Nishi, coming from behind. I’m right above you, ready for backlash.” 


Nishi places a finger on the earpiece in her ear. “Copy.” 


There’s a sniper above her, finger most likely hovering over the trigger. 

Ready to take out the target if it escalates. Or her. 

She swallows, sticking her hand in her vest pocket. 

“ Now.” 

Nishi extends her arm out, grabbing the wrist of her target and yanking them into the alley. 
He gasps before Nishi grabs his mouth with her hand- silencing him. 

Male. Age 25. 

He thrashes in her grasp. She extends a scaly tail out, wrapping it around his torso. 

Quirk: King Shark 


She can feel his teeth form to points behind her hand. The hand in her vest pulls out the needle, 
shoving it into his neck. 


He yelps as her thumb pushes the liquid out of the vile and into his body. 
The target’s thrashing slows and she can feel his strength falter as he loses consciousness. 


Something wet drips onto her hand over his mouth. She doesn’t have to look to know its tears. She 
can tell by the warmth and smell of salt. 


“T’m sorry,” she whispers faintly as he goes limp. Her throat feels tight- it’s possible she might join 
his tears. 


Nishi lets him down gently onto the ground, turning his head to the side. 
She places a finger on her earpiece. “Target 09 ready for phase three.” 
“Copy, you know what’s next.” 


Nishi sighs softly, reaching into her pocket to pull out a glove. She slides it on as she reaches for 
the man’s jacket. Her hand digs into its side pocket, pulling out his phone. The screen is new and 
it’s slimmer- must be a new model... 


She slides the screen to the side- the emergency contact side. 

Her fingers type out 119, and she drops the phone to the ground with a clack. The screen cracks. 
Nishi stands up straight, keeping her eyes on the target’s limp body. 

“T’m so sorry.” 

“119, what’s your emergency?” 

She runs into the alley. 


Shoto is sitting at his desk as his hand writes in his notebook. His eyes glance from the clock to his 
page occasionally. Reading the clock and its ticking time, to his tired handwriting. 


He couldn’t focus today, not after this morning. Because of it, he lost thought in class and is behind 
on notes. Behind on everything from today. All he could seem to get his brain to think about was 
the interrogation. The questions he was asked. His responses. 


How he couldn’t do anything. 
His hand stops writing for a second. 


It really was a rotten thing to feel so useless. Especially when it comes to someone one cares 
about. 


He could never personally understand the pain Midoriya feels right now, or the pain he felt over 
the past year- it wouldn’t be right of him to compare his issues either. But he understands 
Midoriya’s emotions. Why he feels pain. 


Why he’s not ok. 
People talk about him as if he’s a feral animal. Even the detective. 


It was nauseating to watch Midoriya fall to the ground this morning- cry till his vocal cords broke. 
Sob so hard he couldn’t breathe. Look so weak and frail. It was like watching someone so strong 
break like the tiniest twig in the forest being stepped on. 


He’s human. But no human should have to feel so frail and cracked. 
Shoto places his pencil onto the table with a clack. 


It’s upsettingly outlandish that people think someone so kind and fragile is a cold-blooded 
murderer. 


That heroes who have done worse are walking around freely; praised. 
Shoto sighs, grabbing his pencil again. But something stops him from writing again. 


There’s a clacking sound coming from above- it sounds like something is on the roof tiles. He tilts 
his brow, glancing up. 


Is Yuma early? 

There’s a frantic scuttle, and then the sound of nails scratching on the tile. 
A yelp, followed by a loud thump and rustle of bushes outside his window. 
Yeah. 

She’s early. 

He sighs, standing and walking towards his shoji. He slides it open. 

“Are you ever graceful?” he mutters. 


Yuma is sprawled on the ground, rubbing her head with an oversized claw. She groans, glaring at 
him. There are leaves and sticks embedded in her fur. 


He rolls his eyes, half smiling. He leans down and grabs his shoes before stepping out and sliding 
the door shut behind. 


“T guess I forgot to mention my roof tiles are animal-proofed.” 


She growls at him, making him snort a laugh. 


To Izuku, having this many allies is almost stressful. 


Bakugou, lida, Todoroki, Eraserhead- Kirishima knows now. Thankfully he took it well- despite 
the unexpected crying. But now that he knows, that’s one more person in danger. 


One more person Mortifer could take from him. 
But even if this disadvantage pains his insides, he still feels full with them around. Loved. 
He’s not alone. 


His hand is under his shirt- rubbing his fingers over the mangled scar tissue on his stomach- as he 
lays on his bed. He can feel his thumb brush over the sensitive pieces, making him shutter. 


Painful memories, reminders, and aches. He doesn’t know if the detective caught on, or if he was 
even seen as truthful whatsoever. He doesn’t know if things will ever get better. If he will ever feel 
normal again. 


If he will ever see Dai again. 


He sighs, looking to the side. The moon is bright- lighting up his room. He can see the tiny dust 
particles float around his window like woodland sprites. 


There is a numbness inside of him. A feeling of normalcy that shouldn’t be there- like a parasite 
infecting his wellbeing. It’s weird to think that his life has become something like this. 
Unpredictably predictable. 


It’s cold. 

It’s quiet. 

There’s a long, mellow howl. 
He blinks. It was quiet. 


Izuku sits up, sliding off his bed. He walks over to his window, feeling the soreness of his legs and 
arms from this morning. 


He smiles. Yuma and Todoroki are standing on the roof next door. Their hair glowing from the 
moonlight, practically showing them off to the neighborhood. The weight in his chest dissipates as 
he watches Yuma give him an awkward wolf smile. He unlocks the window, opening it. 


Deja vu hits as he climbs out. He doesn’t even bother putting on shoes. 


As he used to every night for the past year, he jumps out. The roof isn’t far. Through experience, 
he’s able to land ok due to better judgment and lack of fear. 


It’s been a while though. He lands and immediately loses balance- feeling a pair of hands grab him 
before he could fall forward. 


He knows it’s Todoroki- for a few reasons. 


Izuku grabs the hand placed on his arm, squeezing it. “Thanks.” 

Yuma places her paw on his back, he turns to look at her. 

“You ready for some fun?” she signs with a grin. 

Izuku smiles. “I always am.” 

She reaches out a hand for him to grab. He shakes his head. 

“The last time you carried me, you almost dropped me in the middle of a freeway.” 
Her smile drops. “That was an accident!” 


“T’ll be ok,” he says, looking at both Todoroki and Yuma. “I need to see if I can handle it or not 
anyway.” 


They look like they want to disagree, but they stay quiet, giving him some space. 


He hasn’t fully changed since that night in Hosu. Complications and all things considered. He 
wouldn’t say he missed it, but it felt weird to constantly be in his normal state. 


But if there were one thing he missed, it would be the wind in his face when he ran across 
buildings with Yuma. The freedom. Or really, the feeling of letting go. 


It hurts at first. Changing. His scars are still fresh and his body is still internally a mess. His limbs 
are sore and he feels nauseous. It would be concerning if he didn’t ache right now. 


It takes him a second to adjust to the massive fangs in his mouth, the four eyes, and the larger size. 
He kind of forgot he’s almost taller than Yuma now. He feels like some sort of creature from a 
cheesy horror film sometimes. 


He can feel the breeze on his nose and through his quills and fur. He can smell the air. 


He inhales and exhales slowly through his nose, closing his eyes for a moment. There is so much 
more he can see, smell, and hear. The cars, the rattle of trash cans, the aroma of freshly steamed 
buns and old leaves. 


Izuku’s head moves to the side and he opens his eyes. Todoroki is standing right next to him with a 
hand extended out. Izuku presses his muzzle against it, rubbing against the warmth of his palm. He 
can feel his hand move to the side of his head, stroking his fur. 


“You really are a wonder, Midoriya.” 


Izuku feels his lips stretch into a small smile before leaning his head down to scoop Todoroki up 
and onto his back. His hands stay on him- comfortingly. 


“Alright, explosion boy is next. How much you wanna bet I'll get him to scream if I pull him out of 
his window?” 


Izuku snorts. 


“Tll give you my dad’s credit card if he doesn’t explode your face,” Todoroki remarks, getting a 
deep giggle out of Midoriya and a smirk from Yuma. 


“Deal, candy cane.” 


Katsuki didn’t think he’d be grabbed and dragged out of a window tonight. But, it fucking 
happened. 


Scribbling in his notebook with headphones in, he didn’t have his guard up for the first time in a 
few days. It was almost therapeutic just writing and doing what needed to be done for class. Not 
really thinking of anything besides his homework in front of him. 


And then a werewolf claw grabbed his ankle and fucking yanked him out of his window like a 
ragdoll. 


It was a blur. He yelped like a small dog, immediately stretching his hand out and releasing an 
explosion out of reflex. He landed on the roof next door with a loud thud, feeling a sharp ache on 
his side. His body fell as if he was dropped by someone from high up- so not exactly graceful. 


“Fuck,” he groans from where he lays now, looking at what he just hit. 


Deku and fucking Icyhot are laughing up a damn storm- he’Il admit, watching a wolf demon laugh 
next to someone who rarely shows emotion is a little disturbing. Yuma is rubbing her soot-covered 
face with a whine escaping her throat- basically indicating her being caught red fucking handed. 


“You ass,” he says with a growl. “I could have taken your face off.” 


Yuma growls, sticking up a middle finger towards Deku and Icyhot before turning to Katsuki. Her 
face looks fucking ridiculous. 


“We had a bet,’ she signs. “Long story short, I lost.” 

Deku snorts aggressively through his long-ass snout. 

Katsuki blinks. “TI literally hate you.” 

She rolls her eyes, standing up. “Yeah yeah I hate myself too, let's just go.” 

For a second he thought the damn dog brain would learn her lesson. 

But no. 

She didn’t. 

Grabbing his wrist, she jumps up and over to the next roof with absolutely no fucking warning. 
“YOU PIECE OF SHIT!” 

Things have been...traumatizing, to say the least. Today was more emotionally exhausting for 


Eijiro than his middle school days. It definitely doesn’t compare to the shit Midoriya experienced, 
but that’s exactly why he’s exhausted. 


Hearing that his friend and classmate have been hurting all this time, and he didnothing ? That he 
knew nothing ? 


That something like that could happen to someone his age? 


It’s horrifying. 


Ejjiro is lying under his blanket in bed, mindlessly scrolling through social media. His phone 
screen is the only source of light in his room beside the street lights outside his window barely 
illuminating his surroundings. It’s quiet, and everything seems still. Even though his house is near 
the city, the honking cars are a quiet sound compared to his screaming thoughts. 


After today in class, he felt off for the rest of the day. He wishes he could have hugged Midoriya 
longer. Let him know that he’s there for him. Do more. But all he could seem to do was cry for 
him. His experiences and heartache. 


Project that things are not ok. 
But words are always better than non-verbal sobs. At least in his opinion. 


Movement catches his eye outside his window. It’s quick but slow enough for him to catch it. He 
sits up, turning his phone off. 


There’s a powerful howl. It echoes like the call of a mystic beast’s call in the woods beyond. He 
doesn’t see anything, but the wind starts to visibly pick up. Blowing the trees, the branches, the 
leaves. Slightly blowing his curtains. 


A ghostly growl. 


The curtain sways, covering the window’s opening. As it falls back to neutral, there is something 
there. Or really... 


Someone. 

Bright green eyes, thick black fur. Spines rattling. 
Harsh breathing joined by the wind. 

Eijiro finds his mouth gaped open slightly. He shuts it. 


“Midoriya...” he mutters, taking his blanket off his body- feeling the cool air immediately on his 
exposed skin. 


His classmate stays still, keeping his eyes on him. He’s intimidating, Eijiro will admit. His stature, 
his eyes, his large fangs. But no matter what, he’s still just a human behind all that. 


He walks up to the blowing curtain, feeling the cold breeze touch his face and his brushed down 
hair. The closer he gets, the more he can hear Midoriya’s softer breath. The more he can feel the 
power radiating from his skin. 


The closer he gets, the more he realizes how incredible he really is . How real he is. 


Eijiro stops at his window. Midoriya is right in front of him, eyes blinking slowly. He breathes a 
little harsher- sighing. His back is hunched to a point where his shoulders stick out, boney and 
uncomfortable. 


It’s sad to look at, Eijiro hates to think. It’s sad to look at his numb eyes. His scarred body. But... 
He’s... 
“You're amazing,” Eijiro says out loud. 


Midoriya’s ears twitch in the breeze. His long muzzle forms a tiny smile before he sticks his head 


in the window. 
Eijiro wants to touch his fur. He wants to know if it’s soft. If his presence really is all that real. 


Instinctively, Eijiro raises both arms out and touches each side of Midoriya’s face- like he’s 
greeting a new dog he’s met. His question was answered- his fur is soft. Fluffy. His head is 
enormous- barely fitting in the window. It feels like he’s holding up a horse's head only larger. 


He’s so gentle with Eijiro. Patient. Different from when Eijiro’s eyes met his just a minute ago. It’s 
as if Midoriya wanted to come here with an intimidating presence just to see how he’d react. See if 
he’d scream or jump, possibly take back all he’s said this morning. 


But no, he’d never do that. 
Ever. 


“You done with this How to Train Your Dragon bull shit? Cause I'd like to leave,” Bakugou 
appears from around the corner, catching Eijiro off guard slightly. Todoroki is behind him with a 
smile on his face, obviously amused. 


Midoriya huffs, annoyed. He backs out of the window before swatting his tail to the side, nailing 
Bakugou. 


Bakugou growls with annoyance, pushing the tail away. “Do that again, I dare you.” 
Midoriya looks at him with a straight face before smacking him even harder. 


It takes every ounce of power Ejjiro has to not laugh as Bakugou scowls like a toddler. Todoroki 
doesn’t even try, he laughs directly at Bakugou’s misfortune. 


Bakugou looks past Midoriya for a moment, face immediately scrunching as he notices something. 
“Don’t you fucking dare-” 


Another large figure- similar to Midoriya’s- comes in hot. It smacks Bakugou even harder with its 
tail, sending him flying. Eijiro watches as its body becomes visible in the dim light like an excited 


puppy. 


Holy fuck it’s Jinrou. The werewolf vigilante. He’s never been so close to them before. Their tall, 
lanky body. The long claws, narrow eyes, and pointed wet nose. 


The werewolf lets out a raucous chuckle before Bakugou launches himself back to his feet. 


Eyes widening, their body aggressively shifts to the flight aspect of fight or flight- scurrying away 
from Bakugou’s glowing fist. 


“Wanna do that again you little bitch? Huh?” 


Eijiro blinks as he watches Bakugou literally chase a werewolf with anger equivalent to a rabid 
raccoon. 


It’s...an interesting sight. 


Midoriya rolls his eyes, letting out a short snort as Eijiro watches the situation with complete 
confusion. He looks back at Eijiro, signaling with his head to join them outside. 


There’s a yelp followed by a quick spark and boom in the background- sounding like the 


equivalent of a firecracker. 

Eijiro can’t help it this time, he belts out a chuckle. 

“Is this what it’s like with vigilantes?” He places a hand on his windowsill before hopping through, 
joining Midoriya’s side in the chilly night air. 

“Did you really think it was necessary to grab me and drag me out of my window?” lida says 
sternly. 


Izuku drops down into the hideout with both Kirishima and Todoroki on his back behind Yuma 
and the other two. 


“She did it to Bakugou too, so you’re not exactly special,” Todoroki says, sliding off Izuku’s back. 
lida glances up at Yuma’s face. “TI can tell it didn’t go well for your end, I see.” 


Her face still has soot on it, not to mention patches of hair being slightly singed. She grumbles with 
annoyance before walking ahead. 


“Her dumbass fucking deserved it,” Bakugou says, following behind with his hands in his pockets. 
lida is not far behind. 


Izuku feels Kirishima slide off a few moments after Todoroki. He loses balance as he lands, 
forgetting how high he exactly was off the ground. Izuku puts his nose behind his back, catching 
him. 


He was uncharacteristically gentle with him the entire time he held on. Even though Kirishima 
can’t hurt him, he still held onto his spines and his fur with soft fingers to prevent discomfort. It 
was odd, but not necessarily hated on. 


Izuku looks down at Kirishima. His red eyes gaze up at Izuku- reminding him of a child in awe. 
Mouth slightly agape, he looks almost astounded. 


Izuku exhales slowly, letting the pressure on his joints recede. His bones crack and his skin 
stretches back with his shifting body shape. The release of stress on his body feels like stepping 
into a hot bath after a long day of work. It's uncomfortable, but god it feels nice. 


His neck cracks loudly. Izuku’s kind of glad he doesn’t get to see this with his own eyes- because 
if it looks how it feels, it can’t be pretty. But unfortunately, Kirishima is getting the chance to see it 
in the front row. 


He groans with discomfort as his now hairless knees touch the ground. His clothes are in shambles, 
but that’s what he gets for leaving without putting on his suit. 


“Sorry, that can’t be pretty to see,” Izuku says, standing up fully. His back cracks. 


Kirishima shakes his head. “You can’t control it, dude. I'll admit it definitely isn’t pretty, but I 
can’t imagine how that feels for you.” 


Izuku nods, looking forward. It’s nothing he’s not used to. He’s pretty much naked, but at this 
point, there really is nothing he can do. His shorts are hanging on by a thread. 


“You’re being oddly calm,” he says, starting to walk down the hall. His knees feel weak. “For 
someone who found out I’m a wanted criminal not even ten hours ago, you don’t seem to be 


scared.” 
Kirishima joins his side. “Why would I be?” 
Izuku raises a brow. 


“Ok...fair.” Kirishima rubs the back of his neck briefly. His eyes are glancing around the halls, 
taking in his surroundings as he walks with Izuku. 


Izuku exhales softly. “It’s weird, having friends that actually care.” He looks ahead as Yuma and 
Bakugou bicker. “Or really, having chances to feel normal.” 


Kirishima looks at him before putting his hands in his shorts pockets. “I hate that you have to think 
like that.” 


Izuku shrugs. “It’s my life, it’s hard tonot think like this.” 
“That still doesn’t make it ok though.” 
Izuku glances at Kirishima. 


“T’m really sorry dude.” His eyes show sadness- pitiful sadness. “For not really being there for 
you.” There is guilt staining his face. He can see it in the way he bites at his lip and looks down. “T 
know the circumstances weren’t the best but...I’m glad I know now.” 


Izuku tilts his head. 


“Because now I’m getting to know the real you, and not just the mask.” Kirishima looks over at 
him with a smile. “You’re a really good person, Midoriya. Even if people think you aren't. I hope 
you know that.” 


....0h. 
Izuku’s face softens. “I...” 


They turn into the common room and something fabric is thrown at him. “Put on some damn 
clothes, kid.” 


Izuku catches what looks like a sweatshirt and sweatpants. They are clearly Yuma’s. Not because 
of the size, but because the sweatshirt literally has the words “I <3 milfs” on the front of it. 


“T was actually thinking of watching Barbie fairytopia naked, for your information.” 


“Sorry to break it to you, but we are a formal establishment,” Hiroto says, grabbing a box of 
animal crackers from the cabinet. “No shirt or pants, no barbie fairytopia.” He reaches into the box, 
pulling out a handful of crackers. 


“Fair enough.” 


Izuku steps out for a moment, throwing on the change of clothes in the hall before walking back 
in. 


His eyes glance to the couch where Bakugou is found holding his phone up. His face is completely 
deadpan. 


The flash goes off. 


“Oh you bitch,” Izuku says. 


Bakugou keeps the same stoic face. “Just letting you know, that’s now your contact photo for the 
rest of your life.” 


Yuma lets out a cackle. 
“Bakugou, that was very uncalled for,” Iida says from across the room. 


Izuku shrugs. “Eh, we’re even now. His contact photo on my phone is of him eating shit off a 
skateboard when he was four. “ 


“T beg your fucking pardon?” 
Todoroki snorts next to Bakugou on the couch, getting a harsh elbow to the ribs in return. 


The room is fully set up to favor a cozy theater room. The chairs are moved out of the way minus 
the couch- piles of pillows and blankets assembled at the foot of the couch like a nest. There is a 
big sheet attached to the wall with a projector in front of it, clearly old and decrepit. 


Kirishima has already made himself comfortable in the blanket nest with Bakugou and Tododoroki 
on the couch. Iida is in the kitchen with Hiroto- grabbing bottles of water- while Yuma stands tall 
and awkward with every snack on the planet in her long ass arms. 


“Where’s Yue and Syouma?” Izuku asks, curious. 

Something boops his back. He turns around to big, soft lion eyes. 

Welp. Never mind. 

Izuku moves his hand out to scratch the back of Syouma’s ears. 

Yue appears from behind Syouma, walking up to ruffle Izuku’s hair with a wide smile on her lips. 


“You look a lot better, Syouma,” Izuku says as Yue walks past him and into the room. “Are you 
adjusting ok?” 


Syouma nods, his mane bobbing with his movements. He looks so much cleaner. Well-rested. 


“We gave him a bath the other day,” Hiroto calls from the kitchen. “And by bath, I mean we 
sprayed him with the hose and used car wash soap because that’s all we had.” 


“That’s just fucking sad,” Bakugou barks, hiding a laugh. 


Syouma moves his shoulders up in an attempt to shrug before walking through the door. He 
immediately beelines for Tododorki, pressing his muzzle against his hand. His crocodile tail wags 
slightly. 


It’s kind of cute. A little disturbing but cute. 


“He smells like a new fucking car,” Bakugou snarks as Syouma lays himself down in front of 
Todoroki. 


“Better than sewage,” Hiroto says, throwing a water bottle at him full force from the kitchen. 


He catches it with one hand, rolling his eyes. 


Izuku walks fully into the room, joining the blanket nest next to Kirishima. He gets a toothy grin 
from the redhead as he sits- happy and content with his surroundings. It’s almost strange being 
around someone with so much happy-go-lucky attitude. They’re both leaning against Syouma, 
feeling the warmth of his fur from behind. 


Yuma waddles up to the blanket nest with her full arms before dropping all of them to the ground 
with a collective plastic crash. Half of them land directly onto Izuku. 


“Fucking- Yuma ,” Izuku groans as he pushes all the bags off his legs. 


Hiroto peaks around the kitchen. “Jesus Christ Yuma I said some snacks, where the fuck did you 
even get those?” 


“Up your ass,” she signs before grabbing a bag of hot Cheetos from the mess of a pile. It’s 
honestly a good question, considering some of those foods aren’t even sold in Japan. She plops her 
long body on the couch- putting all her weight on Todoroki and Bakugou. 


Bakugou growls at her as she adjusts so her head is on the arm of the couch next to him. “Get your 
fat ass off of me.” 


She turns her head around, shoving her claw into the bag before pulling out a clump of Cheetos. 
She pushes them into his mouth. 


“Mmf-” Cheeto dust goes everywhere. 


He growls again, only this time he sounds like a little rat dog. He chews on the food in his mouth 
with narrowed eyes- not pleased with his placement. 


Todoroki lifts up Yuma’s legs, sliding out from under them. He sits, laying his back against 
Syouma while sitting close to Izuku’s side. 


“We have class in the morning so after the movie we must all leave,” lida says, walking out of the 
kitchen with a grasp on four water bottles. 


Yue puts an L on her forehead, grabbing one of the bottles from his hand from where she sits on 
her usual barstool. 


Izuku snorts. “Sorry lida, but time limits don’t exist here.” 


“You guys are cool so I’m not complaining,” Kirishima says, reaching forward for one of the bags 
of snacks by their feet. lida joins him from the other side, sitting down with a straight posture. He 
hands everyone a water bottle. 


“Tf I fall asleep in class tomorrow you’re going to face the consequences,” Iida says sternly as he 
opens his bottle. 


“Pff, ok,” Hiroto says sarcastically. “Sounds more like a you problem.” He leaves the kitchen, 
heading for the computer set up to the projector. 


With a few clicks, he gets the sheet to light up. There’s a gross sound coming from the projector- 
whirring and creaking. 


“Come on you-” he punches it and it stops. The screen turns from white to the opening screen of 
Barbie Fairytopia. 


Yuma howls jokingly with joy. 
Goddamn Fairytopia. 


“If the computer blows up because of a virus, I know who to blame,” Hiroto remarks as he presses 
play on the computer. 


He takes off his shoes, grabbing one of them and throwing it at the wall. Out of ridiculous luck, his 
shoe hits the light switch. 


“Buckets,” he says with a straight face, taking a seat in his armchair. 
Yuma chokes on her Cheetos. 
“You did not just say that,” Izuku cringes while chuckling. 


“Holy shit the graphics are ass ,” Bakugou doesn’t even hesitate as the opening credits show- not 
paying attention to their conversation. 


Izuku continues laughing, looking back. “I don’t know what you’ re talking about because this is 
art.” 


“Yo, Midoriya,” Hiroto mutters, grabbing his attention. “Throw me the caramel corn.” 
He does so, grabbing a bag of it and throwing it his way. 

Out of habit, Hiroto opens the bag and pulls his mask down. He freezes. 

Ah jeez... 

Eyes glancing to the side, he and Kirishima make direct eye contact. 


Izuku feels the second hand “I’m mortified”. Feeling the urge to cover his eyes as the two of them 
keep staring at each other. No one can predict how someone will react to his jaw. Even Kirishima. 
It’s unfortunate, his mouth is not exactly aesthetically pleasing or...pretty to look at. He’s so 
insecure about it he doesn't eat around people sometimes. Izuku never cared, it’s a part of him, but 
that doesn’t mean Hiroto isn’t constantly anxious about it. 


“Woah...” Kirishima says. 

Hiroto swallows, pulling his mask back up. 
“We match!” Kirishima says cheerfully. 
Hiroto stops. “Wh-” 


“That’s so badass! I rarely find people with teeth like mine,” Kirishima is smiling wide, showing 
off his big shark teeth. 


Hiroto’s mouth is slightly gaped open. The movie screen is lighting up his face, making his now 
damp eyes glisten brightly. He smiles. 


Izuku can tell that that right there made his year. 


“Midoriya. He's my son now.” 


“Can you guys shut the fuck up?” Bakugou says as Bibble shows up on the screen. 

“Damn, Bakugou really has his priorities straight,” Kisirhima jokes. 

Bakugou smacks the back of his head. 

“Owwwww.” 

“Bakugou!” lida yells. 

Hiroto chuckles, pulling his mask all the way down. He looks down at his snack with a smile, 
picking out a couple of pieces and putting them in his mouth. 

The movie ended after a couple of hours. 


To Shoto, that was a pretty decent movie- the graphics could have been better but the characters 
were likable. It was a movie from the pre-quirk ages, so it was expected. 


Everyone besides him, Yue, and Hiroto are passed out on the ground in the blanket piles. It’s 
midnight after all, and it’s been a long day for most. 


“You still awake, kid?” Hiroto asks from his chair. 


Shoto nods. He can feel Syouma’s chest moving against his back and Yuma’s draping claw touch 
his arm. The difference in fur texture makes him shiver. Their loud breathing is synched like two 
clocks ticking, and it’s almost overwhelming being next to such large animals with their guards 
lowered. 


Yuma is literally on Bakugou, but the blond doesn’t seem to care. He looks decently peaceful in 
his sleep- for once, his face doesn’t look constipated. 


A weight drops onto his shoulder. Glancing to the side, he can see and feel Midoriya’s curly hair 
touch his neck and cheek. 


“Welp, you’re stuck there now,” Hiroto says, getting out of his chair. “It’s the law.” 
Shoto rolls his eyes. 


Midoriya is knocked out, sleeping deeply against his shoulder. He was exhausted. Deeply 
exhausted in many ways. 


It’s fair, he experienced too much in one day. It’s surprising he didn’t pass out earlier. 
Shoto leans his cheek onto Midoriya’s head. He’s so...relaxed when he sleeps. Quiet. 
It’s a serene feeling, being so close to someone whose guard is down for the first time in weeks. 


“You doing alright?” Hiroto asks, picking up empty bags and bottles from the ground. Yue helps, 
grabbing the stuff from his hands and moving them to the kitchen trash. “I know today was more 
for Midoriya’s sake, but all of you guys went through a lot this morning, not just him.” 


Shoto blinks slowly, feeling Midoriya’s hair get tangled in his lashes. 


“T don’t know,” he answers truthfully. “It was...a lot.” 


The interview was...in itself the worst thing ever. Everyone could probably agree. 
“T’m frustrated,” he says, looking to the side. “I just wish I could do more for Midoriya...” 
Hiroto sighs, handing his trash to Yue. “Don’t we all?” 


He walks over to the two of them, grabbing one of the blankets from the pile and placing it over 
them. 


“But...you’re already doing plenty,” he says softly. “You just being his friend is what gets him 
through the week. Share the pain, be someone to lean on, listen. Sometimes, that’s all that 
matters.” He winks before walking over to Yue in the kitchen. “Try to get some sleep, kid.” 


Shoto nods against Midoriya’s head. He relaxes his body, letting himself get comfortable in his 
state against Syouma and Midoriya. He can feel both the warmth from their bodies, their 
breathing. 


Yeah... 


He closes his eyes. 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope everyone enjoyed this! 
Fun story: 


I moved into college a couple of weeks ago and I kid you not already I had some guy I 
knew for a DAY try to serenade me in my dorm with his guitar and like a week later 
the guy I had a crush on made out with me at a party- but here's the kicker, he didn't 
remember the next day AND he has a girlfriend. 


Swag. Money. 
Anyway, no more men for me. Girls only from now on. 


Have a good day everyone! 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 
“Brought to you from south Esuha City, there have been reports of several sudden late-night 
attacks-” 


“Here in Hosu, we bring to your attention that people with uncommon mutation quirks are being 
targeted late at night-” 


“information shows fifteen victims all across Japan-” 

“hospitalizations in all corners of each city-” 

“If anyone has any information regarding these strange, calculated attacks-” 
“If you find yourself alone late at night-” 


“Call the police immediately.” 


“T believe I have one last favor to ask of you, Tomura Shigaraki.” 


Tomura grips at his condensated glass with four fingers, hearing it crack. He glances back from 
where he sits at the bar. Kirogiri stands still behind the counter, watching him closely. 


“What do you want now, old man?” 


A short chuckle. “No need for hostility, boy. I just ask for one last thing, and then you can have all 
you want. And I mean all.” Morfiter’s hands wave around as he speaks. Slow, concentrated. 
Graceful. His breathing is hoarse under his metal mask, breathing in and out like a broken car 
engine. “You have been pleasantly patient.” 


Tomura lets out a tisk. “It’s hard to disobey when you have a knife to your throat.” 


Another chuckle, only deeper. “I hope you understand my reasoning. I may want chaos, but even a 
plan for such needs to be perfect.” 


Tomura glares at the wall before huffing. “Spit it out. You’ ve already got the damn city on edge 
with your weird assaults. What do you want now?” 


Mortifer’s eyes shine bright. He sucks in a slow breath only to be interrupted by the door opening. 


“Oi, I got something for ya- ah shit,” Giran’s cigarette-filled breath fills the bar as he stops. “Bad 
time?” 


Mortifer’s eyes slide to the side and his posture stays the same. Tall and intimidating. He cocks up 
a brow. 


“You and your timing is rather rancid, Giran ,” Tomura spits. “What are you doing here?” 


Giran nervously plants a toothy grin on his face. “You know I’m never predictable, Shigaraki.” He 
adjusts his glasses with his index finger. “But if this truly is a bad time, I may excuse myself and 
the people I may deem future requirements.” 


Recruitments? Curiosity nips at him. 

“No, stay,” Tomura says, glancing at Mortifer. “ He can wait.” 

An itch crawls up his neck. He scratches. 

Giran smirks before opening the door wider for two figures behind him. 


“Hm, now this is a sight. You don’t do your picture justice.” Eyes the color of bright blue flames 
scan the bar. Scarred flesh that looks like it should smell of soot and garbage. Black hair. “Who’s 
the Bane knock-off?” 


A girlish squeal comes next. “~Wow, it’s the hand guy! The one that knows Stain!” Blonde, messy 
buns with a schoolgirl sweater and skirt. “I don’t recognize you though.” She smirks, showing off 
sharp fangs as she points at Mortifer. “You’re scary looking. I like it!” 


Wow. What a fucking pair. A schoolgirl and a fucking goth band reject. 


Tomura feels a growl push itself up and into his throat. “Great, just what I need. A brat and an 
asshole.” 


With Mortifer already here, the grouping only makes things much more irritating for his short 
temper and lack of sleep. His skin itches for him to leave this situation. 


He waves his hand. “Never mind, get them out of here before I get an even bigger headache.” He 
glares at Mortifer from behind the hand on his face. 


Kurogiri gets ready to object, but Mortifer interrupts that chance. 
“Now now, my boy...I believe they might be of use to you. You never know.” 


Giran’s eyes focus on Mortifer. They narrow to slits after a brief moment. His face forms into 
disgust. “Shit. Didn’t fuckin recognize ya, Mortifer.” 


Tomura’s eyes widen. He knows him? 


Giran’s lip curls up. “ Thought that bitch of a woman sliced your face off.” He takes a quick, 
irritated inhale of his cigarette. “Kinda sad, wish she was successful. ” He blows. 


“Barley,” Mortifer says calmly. 


Giran points at Tomura. “So you sided with the psycho maniac himself, huh, Shigaraki? How dull 
of you.” 


“Not exactly my fondest of choices,” Tomua spits. “Don’t fucking patronize me.” 
Mortifer hums a quiet laugh- again. “Oh Giran, you never change, do you?” 


Giran tisks, sucking in a breath of smoke from his cigarette before flicking the butt towards 
Mortifer. 


“Fuck this, I’m stepping out. You guys can introduce yourselves just fine.” 
“How rude, I thought you enjoyed my company,” Mortifer coos with wide arms. 


Giran snorts. “Yeah, and that was before you turned my client into a fucking taxidermy project in 
front of me,” his rough voice snaps as he rolls his eyes and slams the door. 


It’s quiet in the bar for a moment. Awkward. 


Tomura is getting sick of this. “Well, go ahead. Tell me who you are and why the hell you’re 
here,” he snarks, trying to ignore Morfiter. “It’s a damn circus here at this point...” 

“l’m Toga Himiko!” The girl smiles wide. “I’m here because I want the world to be an easier place 
to live.” Her yellow eyes and fangs put an uncomfortable feeling in Tomura’s spine. “I want to be 
like Mr. Stainy. I want to kill Mr. Stainy!” 


Mortifer tilts his head, intrigued. 


Jesus. Another psycho. Tomura looks at the black-haired guy. “And what about you? Are you as 
fucking crazy as this one?” 


The guy tisks. “Fat chance, she’s goddamn manic.” The decomposing skin around his face folds as 
he speaks. The rusting staples move with it awkwardly- disgustingly- like cheap Halloween 
makeup. Tomura would be lying if he said he wasn’t both curious and disgusted. 


Tomura hums. “So let’s hear it. What’s your name?” 


“T go by Dabi.” 
Tomura’s brows narrow down. “Your real name.” 


“You'll get that when it’s time,” Dabi spits back. “I’m here because I want to carry out the will of 
the hero killer. I want to see his view of the future come true .” 


“Oh great. You’re crazy too.” 
His patience is running too thin for him to be keeping these people alive. 
“Easy, Shigaraki,” Mortifer comes in, stepping forward. “Everyone has their ambitions, even you.” 


“You say that like your ideology isn’t fucking psychotic,” Tomura bites back. “Let alone 
plausible.” 


Faster than a finger being snapped, Tomura feels a tight, constricting feeling on his neck. Like the 
strike of a boa, he didn’t even have time to move. He gasps, gripping for the wet and slimy tar on 
his trachea with both hands. It can’t decay. His fingers slip through it like liquid. It’s like its rotting 
presence is already dead. 


It can’t decay. 


Kurogiri’s body language violently changes to alert and ready. Toga and Dabi seem to do the 
same. Standing ready. 


Aware. 


The two newcomers stay- glued to place. He can’t tell what’s going on in their heads, but it’s 
realistic to say they probably don’t want to see what happens to them if they move a step. 


Sweat forms on Toga's forehead as she grabs for a knife hidden in her pocket. 


Mortifer walks closer, holding Tomura up so his feet can’t touch the ground. They struggle 
beneath him. He can’t breathe. He gasps. He can’t- 


“You really are a brat, aren’t you,” Morfiter says as if he’s smiling, tilting his head as he speaks. 
“Tt seems you’ ve forgotten your place.” 


His presence is completely off. It’s nauseating- the tightness and suffocation. 

The horrid feeling of death. It doesn’t match his face at all. His cheerful eyes. Positive tone. 
It’s fucking horrifying. 

Kurogiri flares his mist. 


“Ah ah ahhh, I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” The grip on Tomura’s neck grows tighter, making 
him squeak. 


Kurogiri backs off. 
“The fuck is your deal?” Dabi says through grit teeth. 


Mortifer looks to the side, eyes bright red and venomous. 


“T’m a patient man, Dabi. But that patience runs quite dry when people insult my cause.” He 
squeezes tighter. “Especially when I’m so close. I simply ask for one more favor.” 


Tomura opens his mouth to audibly wheeze. “F-fuck off-” 
Mortifer squeezes tighter, pushing a squeak out of Tomura’s lungs. 


Tomura is starting to feel lightheaded. He’s gripping and clawing at his neck, trying to free himself 
from the sticky slime. He can’t even suck in an ounce of air. He can almost feel his trachea 
cracking. 


“You’re such a snake,” Toga hisses, gripping a knife tightly in her hand. “Stain would never act 
with such rash behavior!” 


Mortifer chuckles. Tar emerges itself from his pores, swirling and gushing around his head and 
arms. Black and sticky, bubbling and sloping. It drips to the ground like molten asphalt. 


“That’s quite funny, young lady,” he says, turning his body to face Toga and Dabi. Tomura 
wheezes as he watches the masked man’s face cover itself in tar. 


“That man you praise so much is nothing but a coward .” 

Toga bares her teeth and Dabi narrows his eyes. 

“You take that back!” Toga snarls, holding her knife up. 

Tar drips. Tomura opens and closes his mouth like a fish out of water. 
Mortifer chuckles again, only deeper. 


“He’s been at my feet like a dog for years . It’s comical you think he’s brave. ” There’s a gargled 
hissing sound coming from his mouth. “A legend.” 


Tar forms a pointed snout on his face, showing rows and rows of sharp fangs. 
“T made him .” 


Like a beast from the tar pits of hell, he grows larger. His presence grows nastier. Drool and tar 
drip to the ground and seep into the worn-out wood. The room darkens. Blackens like a void. 


Like empty space. Quiet and empty space. 


It’s like something out of a nightmare. All he can see is black and beady red eyes. The blurriness of 
oxygen depletion. 


Tomura can feel the tar heat up, warming his skin and making him sweat as he continues to 
struggle. 


His vision turns splotchy white. 


Through his limited eyesight, he sees the skull of an animal peeking from the tar. Goop oozing out 
of the eye sockets and the jaw like some sickening black vomit. Deer antlers protrude out of the 
weirdly shaped skull, showing off draping, rotting skin, and dried sickness. 


“What the fuck,” Dabi curses. Smoke rises from his palms as he stares in disgust at the absolute 
monster in front of them. Toga only stares up slack-jawed. 


The grip on Tomura’s neck moves to his torso. He gasps loudly, coughing as the oxygen catching 
up comes in too fast. It feels like he was opened up like a soda bottle. 


Before he can properly breathe, he’s slammed to the ground- sticking to the wood like he’s caught 
in some sort of glue trap. 


Mist from Kurogiri explodes outward. Toga lunges forward with her blade, and Dabi joins her side 
with bright blue flames flowing from his fists. 


Mortifer growls, dodging the knife and flame directed towards his face. His other hand reaches out 
and grabs Dabi, shoving him to the ground like Tomura. He snaps his jaw, grabbing Toga mid-air. 
She shrieks as his fangs poke at her exposed skin and tear her shirt- coming dangerously close to 
ending her life right then and there. 


Kurogiri freezes. 


Dabi yells, expelling flame from his arms. The tar heats up and bubbles and steams, leading him to 
stop and groan in pain. 


“You piece of shit!” Tomura rasps. “What the fuck are you!!” 


He struggles in the tar only for his limbs to stick even tighter. He tries to reach for the floor, decay 
it and slip out of his grasp. But Mortifer holds him tight. An extension of liquid slops over to 
Kurogiri, waiting for him to make a move. Holding him like a gun to the forehead. 


Mortifer opens his jaw, dropping Toga to the ground. 


She stays down after hitting the wet ground with a splash. She shivers with fear, holding her 
stomach as she looks up at the soulless eyes in front of her. 


He leans forward, wheezing and gurgling. His neck loudly cracks to the side, pooling more tar 
from his gaping maw onto the ground and onto Tomura’s chest. 


Tomura can practically smell death from his breath. 
“7m a man with a vision.” 
Tomura moves his head to the side, trying to avoid the smell. The horrible fucking smell. 


‘And I will let you rot in the piss and shit of my cells till even your bones decay if you fail to 
acknowledge that.” Tar drips onto Tomura as he hisses and snarls with each word. 


He growls, moving back so he can look at everyone in the now tar-covered room. Black. 
Everything is black. 


“J will get what I want, no matter the cost .” 

Tomura holds his breath. He holds it as his life depends on it. 

‘And what I want right now, is for you to go on a little mission for me.” 
And right there... 

Right there. 


Tomura realized Stain was right. 


He really did make a deal with the fucking devil. 
“As you all know, finals for the semester are tomorrow,” Eraserhead sighs. “I expect you all to 
exceed in the practical and writing assessments you will undergo. A lot is at stake, after all.” 


Half of the class groans. More specifically Kaminari and Mina. The tones in the whining are 
specific and easy to point out compared to the deeper, more collected sighs. 


“Remember to prepare for any circumstance, the practical will be challenging this year.” 
Everyone nods. 

Izuku winces. 

He: 

Is fucked. 

There is no other way of putting it. 

“At least the practical will be robots again,” Kaminari mutters. 

“Where’d you hear that?” Sero chimes in. 


“The upperclassmen, apparently they do it every year. It’s showing our improvement compared to 
the entrance exam.” 


Eraserhead shuffles his papers, looking pleased as always. 
“Hm, makes sense,” Uraraka says this time. 


Even if that were the case, Izuku is the least bit prepared. With everything that happened in the 
past week, he has had no time to even study slightly for the exams. Or train. Or even feel remotely 
emotionally ok enough to not want to vomit in class. His mind has had a hard time not thinking of 
the interrogation. And Dai... 


He hasn’t slept a full night because of it. She’s been gone for days. 
He’s fucking terrified . 


School hasn’t been a priority. Sure, with some help he’ Il be able to pass his written exams fine. 
He’ ll just have to cram. 


But with the practical...he hasn’t been in a major combat setting since Hosu. There is no telling 
what the fuck his body will do- if he will lose control, if his organs will rupture, maybe both. 
Either way, he’s having an emotional breakdown. 


Even though it seems to be robots, there is no telling what will happen. Nothing can be predicted 
anymore, at least for Izuku and his future. 


“Tf you all do well in your finals, there is a possibility we will be partaking in a summer training 
camp during your break. Most of you were probably already aware of it, considering it is a yearly 
event. But, take it as a way to stay motivated for exams. This camp is extremely important if you 
want to strengthen your quirks and push yourselves.” 


The class perks up, sitting straighter in their seats- fixing the depressed hunches they once wore. 


“But if you fail...” Eraserhead glances up from his papers. “You will instead be partaking in what I 
like to call summer school hell.” He smiles. 


The perked-up body language tenses. The atmosphere isn’t as cheerful as before. Some of the 
hunches return. 


Eraserhead smiles. 

Izuku is half tempted to flip the guy off. Of course, he finds this amusing. 
“Now go home. You have a lot to prepare for.” 

“Yes sensei.” 


Papers shuffle and chairs squeak as everyone grabs their stuff and begins to filter out. Izuku sighs 
with gratitude, happy that yet another long day has concluded. He grabs his notebook, slipping it 
into his backpack with ease. 


“Bakugou, Midoriya,” Eraserhead calls. Izuku looks up from his bent down position. 
“Stay.” 
Bakugou looks back at Izuku, gripping his bag with a fist. 


Eraserhead looks serious. Dead serious. And that’s not his resting face talking for him, Izuku can 
tell from his aura. He rarely has that feeling to him, it usually only flows around him when he’s 
stressed. Or, well, emotionally stressed. Anxious. 


It’s kind of disconcerting, if not atypical. Usually, the hero is good at keeping his emotions at bay. 
“HA, good ~luck,” Mineta teases from behind Izuku. 
Izuku rolls his eyes before grabbing his bag and throwing it over his shoulder. 


Eraserhead moves to slide the door shut as soon as the last people leave- lida, Kirishima, and 
Todoroki, unsurprisingly. For some reason, they couldn't stay. They even felt that something was 
off with their teacher. 


Eraserhead sighs. Brushing a hand through his hand and then back down to his face. He rubs his 
eyes harshly. 


“T basically can get fired for telling you this ahead of time but it’s downright stupid if I don’t,” 
Eraserhead mutters, turning around to face Bakugou and Izuku. 


“The practical was changed this year.” 
Izuku raises a brow. “Ok...” The pit of his stomach knows that unfortunate news lies ahead. 


Bakugou huffs. “Great, what do we need to expect?” He rolls his eyes. “The fact that you’re only 
telling us means it’s nothing good.” 


Eraserhead pinches the bridge of his nose, exhaling. “They changed the practical exam to two 
students facing a member of staff. Robots are too difficult to show improvement.” 


Izuku’s stomach lurches. 
“No,” he says, already knowing where this is going. 


Eraserhead looks visibly sick. “The principal wouldn’t allow debate. If I were at the meeting I 
would have punched him in the face for presenting such a horrible idea.” He grips at the stack of 
papers in his other hand. “You two are facing All Might tomorrow.” 


Izuku can hear Bakugou grinding his teeth. He clenches his fists. 
Bakugou inhales. “Sensei,” he says calmly. 

Eraserhead raises a brow. 

“T’m going to break something, you better not stop me.” 

Their teacher doesn’t object. 

“Great.” 


And with that Bakugou grabs his phone from his back pocket before hucking it at the wall. The 
screen explodes with contact, sprinkling shattered glass onto the ground. It’s loud, it’s sudden. 


It’s Bakugou and his anger. But they don’t flinch. Not even a little. 


“Does that fucking mouse hate him??” Bakugou scowls, looking at Izuku. “Jesus fuck, this is a 
nightmare.” 


“T don’t know what his goal is,” Eraserhead says. “But I need you to promise me something, both 
of you.” 


Izuku listens. Bakugou listens. They both stand and watch as the aura surrounding Eraserhead 
changes. 


“T don’t care what happens down there, give that fucking man hell.” 
“Christ...at this rate, we won’t be able to start searching for months,” Yuma says, crouching down 


on the roof they stand on. One of her hands is rubbing at her temple in little circles with 
frustration. 


Hiroto exhales, placing his hands on his hips- defeated. “I know...” 


For days, police have been occupying every square inch of the city. It’s been difficult for them to 
get out and do their job. To start looking for Dai. The devil’s nest. 


It’s not that it’s impossible, they’ ve done jobs with police crawling in every pocket. The only issue 
they have to accommodate for is Syouma. Hiroto hates to think it, but even though he’s the only 
chance they have at even getting a clue where Dai is, he’s a liability. He’s been there too long. 


Speech destroyed, no memory of the long-term past. 
No control in form. 


Hiroto was a hair away from being at that point when he was a prisoner. There’s no coming back 
once that point is hit. 


Syouma’s been a great help, speaking- writing- when he can. But unfortunately, like a sniffer dog 
looking for a bomb, he can’t help until he’s physically there. He needs to smell the route. 
Recognize it. Track it. 


They’re running out of time. Dai is running out of time. 
It’s painfully obvious that the recent attacks at night are from Mortifer. Painfully. 


Hiroto and Yuma have tried their damn best, searching day and night, patrolling and scanning for 
any hint of Mortifer and his rats. Attempting to prevent another attack. Follow the attackers. Figure 
out what they are planning. Yue has tried hacking traffic cameras, hoping that would at least help a 
little. 


But no matter what they can never get there in time. 
The devil is too good at his plans, and Hiroto has about had it. 


“What are we gonna do?” Yuma asks, upset. “We’re caged right now.” She combs a hand through 
her hair with frustration. 


“T don’t know, Yuma,” he mutters, looking to the streets with Yuma. “But we’ve just gotta keep 
trying.” 


Because if they don’t... 

There is no telling what kind of hell Japan will be in. 

“Are you alright, honey?” Izuku’s mom asks softly. She tilts her head, pointing her chopsticks at 
his plate. “You barely touched your food.” 


Izuku swallows, putting his chopsticks down before forcing a smile on his face. “I’m alright, just 
not hungry.” He swallows again. 


His head hurts and his stomach is churning. Ever since he got home from school he’s been edging 
towards a panic attack. He can feel it in his chest and his head- a storm is brewing. 


All Might... 
He swallows again, feeling his throat tighten. 


“You look green, did something happen at school? Your friends?” She places a hand on the table 
with concern. “You know you can talk to me, honey. You don’t have to hide anymore.” 


Izuku lets out a short sigh. He knows... 


“T’m ok, mom,” he mutters, still smiling. “I think I’m just going to go to bed early if that’s ok? I 
have my finals tomorrow.” 


She looks down at his twitching fingers and visibly paling face. She nods with a frown on her lips. 


“Thank you,” Izuku says, getting out of his seat with a little too much eagerness. “Love you.” He 
walks over and plants a kiss on the top of her head before heading to the stairs. 


“Love you too, honey,” she calls as he jogs up the stairs. He can hear the disappointment in her 
voice. The sadness. 


He hates making her feel like that...but even though she knows now, even though she can help 
make the pain feel manageable... He can’t talk about this right now. He can’t. 


He swallows again, only this time his throat is tighter and he can feel his stomach trying to crawl 
up his throat. 


He gags. 
Adding speed to his step, Izuku rushes up the last few steps before booking it to the bathroom. 


He barely makes it through the door before he crashes onto the ground and grabs the bowl of the 
toilet. He hunches his back and yacks. 


Digging his nails into the porcelain, he feels the discomfort of stomach acid burning his throat as 
he expels everything from his stomach. He chokes and gags, vomiting for what feels like minutes. 


He throws up everything from his gut till he’s left dry heaving on all fours. 


He pants, swallowing and swallowing. His eyes water and drop hot tears. He feels better, yet at the 
same time, he feels so much worse. 


Reaching forward with a shaking hand, he flushes before collapsing onto the cold bathroom tiles. 


Izuku breathes in and out through his mouth, holding his stomach as he lays in a fetal position. The 
anxiety washing through his body is so tight he feels like throwing up again. 


With everything, tomorrow is just the cherry on top of his collapsing mental state. He doesn’t 
know if he can do it. He’s so angry- angry with the man and the situation he’s dealing with. 


But he’s also suffering. He’s been suffering. 

And he doesn’t know how much longer he can hang on. 
He misses Dai. 

Tears dripping from his eyes, he can feel his lip wobble. 
His body curls into a ball and he hugs his knees. 

He misses her so much. 


All he wants right now is for her embrace, her soft hands in his hair, and her soothing voice. Her 
humor. 


Her smile. 
Izuku chokes, letting more tears fall to the tiles. 
When she was with him, everything felt so... together. 


She taught him what he knows today. She comforted him when times were dim. When his mom 
couldn’t help. 


She kept him sane. 


And now that she’s gone... 


He sniffs, closing his eyes tight. 
He’s barely holding on. 
Footsteps echo through the hall. 
“Tzuku...” His mom's voice. 


He trembles, hugging his knees tighter to make his empty stomach feel full again. To hide the pain 
in his chest. 


He can hear her moving, sitting next to him on the ground. 
“Baby...” A hand strokes through his hair- fingers twisting each strand. 


Two hands then move to grab his upper body, sliding it up and into his mom’s lap. He inhales, 
choking on his spit and tears. 


“Shhh it’s ok...” she whispers. “It’s ok, baby.” 


He chokes again, coughing. He can feel his tears run faster and his nose stuff up. He turns his body 
and grabs his mom’s torso, hugging her tight. 


“Tt’s ok...” 

He sobs. 

He sobs, burying his face into her soft sweater. 
He’s barely holding on... 


And tomorrow just might be the day he finally breaks. 


Izuku hardly studied last night. He couldn’t focus. He couldn’t sleep. 


He couldn’t do anything but sit at his windowsill for hours and stare at the swaying trees and 
polluted starry sky till his eyes dried. 


“Time’s up.” 
Izuku sighs, rubbing his forehead as he puts his pencil down. 


His head is a throbbing mess. The written portion was rough. It was really rough but he’s not even 
upset. 


There are far worse things to worry about. 

“Congrats on finishing your written exams, class,” Eraserhead says nonchalantly. 
The class collectively sighs with relief. 

“But, unfortunately, finals aren’t done yet.” 

The class groans. 


Izuku looks up. 


Eraserhead rolls his eyes, grabbing his pile of papers in front of him. 


“Your practical will be held after lunch, I’m not able to disclose the information regarding what it 
will be like, but prepare yourselves mentally and physically for what you might be tasked with.” 
He glances at Izuku briefly. 


“Now, you may be excused. Turn your papers in me before you leave.” 


“Thank you sensei,” the class chirps, packing up their stuff. Izuku can hear some of his class 
mutters and whisper with each other as he shoves his pencils into his backpack. 


“T’m so excited, I think I actually did well on my exams!” Uraraka chirps with a smile. 


“Me too! Now, all we need to worry about is practical,” Yaoyorozu comes in with the same 
enthusiasm. 


“Like it’ Il be hard, mon ami,” Aoyama says with a cheeky smirk. “It would be almost embarrassing 
if we failed at something like that.” 


Izuku bites his tongue. The class better be prepared for a rude awakening... because he sure 
wasn’t. 


He still isn’t prepared. Not one bit. 


Izuku sighs, grabbing his backpack and throwing it over his shoulder. His stomach is still empty 
from last night. He couldn’t eat breakfast- just looking at it made him want to yack. 


And there is a slim chance he’s eating lunch. There’s a slim chance he’s going to even be able to 
look at food. Or people. 


He’s drained. 
So drained, that he knows a mental breakdown is coming near. 


Whether that is full of anger or despair, he’s going to snap in half. And all it’s going to take is just a 
little... 


Tap. 


Shouta is not having it. 
To be fair, when is he ever? 


It’s an understatement to say he’s stressed. Ever since Hosu, things have been worse than what he 
considers upper-level bad. It’s been horrible. 


Like an epic conclusion to the semester, the principal wants to send the kid out to die and or out 
himself to his entire class. It’s petrifying to think this could possibly be the end for him here. 
There’s no doubting the kid will lose his cool- lose his grasp. He’s hanging on by a thread. 


That’s why there’s no point. The kid’s gotta do what that hero deserves. Hell on earth. 
If after everything he gets exposed, it better be for kicking the shit out of All Might. 


If anything bad happens he’Il be sure to get the kid out and away immediately. 


He clears his throat with a sigh, clipping a stack of papers together on his desk. 

There’s a faint knock outside the classroom door. He turns around. 

“Got a minute?” The principal stands at the doorway. 

A small, devilish smile appears on his face. 

And whenever that mouse smiles like that, nothing good is to come. 

Izuku tried to act surprised when they announced him and Bakugou against All Might. He really 
did. 


It didn’t work. His surprised face apparently looks a lot like disgust and depression, according to 
Uraraka at least. 


The class as a whole looked like they wanna vomit. When the principal announced it, Kaminari 
screamed. Loud. 


It's an intense surprise, it really is. If Eraserhead didn’t tell him beforehand, he would have thrown 
up like last night. No questions asked. 


“Are you nervous for your round?” Uraraka mutters. Some of the class is in the monitor room 
watching the rounds. But Izuku and a majority are waiting in the waiting rooms, mentally 
preparing for their time to get their shit rocked. Right now, it’s Kirishima and Sato against 
Cementoss. 


“Mmmm no, not at all,” Izuku says with a forced sarcastic tone. “What makes you say that?” 


He’s scratching at the arm of the chair, feeling every cell in his body buzz. His head throbs. He 
swallows. 


“T don’t know, you seem stressed- more stressed than usual.” She shrugs, keeping the same tone. 
“Not to mention you’re up against All Might. It makes my nervousness look unneeded.” 


Izuku forces a small smile on his lips. “Yeah...” 
“Oh yeah,” someone from behind vocalizes. 
Izuku turns his head around halfway. 


“Do you have beef with All Might or something, dude?” Sero says while leaning forward in his 
chair. “You always just seem extra irritated when you’re around him, especially the other day.” 


Izuku tries not to exhale aggressively. Or burst into tears. “Personal reasons,” he says with the 
same small smile, keeping it short. 


“Personal reasons?” Yaoyorozu adds. 


“Yeah, what?” Sero asks with a chuckle. “What kind of personal reasons cause you to almost bite 
his head off?” 


Izuku can feel the aggravation and pain inside grow. He pushes the beast away-the tears- 
swallowing again. 


He faintly laughs, rubbing the back of his head. “I really don't want to talk about it.” He can feel 
the growling inside his brain growing. 


The feeling that a pot of water is boiling over inside his chest. It’s tight. It’s suffocating. It’s hot. 


Kaminari leans forward in his seat. “Come on man, you gotta spill. The guy had to do something 
bad for you to go all coo coo on his ass.” 


Izuku clenches his hand around the arm of his chair. His nails screech against the plastic. He bites 
the inside of his cheek. 


“Oi!” Bakugou snaps from across the room. “ Drop it.” 


“Jeez... can’t ask anything around here anymore...” Kaminari mumbles before leaning back in his 
seat. 


Izuku releases the arm of the chair, relaxing a little. 

Bakugou really has had his back this week. 

“Nah, I don’t think we should drop this,” Mineta says this time. 
Izuku clenches his jaw, feeling the grind of his teeth. 


“If he’s that hostile towards the number one hero, I don’t want to think about what he’II do to me if 
I’m on his bad side.” 


“Dude...not cool,” Jirou says softly. 
“ Enough,” Bakugou growls. 


“He’s kind of right though...” Sero says. “I love you dude, but you are goddamn terrifying. I 
almost pity All Might right now. Or, really, anyone that has to face you while you’ re pissed.” 


“Sero! Not ok!” Uraraka yells. 


Something cracks inside. It feels as if the cage inside his brain, the one holding his beast, has 
finally started to rust. His eye twitches. Both eyes well with tears. His hand clenches the chair tight. 
It creaks. 


It cracks. 
Mina scoffs. “Guys literally shut the fuck up.” 


“T mean...” Hagakure says quietly. “Sero is right, Midoriya, you’re a good guy and all but you 
make me nervous when you get that aggressive.” 


Izuku can feel his ears ringing. He clenches harder. 

VAL Callag. 

“Sorry Midoriya, it’s harsh but it’s true...it makes sense to be nervous.” 
“Yeah man, I hear you growl and I almost piss myself.” 


Some of the class chuckles. 


“Shut up!!” 
The ringing stops. 
The buzzing inside him stops. 


Bakugou opens his mouth but is cut off by Izuku all of a sudden letting out a deep chuckle. The 
class freezes. 


Izuku doesn’t know where it came from. It just came out. Leaning back in his chair, he throws his 
head back and cackles. 


Belly aching, head-spinning- he laughs. He fucking laughs. 
Tears chaotically spill from his eyes, unexpected and unnerving. 
He can feel Uraraka shift in her seat next to him. 
“Um...Midoriya?”’ She mutters. “You ok?” 


He’s not. He’s really not. He’s been tapped. Finally shattered like a crumbling piece of china. Oh, 
how the roles have reversed. The monster has become its host. Lost in translation- it’s no longer 
Cerberus they speak ill of to his face. But him. 


How fucking comical. 


Izuku sighs, still laughing. “Oh you haven’t got a clue, do you?” He looks over to Mineta and Sero. 
He leans forward, closing his mouth so his laugh turns to a buzzing hum. His eyes are wet. 


He can feel his eyes shift to green, but he doesn’t fight it. 

He can feel everyone stiffen. 

“You really are clueless .” 

“Deku...” Bakugou mutters as they walk through the gates. “You can’t handle this...” He shakes 
his head. “Shit-you can’t handle anything right now.” 


The rest of his time waiting for his turn involved him leaving the waiting room and pacing around 
the hall. Breathing to try and keep everything at least semi-leveled. He paced. And he paced. 


And he paced. 


Two emotions are clashing in his brain. He is livid and he feels like breaking down and sobbing. 
Everything is crumbling down over him all at once and the only emotion that seems to be coming 
out right now is blind insanity. 


He’s tired. 

He’s upset. 

And he’s done. He’s fucking done. 

He and Bakugou are the last to go. Everyone passed except two groups. 


Now it’s just them. 


Gotta love a grand finale. 

He clenches his fist as he shoves in his earpiece. 

“ Deku ,” Bakugou stresses, grabbing his wrist. “For fucks sake take a breath .” 
Izuku stops, yanking his arm from Bakugou’s grasp. 

“Bakugou,” he stresses. “I need you to leave.” 

He is about to explode. 


The blonde looks both insulted and confused. “Um, absolutely fucking not.” Bakugou snaps back. 
“T’m not leaving your unstable ass right now-” 


Izuku inhales, feeling his fingers tremble. “I am not kidding.” He moves his hands up and drags 
them through his hair, gripping at it when he reaches the top. “Bakugou, I am literally about to 
snap and I cannot have you here when it happens,” He says, coming close to tears. “I don’t know if 
I have the strength to pull myself out if I lose it.” His hand drops from his hair. 


“T’m done.” 
“No, no you fucking don’t,” Bakugou points a finger at him. “Deku I’m not leaving you.” 


Izuku lets out a small, pained cry. “ Please ,” he begs. “I am breaking down right now. On top of 
everything, the class is basically treating me the same as Cerberus, and now I’m expected to keep 
everything together while facing the very man that muzzled me .” 


‘“Deku-” 


“Please!” Izuku yells, voice cracking. “Please just leave!” He feels a tear fall. “I’m dying. ’'m 
fucking dying- I’ve hit my limit and I am terrified. I have no control left and I’m dying .” 


Bakugou looks horror-struck. Flabbergasted. 


“T am giving All Might what he deserves, I’m doing it,” he chokes. “But in that process, I might not 
be able to come back from my rage and pain. I might not be able to pull myself out of a fit.” 


“ Deku .” 


Izuku ignores him. He’s lost his mind and there is no finding it. “He’s getting hell. Every bit of 
emotional hell that I am feeling right now, and if you get caught in that I will never forgive myself. 
I can’t.” 


He feels his fingernails become claws and his eyes shift with the fangs sharpening in his mouth. 
His emotions are throbbing and throbbing like a growing bruise. 


“Just let me go.” 
The wind blows. 
It’s uncomfortably quiet for a few seconds. 


Bakugou looks at Izuku for a moment. He clenches his fist. “Deku...I don’t know what self- 
sacrificing bullshit you’re on...but that’s not fucking happening.” His voice is low. “You are not 
pushing me away right now. I don’t care if you lose it. You have every right to fucking lose it. But 


you are doing it with me by your goddamn side whether you like it or not.” 
“B qe?" 


“No,” Bakugou stops him. “ No. ” He exhales, rubbing his eyes with one of his gloves. “Deku, we 
are in this damn shit together. It’s final. It’s been final ever since USJ.” He pauses for a second, 
placing a hand on his chest. “If you rough me up I don’t care. You deserve a fucking moment to let 
every fucking pent-up feeling you have stored inside. Let it out. Let it all fucking out on that piece 
of shit.” 


Izuku looks at Bakugou before bringing his gaze down and exhaling a long, deep sigh. “You’re 
crazy...” He looks down at his trembling hand- claws growing larger by the second. He clenches 
his fist. “But I guess we all are.” 


Izuku rapidly grows his fingers to claws, clenching his fists so nails dig into skin. 


“Aren’t we?” 


Toshinori walks down the street with caution. Eyes scanning any hiding areas, blind spots. 


He listens to the quiet air, the rustle of the leaves, the buzzing electricity of the lamps and building 
lights. 


He can feel the weights on his arms weighing him down, squeezing his wrists. 


He wanted to start off by sending a wave of pressurized air through the streets, making himself a 
threat. But with Midoriya... 


Anything he does can trigger that boy to come for his throat. He doesn’t want to be too brash with 
him, even if that sounds wrong. 


That kid is a bomb waiting to go off. And Toshinori is the fire that lights the fuse. 


He still doesn’t know what the principal is planning- what he’s supposed to learn about this 
student. Why he needs to learn about this student. 


He doesn’t understand. 

He’s tried to understand. 

Something moves. 

He flinches, looking to his side. 

There is a feeling of dread that trickles down Toshinori’s spine. He swallows. 


“Young man, I understand you are upset with me and this current situation, but we can handle this 
calmly and maturely-” 


“T don’t think you’re capable of being calm and mature...” 
The same feeling comes back, making him turn around. 


Eyes of emerald and claws like knives- Midoriya Izuku stands with an aura that feels wrong. 


Wrong. 
“Midoriya...” he puts his hands out. “Trust me when I say, I didn’t want this.” 


Midoriya closes his eyes, exhaling. “I’m going to be honest, All Might...” he opens his eyes, 
moving his hands as he talks. Slow. Tired. “I don’t really care what you want.” He shrugs. 


“T don’t.” 


Toshinori can sense that wrong feeling from before, double. Like a swarm of angry bees, the aura 
around the kid standing in front of him swirls and pulses. 


Midoriya cracks his head to the side as his hands tremble. A low growl rumbles in his throat. 


“If you don’t want your ass nailed to the wall, I suggest you leave,” Bakugou’s voice calls from 
behind. 


Toshinori turns his head around, keeping his feet planted. The blonde behind him stands with 
narrowed eyes- lip-curled. 


He shakes his head. “I’m afraid I can’t do that, Bakugou. I don’t have a choice.” 
There’s a soft snort followed by a low, broken chuckle. Toshinori turns his head back around. 


Midoriya’s chest is shaking and a disturbing smile is spread across his lips. He places a hand on 
his forehead and the other on his chest as he leans forward. His throat wheezes. 


He inhales. “You always get the choice, hero. ” 


This is either going to end in a disaster or- no yeah this is going to end in a disaster. 
Shouta is trying with every bone in his body to not run out there now and call this off. 
But what the principal said to him... 

He’s stopping himself for a reason. 

It’s... 

“Aizawa-sensei...something’s not right,” Yaoyorozu vocalizes from behind him. 

The entire class wanted to come and watch this round. Of course, they did. 


The screens are lit up with every angle of the city arena. And the only thing everyone can seem to 
focus on is the pure confusion All Might is facing. The terror Midoriya is projecting from his 
body. 


The fact that Shouta can tell Midoriya is edging a breakdown means nothing good. The twitching 
hands, tired eyes. The fact that he looks pale and sick. 


He’s going to break. 
He is breaking. 


And Shouta hates to say he knows there is nothing he can do to help. Well- he can. He can rip that 
kid away in a second and take him away from this. But he shouldn’t. He just needs to let the kid go. 


Let him release his built-up internal turmoil and rage. 

Let him give what he has been given. 

Because by god, he deserves to be angry. 

“Why is All Might acting like that?” 

“This is going to be a disaster.” 

“God, Midoriya looks psycho right now...do you see his eyes??” 
“Everyone be quiet ,” Shouta says, glancing back. 

Todoroki, Kirishima, and lida glance right back at him, visibly nervous. 


“You all need to pay attention... very closely.” 


Something about this is sickeningly familiar. 
“What do you want from me, kid? What did I do that made you so upset?” 
Toshinori can tell this is going to escalate- he can feel it in the stressed atmosphere. The tension. 


“God, you’re so dense,” Bakugou snarks from behind him. Toshinori keeps his head forward, 
facing Midoriya. 


“Answer a question for me, All Might,” Midoriya mutters. Head down, eyes up. He glares. 
Toshinori clenches and unclenches his fists nervously. 

“What is the difference between a hero, vigilante, and villain?” 

The question from before... 

“Kid, I-” 


“Again,” Midoriya says louder. He hisses, letting his hands and legs grow. “What is the difference 
between a hero, vigilante, and villain?” 


Something feels so wrong. So so fucking wrong. Toshinori can feel his heart rate skyrocket. He can 
feel the sweat forming on his forehead. The cold sweat and feeling of utter confusion. Scared 
confusion. 


“T-I don’t-” 


Midoriya snarls. “ What is the difference between a hero, vigilante, and villain?” A tail swishes 
from behind and the claws on his feet dig into the ground with a screech. 


“Answer the question!” He barks, spitting what isn’t spit out of his mouth. It’s green. 
It’s green. 
He takes a step back. “M-midoriya I can’t answer something like that off the bat-” 


Midoriya’s body shutters. He hunches forward and snarls, cracking his head to the side. Pointed 


ears appear atop his head and his arms grow larger and larger with his lower body. 

Toshinori takes another step back. 

““W-why do you need to know?” 

Midoriya’s lip curls up, exposing sharp fangs. 

“W-why-” 

Midoriya’s eyes glass over to solid emerald green and they expel an even brighter green liquid. 
Hot. 

Sizzling. 

If Toshinori had a stomach, it would be flipping upside down right now. 


“What is the fucking difference between a hero, vigilante, and villain?” He asks again, only his 
voice sounds deeper. Warped. “Come on All Might, I know you know.” 


He backs up again, only he’s stopped when Bakugou presses his gloved hand on his back. 
“Answer the damn question,” Bakugou snaps. 

Toshinori swallows. He swallows so thickly his Adam's apple stings. 

““A-a hero-” 

Midoriya growls, moving to all fours. He shakes his head. His hands tremble. 

“A hero puts people’s needs first.” 


There is a gurgling hiss bubbling from Midoriya’s mouth. The green liquid seeps through the gaps 
in his teeth and drips to the ground. 


It sizzles. 
“A hero is willing to risk their own lives for the sake of their people.” 
Midoriya’s face starts to change. Lengthening to a long, pointed snout. 


“A-a vigilante...” he inhales, feeling his chest tighten and legs shake. “A vigilante puts crime into 
their own hands...working against the law. They are no better than villains.” 


Midoriya hunches his back. Spines and bones crack and push out of the skin on his back. They are 
crooked and mangled. 


One is broken- snapped in half. 

“And a villain...” 

Midoriya inhales, choking out the hot green liquid onto the street. 
“Say it.” 


Toshinori’s spine rattles from the tone. The hoarseness and deepness of the voice is revolting. 


Familiar. 
He can feel the stinging venom from its lips. The feeling of dread. 


“A villain is the true definition of hatred and fear. A-a villain is the opposite of a hero- paying 
absolutely no mind to anything but their own wants and desires.” 


He holds his breath. 
“A villain in this world is a monster.” 
Midoriya lets out a sudden broken laugh. His legs grow and his body morphs and changes. 


Pointy black ears, wet nose, dripping neon maw. The face of the devil’s hound grows and morphs 
to a sickening degree as it speaks. It’s breath is deep. Heavy. 


Its body is large and grotesque. Furry and disproportionate as the bones on its rips ripple and shift 
with its moving limbs. 


He knows this body. 

He knows this voice. 

His body feels numb. 

He holds his breath like he’s underwater, continuing to undergo the searing stare from Midoriya. 
“Is that so?”” He mumbles, cocking his head to the side. Still growing, he takes a step forward. 
*So...where do I fit?” 

It feels like he just got stabbed. 

“Stop..” Toshinori whispers. “ You...” 


Midoriya towers over Toshinori like an overbearing shadow. Teeth bared and eyes narrowed to 
slits. 


The noise that is rumbling within his chest sounds like an old car engine, breaking and stalling. 
Awful and painful. 


“Say it.” Midoriya hisses. Acid falls from his mouth and stains the ground. 
Toshinori can’t respond. 

Midoriya puffs his chest out, rattling the spines on his back and tail. 

“Say it .” 


Toshinori takes a step back once again, but this time instead of a gloved hand stopping him, a foot 
kicks the back of his knee. He collapses to the ground. 


Midoriya jumps forward, landing right on top of Toshinori. Paws on each side of his head, wet, 
drooling maw right over his face. His fangs are so large they could puncture anyone’s skull with 
one bite. Rip into a torso like ripe fruit. 


He snaps his teeth before a low rumble moves up and through his throat. He bares his teeth. 


“SAY WHAT I AM!” Midoriya shrills, spraying green everywhere from both eyes and mouth. 
Toshinori flinches as droplets land on his face, burning. 


He can hear and smell the sizzle on his skin, and all Toshinori can seem to do, is stare up at the 
broken eyes of his student. 


Of a monster, he’s known as Cerberus. 


“SAY IT!” 


Shouta watched the exact moment when every student’s face in his class turned sheet white. 
The exact moment when every mouth shut. 
Every limb stayed still. 


Kaminari breaks the unbearable silence with a nervous chuckle. “You’re joking, right? This is a 
joke.” 


“Midoriya....” Uraraka whispers, covering a hand over her mouth like she’s going to throw up. 
There is a mix of regret in most of these faces, a mix of horror and sadness. Disbelief. 

Sero moves, putting his hands on his head. “Oh my god .” 

“T think I’m going to be sick.” Aoyama covers his mouth. He looks green. 

“No, no no no ,” Mineta says, louder than the rest of the class. “God it all makes sense now.” 
“What makes sense, Mineta?’” Mina says, stressing her words. She looks like she’s near tears. 


He scoffs, pointing at the screens above with a disbelieving scoff. “The guy never acted like a hero 
in the first place.” 


“Hey!” Kirishima and Iida yell. Todoroki looks like he’s seeing red right now. 

Shouta is getting to that point. 

“Dude...” Ojirou says, visibly uncomfortable. 

“Do you think he wanted this, Mineta?” Kirishima scowls, pointing at the shorter student. 
“He murdered someone, Kirishima!”’ 

Some of the class looks down with shame like they started thinking the same thing. 
Kirishima folds his brows downward. “You don’t know anything!” 


“Oh, so you’re defending him?! You’re defending the guy who’s about to bite All Might’s head 
off?!” He points at the screen where Midoriya can be found pinning the hero. 


Screaming at his face. 


Shouta’s fist clenches. “ Mineta.”’ 


“Sensei...” Yaoyorozu says. “Did you know?” 


“Of course he knew!” Mineta yells. “No wonder the freak got into this school, there’s no other 
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way. 

“Jesus dude!” Jirou yells. 

Tida’s eye twitches. Visibly . “Say that again. J dare you. ” 

“Yes, say that again Mineta,” a new voice joins. 

Shouta glances at the doorway. 

“Say what’s on your mind.” 

The class turns their heads. They look down. 

“What do you have to say about your classmate? Hm?” 

The principal shuffles his way through the class and to the front with Shouta. He’s calm. 
Easy. 

Smiling. 

Mineta is silent. 

“Principal Nezu...’”” Kaminari asks, taking Mineta’s place. “What is- why?” 
He hums, stopping at Shouta’s feet and turning around. 

“It’s unfortunate you all had to find out this way, but it seemed appropriate.” 


“ Appropriate ?” Kaminari repeats. “Midoriya, who is apparently freaking Cerberus, is going to 
fucking kill All Might and you’re having us watch.” 


“Come on dude...you seriously think Midoriya is capable of that?” Sato mutters. “It’s All Might...” 


Kaminari points at the screens violently. “All Might is on the ground. Is no one else concerned 
with the fact that All Might is so frozen with fear he can’t even move?? Don’t fucking forget USJ, 
we all saw All Might get his ass kicked. ” 


The class goes still again. 


“Principal Nezu...” he looks down at Nezu with confusion gleaming in his eyes. “He’s...god it’s 
sick to say- he’s a wanted murderer and you’ re letting him in this school. You let him be in the 
same room as us.” He places his hands in his hair, panic-stricken. “Train with us. Know us.” 


Nezu stays silent, keeping the smug smile across his face. 

“The thing everyone knows as Satan’s monster is our classmate.” 
“Kaminari, that is enough ,” Shouta snaps. 

Nezu raises his paw, silencing everyone. 


“T understand. Your frustration is valid, Kaminari,” he says smoothly. “But I’m afraid your 


judgments- all of your judgments- are from what the media wants you to see of the boy.” He 
lowers his paw, clasping it with his other in front of him. “Did you at all think about what exactly 
Midoriya is going through?” 


Kaminari’s mouth snaps shut. He swallows, looking to the side. 
Nezu unclasps his paws, moving one of them to dig into his pants pocket. 
He pulls out a flash drive. 


“How easy do you think it is for him to live?” His eyes glance to the students with mutant quirks 
briefly, getting guilty looks in response. 


Nezu turns around and moves to his tiptoes- plugging in the flash drive in one of the ports in the 
keypad. 


Covering the surveillance feed on the main screen, files, screenshotted articles, photos and videos 
pop up like a virus. 


Pictures of Midoriya running from heroes, the police- the fear in his eyes. 
Pictures of Midoriya crying a mix of acid and tears as All Might pins and muzzles him. 


A video of crowds throwing food, trash, and rocks at him for helping get a child out of the 
aftermath of a car accident. 


Articles calling him a monster. A freak. A demon. 
Something that will never be deemed as a hero, no matter how much public service he does. 


The last thing that pops up- delayed- is a shaky video that had obviously been filmed by a crowd 
member. Midoriya is in the middle of the police circle from a year ago. Blood on his face and tears 
falling, he’s pleading for the heroes to stop. He’s begging. 


Shouta has to look away. 
He has to look away as the gun is fired into his shoulder. 
He can feel some of the class flinch as the gunfire rips through the speakers. 


“Look at these. Look at them. Observe them. Understand them .” Nezu clicks the main feed, fully 
screening the current fight. “Understand Midoriya’s want and need to be angry. His frustration and 
exhaustion.” 


The main zooms into the live feed of Midoriya and All Might. 


“He hates this more than anyone,” Nezu says, pointing at the tears and acid pooling from 
Midoriya’s eyes. 


“Let him show the number one hero...let him show you. Let him teach you.” 
Nezu shrugs his arms out. 
“No ‘monster’ is born.” 


In the background, a video of Midoriya howling in the night plays. Deep. Loud. 


Pained. 
“Society makes them.” 
Toshinori‘s chest moves up and down slowly. Carefully. His heart pounds inside his ribcage, 


practically rattling his bones and throbbing through his entire body head to toe as Midoriya 
screams. 


He can feel and smell the breath of the wolf on top of him- the burning smell of flesh and drool. 
Midoriya. 
Cerberus. 


The eyes of his student stare down at him. The eyes of a killer stare down at him with an emotion 
that is unrecognizable. 


Everything is connected. Everything makes sense. 

He swallows. 

The aggression, the attitude towards him, the experience, and insane combat talents... 
Everything.... 

His thoughts echo. 


Toshinori is horrified right now, if not intensely confused. None of what is happening makes 
sense. 


He’s facing the monster under Japan’s bed and nothing could prepare him for what he sees now. 
Turns out, Toshinori needs to do a better job at looking more thoroughly for his successors . 

The fact that he asked him to be the next symbol of peace is nauseating to think about now... 

He shutters. 

Toshinori takes a deep, long breath. That doesn’t matter right now. Nothing matters right now. 


No matter what his situation details, Midoriya is dangerous to everyone around him. His students, 
the school. 


The teachers. 


Toshinori focuses. He clears his mind and he breathes. He clears the feeling of horror and dread 
from his veins. He ignores the dripping lips and murderous fangs inches away from his throat. 


He clenches his fists and he breathes on the hard asphalt. 


All Toshinori has done was for the fate of his country, the protection of his students, and the 
citizens of each city. No matter the threat. 


In this case, Midoriya is that threat. His anger and aggression is completely boiled over. 
Uncontrolled. 


And Toshinori doesn’t want to wait for when he turns on his classmates. He doesn’t want to let this 
go, to let him continue wreaking havoc on the city and the detective. 


He needs to put a lid over the pot before it burns and burns. 
He un-clenches his fists, letting them relax. 


The kid has stressed out the police long enough. He’s scared the public and his students Jong 
enough. 


He’s been a threat far too long. 


For whatever reason the principal wanted him to know this information...for whatever reason he 
kept the kid in the school. 


None of it matters. Nothing. 

Now that the real truth has been spelled out, he’s going to end this. 
Once and for all. 

Toshinori closes one of his fists, winding his arm back slowly. 
“You’re a villain, kid. No matter what you say.” 


He punches. 


Izuku barely dodged the fist that flew towards his face. 
Barely. 


Knuckle grazing his cheekbone, he yelps and flails backward- frantically flipping around and 
scattering back. 


He didn’t just fucking do that- 

“DEKU!” Bakugou screams from behind All Might. 

All Might moves his arm back, shielding the blonde. 
“Step back, Bakugou. I can’t have you get caught in this.” 


Izuku adjusts his body and gets low to the ground, pinning his ears back and hunching his back. All 
the hair on his neck and back stands on end as every fiber in his body buzzes with rage. From 
where he was grazed, he can feel a small trickle of warmth on his cheek. 


He can smell blood. 
“Get your fucking hand away from me! If you even touch him I’m killing you,” Bakugou snaps. 


Before, Izuku had just felt overwhelmed. A body filled with so many different emotions all he 
could think to do was just act to scare the hero. Yell and scream. Cry. 


But after the damn hero just tried to punch him in the face. 


He’s had an immediate change of heart. Its tenderness and ache have hardened into a sour mess. 


Right now, he is going to fucking kill him. 


“You are a fucking joke, ” he says lowly to the hero. “I’m just a kid but you... ” he almost 
laughs. “ But you don’t care.” 


“You never cared.” 


All Might lowers his body, showing he’s ready. His brows move down and there is no smile on his 
face. There is no fear. 


There is absolutely nothing. 

“You wanted to know the difference between a hero, vigilante, and villain, kid.” 
Bakugou glares up at the back of All Might’s head. 

“T told you already, but I'll tell you again...” 

Izuku bites his tongue. 


“Villains and vigilantes are what's wrong with this world as heroes are the fixers. The balancers.” 
His fists squeeze tight. “ Jam a balancer.” 


“You are a fucking prick is what you are!” Bakugou hisses, shoving the hero from the back. He 
doesn’t budge “Fuck your screwed ideologies, you’re goddamn psychotic-” 


“Enough Bakugou, you can’t protect your friend forever.” 
“And you can’t keep fucking torturing people that look like villains! He did nothing wrong!” 
“Say that to the thousands of traumatized citizens, young man. You’re too young to understand.” 


Bakugou looks astonished right now. “Holy shit, you’re dumb. You’re actually dumb.” He points a 
finger at Izuku violently. “HE’S TOO YOUNG TOO, YOU FUCKING DIPSHIT!” 


Izuku can feel his eyes twitching, his lips curl. The beast in his head screams and thrashes and 
screams . He snaps his head to the side, hearing a crack. 


“You’re funny, All Might.” 


All Might turns stops, watching as Izuku’s jaw unhinges. He lets out a gurgle, letting his tongue 
hang out as he keeps his head tilting. He chuckles. 


“J never thought a hero could be so stupid.” 
All Might opens his mouth. He shivers. 


Izuku can feel the acid in his eyes fall and his lips quiver into a demented smile. He inhales deeply, 
laughing as the oxygen enters his lungs. 


“The real difference between those three isn’t what you said. ” 


He digs his nails into the ground and he swishes his tail. Spines rattle and quake with the breeze 
and his vibrations. 


“Villains and vigilantes are born through heroism. ” 


He keeps the smile on his face, snickering. ‘The product of you .” 

“You can’t have a true villain until the hero breaks society, now can we, All Might!” 

And without giving a warning, Izuku pushes off and runs. 

The second All Might attempted to land a punch on Midoriya, Shouta dropped everything and ran 
straight for the door. 

He whips his head around as soon as his hand grabs the door. 

“Looks like your plan failed, Nezu,” he growls. 

“That’s where you’re wrong, Shouta,” Nezu responds. “My plan is still in play.” 


He feels something crack inside. “Are you trying to have the kid killed?? Your explanation earlier 
seemed reasonable, it really did. But right now none of that matters because I can’t let that man lay 
a fucking finger on him again.” 


“Just wait,” Nezu hums. “You will see. Everything is where it needs to be.” 
Shouta doesn’t have time for this. Huffing, he swings the door open and runs down the hall. 


Not long after, he hears a group of footsteps follow behind. 


Izuku and All Might clash. 


Foreheads and chests practically touching, Izuku and All Might synchronously growl from the 
harsh contact. Placing his hands on each side of Izuku’s shoulders, All Might pushes as Izuku 
pushes back. Feet and paws skidding, teeth grinding. 


Izuku screams. He ducks down causing All Might to fly forward from the momentum. Sticking his 
snout forward, he scoops him up and throws him into the air. 


Bakugou ignites his palms right after, launching himself into the air towards the hero. 


q?? 


“You’re gonna fucking pay, All Might 
Might’s back. 


He swings his arm forward, planting his hand onto All 


But he’s not exactly successful. 


“You’re wrong, Bakugou!” All Might flips his body around, grabbing Bakugou’s extended wrist. 
“T’m not the one that is going to pay!” He throws the blonde out of the way with so much force, 
Izuku could swear he saw his neck snap back. 


Izuku watches as he soars over him, mouth open. 
“Deku!!” Bakugou screams from the air. 
Shit- 


Izuku doesn’t even hesitate. Releasing a chunk of energy from his body, he stands like the Yuma’s 
werewolf form- tall and lanky. He turns, grabbing the fast, incoming fist. 


Using the projected force already being used by All Might, he cracks his body forward, flipping 
the hero to the ground. 


A yell booms from All Might’s mouth. The cement cracks and indents under the heavyweight, 
shaking the ground beneath them. 


No time to celebrate. All Might jumps back to his feet immediately, lunging for Izuku’s face. 


Izuku opens his mouth, preparing to snap and bite but is stopped when the hero’s meaty hand grabs 
and slams his jaw shut. He nearly bites his tongue clean off. 


He swipes his claw outward towards his face, only for that to get grabbed by the hero’s other 
hand. 


Growling, Izuku jumps up and presses his feet against All Might’s stomach. He pushes off and 
separates the two of them with so much force his neck snaps back and a flash of light enters his 
vision for a moment. 


All Might stumbles as Izuku flips back and skids on the ground on all fours. His nails screech 
against the ground and leave white tallies. 


His eyes dart up, watching as Bakugou sails above him towards the hero. 
All Might cracks his head to the side, rolling his shoulders back. 


Izuku bares his teeth and hunches his back. Hair standing on end he opens his unhinged jaw and 
roars like everything in his chest is trying to escape. 


Digging his back legs into the ground, he pushes off into a gallop. 
All Might pushes off, coming in faster. 


Izuku narrows his eyes, timing his movements. Before the hero can get too close, he leaps into the 
air, slamming his claws and feet onto the shoulders and upper back of All Might. 


Ascending in the air, Izuku reaches a clawed hand upward, grabbing Bakugou’s gloved gauntlet. 


With as much power as he could muster, Izuku spins around and throws Bakugou down to the 
hero. 


Bakugou screams, lighting up his palms with hot sparks. He winds his arm back and slams both 
hands onto the back of All Might’s head with a crack and boom. 


All Might yells, reaching back and grabbing Bakugou by one of his wrists. He throws him out of 
the way again and turns around to face Izuku. There is a murderous glare on his face joined by grit, 
exposed teeth. Smoke and steam rise from his head and soot stains his skin like dye. 


Izuku lands with a huff, copying the hero, he exposes his teeth and narrows his eyes. Licking his 
teeth and maw, he pins his ears back further and lets the quills on his back and tail quiver. 


He barks- drool and acid spraying from his mouth- before running towards the hero again. 
All Might wipes his mouth before doing the same, only faster than before. 


He appears above Izuku. 


Gasping, Izuku doesn’t have time to move before a knuckle is punched into the back of his neck. 
He can hear the impact as he collapses, feeling a crack in his vertebrae. The sudden pain stabs 
through his body like a spear. He yelps, and without delay, he flips his body around with a grunt 
and swipes his claw. 


Nails connect with flesh and fabric- a ripping and squish sound rings in his ears. Blood splatters 
onto Izuku’s face and All Might screams, jumping back and holding his now wet, crimson chest in 
pain. 


Izuku gets up with shaky legs, feeling pain shoot through his neck and back like a hot knife is 
being dragged across his spine. 


A burning, gagging sensation hits his throat and he coughs up a clot of acid onto the ground. It 
burns and sizzles loudly as he huffs and puffs with growing enragement. 


All Might takes his hands off his chest, wiping a trail of sweat from his brows. Blood smears across 
his face and mixes with the moisture already there. 


Izuku can smell the blood. The metallic, rancid blood. The smell of burnt concrete and skin. Sweat 
and acid. 


The smell of burning hatred. 
Bakugou appears next to Izuku, slowly painting through his nose. “Are you ok...” 
Izuku growls, spitting another clot of acid onto the ground. “I’m not done.” 


All Might hears this, frowning. He tisks before taking off again- only this time with more grit in his 
step. 


Izuku inhales. 
He watches the blur that comes closer and closer. 


He drops the energy in his body almost completely, just leaving his legs and arms. His spine 
screams and he feels his stomach lurch- he swallows thickly. 


All Might winds his arm back and throws a punch. No hesitation, even when Izuku changed his 
form. 


Izuku exhales. 


Sliding to the side, he pivots his feet and grabs All Might’s bicep. He can see the hero’s eyes widen 
as he throws his legs up and swings them up to All Might’s neck. He yells before spinning his body 
and full force throwing himself forward. 


With gravity and acceleration, he and All Might fly to the ground. Before hitting the asphalt, 
keeping his legs tight around All Might’s neck, he places his hands on the ground and front 
handsprings- launching All Might into a nearby building with a crash. 


Windows shatter and concrete cracks. The hero grunts with frustration as he stumbles out of the 
carnage almost immediately after being thrown. The blood on his chest now soaks the entire front 
side of his costume- wet and sticky. 


Bakugou blasts himself over to Izuku. 


“Understand this! Please!” Izuku moves his arms out. This is a pointless fight with no end. “I’m no 
villain, All Might!” He can feel his fingers tremor and his breathing become uneven. “I never 
wanted to hurt anyone. I’m a fucking victim who’s being blamed for everything .” 


“Your actions speak differently!” All Might snaps, wincing and placing a hand on his chest. “If 
you’re no villain, then what am I?” 


“A fucking joke of a hero!” Izuku spits- quite literally spit. He places a hand on his heart. “I 
thought you cared for your citizens! I have been so scared and do you want to know what you 
did?” 


All Might doesn’t answer. 


Izuku grinds his teeth together. “You punched me in the jaw and threw me into a police van. You 
muzzled me and broke my bones. You had people shoot at me,” hee strains, taking a breath. “Even 
though you knew I was a kid, you never even hesitated to crush my windpipe with a fucking 
handrail!” he grabs his neck, feeling the strain in his vocal cords. The hot tears in his eyes. “I told 
you to stop. I begged for you to stop!” 


“T am trying to keep my country safe!” All Might yells back. “If people are afraid, I do everything 
in my power to change that.” 


“T’m fifteen fucking years old, All Might!” Izuku puts his hands on his head and he groans loudly. 
“God, you are so infuriating! Afraid? Afraid? Have you ever thought about if I was afraid? If 
people on the other side of things are afraid?” 


“You’ve made your choices, kid.” 
“Watch it, old man,” Bakugou snarls. 


Izuku growls. “Oh my god, your lack of fucking brain cells is dangerous- I didn’t choose this life! I 
didn’t choose to be feared by every person on the streets!” He’s starting to feel lightheaded from 
the screaming. 


“Then you should have thought of that before you murdered a villain in cold blood. Before you 
become a threat to my students and the public. You dragged your friends and teachers into your 
problems.” All Might takes a step forward, away from the rubble and broken glass. “Sometimes, 
people just need to keep their quirks to themselves and I’m sorry kid, but you’re one of those 
people. Your life would have been simpler. You wouldn’t be dealing with this if you just kept to 
yourself.” 


“Are you serious right now?” Bakugou cuts in. 


“You actually have to be joking right now.” Izuku takes a deep breath. “Oh god, it is taking every 
ounce of power in me to not snap your goddamn neck right now.” 


He’s losing it. He’s losing his mind. 
“Just surrender now, kid. Your life will be easier if you just stop this.” 
Says the man with three long gashes in his fucking chest... 


Izuku clenches his fists, feeling his nails dig into the skin on his palms. He grinds and grinds his 
teeth, listening to the crunch of his molars. 


“You’re a fucking coward,” Bakugou shakes his head, clenching his fists with Izuku. “Does 
nothing matter to you if it’s not inside your sick hero agenda?” 


Izuku exhales. He exhales hard. 


“You know what, I’m done trying.” He shrugs, letting his hands flex into sharp talons. “I’m 
done.” 


All Might narrows his eyes. 


“T will never matter to you, no matter how much I try to explain that I am just a goddamn product 
of society's stubbornness to accept the truth. ” 


Bakugou looks at Izuku, mouth gaped open slightly. He looks down, shutting his mouth. 
Izuku curls his lip upward. “Keep dreaming, All Might. Keep lying to yourself.” 

He bends forward, placing his hands onto the concrete. He allows his body to just go. 
No restriction. No control. 

“You’re the real villain of this story.” 

All Might shows no warning, blasting off into a sprint towards Izuku. 


Bakugou leaps in front of Izuku in response, letting off an explosion before the hero can make 
contact. 


Izuku grunts, grabbing Bakugou with his claw. He throws the blonde out of the way before 
tumbling to the ground. 


All Might doesn’t hesitate to come in again. 
And again. 
And again. 


Izuku dodges, swings, and snaps his jaw, sending barbs flying. Bakugou throws explosions left and 
right, helping Izuku where he can. When he can. 


The field turns into carnage. Blood spraying, acid burning, explosions polluting the air. 
A fist connects with Izuku’s jaw, cracking his neck to the side. 


He roars, flicking his tail to send quills right back at the hero. He can hear a scream as he lands 
with a skid. The concrete and loose gravel scrapes at his skin and tears up his paws. 


Bakugou throws himself towards the hero only to get sent flying. 


Izuku almost struggles to get up, feeling his jaw move in a way it shouldn’t move. He pants, 
spitting a mix of blood and acid onto the ground. 


Ever since this fight started the beast inside his head has howled and screamed. 
He can feel it in his chest and stomach. His brain and heart. 


Through the smoke of the newest explosions, All Might walks through with a slight limp in his left 


leg. His fists are clenched, his eyes are glowing blue and he’s covered in blood and quills. 
Acid burns. 

Anger. 

Izuku growls. 


All Might picks up a nearby fallen street sign, letting its heavier part drag onto the ground- 
squealing and sparking. 


The growling in Izuku’s throat only grows. He grips his nails into the ground. 
Picking up the sign like a baseball bat, All Might pushes off into a sprint. 
Izuku snaps his teeth together before flexing his legs and charging. 


The sign is swung, and at that moment Izuku is prepared to grab it and counter-attack. Slide-out of 
the way and take him from the back. Swipe at his legs- 


“Howitzer Impact!!” 
Izuku gasps as the sigh is suddenly pushed away by an exploding blur. 
Spinning, the sharp edge of the sigh slams into the building next to them with a SHUNK . 


With a feral scream, Bakugou lands in front of Izuku before swinging his fist and landing a punch 
square in All Might’s jaw. 


“DIE!!!” 


And with that, Bakugou lets off the biggest explosion he’s ever seen come out of the blonde’s 
body. 


It blasts through the atmosphere and rings through Izuku’s ears. The ground shakes and everything 
smells of the burnt sugar that is Nitroglycerin. 


All Might flies back, unprepared for the level of severity that just came from Bakugou’s palms. 


Panting, Bakugou stands in front of Izuku with trembling hands. Hoarseness in his vocal cords. 
Twitching veins in his shoulders. 


He turns his head around, showing trails of sweat on his forehead and neck. Dry lips and narrowed 
red eyes. 


“You’re not allowed to have all the fun.” 
Izuku almost chuckles. But... 
He sharply inhales before grabbing Bakugou with his mouth and throwing him out of the way. 


A fist connects with Izuku’s skull and he is sent tumbling back in a mess of limbs and spines. As 
he rolls, he can hear the vertebrae on his back crack and break. 


“NO!” 


He only stops when his back makes contact with a broken piece of rubble. 


“DEKU!!”” 


Looking up, a fast-moving figure plummets towards his sprawled-out body. Turning and rolling 
out of the way, a fist makes contact with the ground. It cracks and breaks like a newly formed 
spiderweb, spraying dust into Izuku’s eyes and ears. 


“N-” he begins to say before the fist retreats from the ground and turns to punch again. 


Everything flashes inside his mind. Everything moves too fast. His heart pounds, his muscles ache, 
his brain thumps and thumps inside his skull. His throat burns and his lungs struggle to hold 
oxygen. 


Everything collides internally. 
Everything... 

Everything caves in. 

His vision turns splotchy, foamy white. 
Izuku opens his jaw. 


And he snaps. 


The cell drips and oozes black. 

The smell of death and decay swarms the hallway like a disease. 

Gurgling. 

Growling. 

Squishing and cracking. 

The beautiful feeling of suffocation and darkness . 

Mortifer strides to the bars of the cell, stroking the metal of the bars with his fingertips. 
“Are you ready to make yourself useful, my dear.” 

The cell groans and a pair of beady red eyes open slowly. 


“Tt’s time.” 


“T know, Shouta.” 
Shouta raises a brow as he stands across from Nezu in his classroom. He puts his papers down. 
“You know what, sir?” 


Nezu exhales, brushing down the wrinkles in his shirt. “I’m not blind to what goes on in my 
country. I know more than you think.” 


“So...” Shouta tries not to visibly fidget. Hearing that wasn’t exactly comfortable. “What are you 
trying to say to me?” 


“Hopefully I’m not wrong...” Nezu says slowly. “But a certain...villain has returned from the 
shadows if I am correct?” 


Shouta’s heart launches into his throat. 

No...he can’t mean the same- 

“Pardon?” Shouta says, trying to keep calm. 

Nezu’s smile turns soft. “Are you familiar with the Latin death bringer?” 
His heart stops this time. No movement. No beat. It stops. 

“Mortifer...” he mutters, looking down and then up. “How do you...” 
Nezu is staring at him. Aware. “I bet you can guess what else I know.” 
Shouta can guess. He can. He hates that he can. 

Midoriya. 

“How long have you known?” 

“Long enough,” Nezu hums. “Again, there is nothing I don’t know here. I’m not stupid.” 


Shouta inhales a shaky breath. “If you really know what you know, why tell me this now? Why keep 
all of this a secret?” 


“Everyone has secrets, Shouta,” Nezu’s smile widens as he shrugs. “Some bigger than others.” 
He watches as the principal moves his arm up to his shirt collar, tugging at it. 


“Sometimes, I just like people to learn them the hard way.” He pulls the collar down, exposing his 
collarbone and neck. 


Shouta’s breath gets stuck in his throat. 
“And sometimes...” 
Faded and grey, a circular scar displays itself on Nezu’s skin. 


“Tt is just what people need to understand the truth.” 
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“Sensei!!”” 

Shouta flinches mid-run, skidding to a stop. 

Panting, he turns his head around. 

“Sensei,” Jirou says, breathing hard with her hands on her knees. So is the rest of the class. 
The class. 

“What is going on ?” 


He doesn’t remember them following him, or why they followed him, nor does he remember really 
anything since he ran out of the building in a blind rage. 


He isn’t focused on that right now. 


Shouta blinks, frazzled. “What are you-” He starts to say. 
A scream bellows through the atmosphere. Deep and raw, it sounds pained. 
It sounds wrong . 


They’ re standing in the road, facing the training grounds All Might and Midoriya are in. Birds fly 
from the nearby trees in distress from the sound. Leaves rustle from the wind. 


“DEKU!!!” 
Shouta doesn’t even think. 


He just runs. 


Izuku’s focus is running dry. 


Breathing through his clamped teeth in and out in and out he feels the beast shove him down and 
down and down. 


His head is pounding and his vision is blurred. Heart skipping beats, limbs shaking, tail puffed and 
agitated. 


Everything is collapsing inside. 

But he doesn’t fight it. 

In and out in and out, he sprays blood and acid through the gaps in his teeth and onto the ground. 
Onto All Might. 


He can taste the foul red that stains his teeth and seeps into his throat. Mixing with the chemicals in 
his acid and spit. 


He can feel a heartbeat. Beating on his tongue and echoing through his ears. He can feel tissues 
and bones snap and strain. Crack and shank into muscle and fat. 


Izuku starts to lose consciousness. 

His consciousness. 

And when that happens... 

All Might lets out a full-throated scream. 

But Izuku doesn’t care. 

He really doesn’t care anymore. 

Because what’s the point in fighting when no matter what he will always lose... 
Like a light switch being flicked, everything goes black. 


And as he falls into the tar, limp and tired, he can feel his jaw bite down harder . 


Katsuki is frozen. 


The only thing moving right now is his beating heart. The pounding in his ribcage. The sweat 
dripping from his brow. 


Nauseousness takes over as he can hear the sound of skin and flesh rip and squish under the 
pressure of fangs. 


The sizzle of blood and muscle from acid. 
He wants to yack right now. 


But it’s not because of the horrific gore displayed for his eyes to see. It's not the blood or the sound 
of All Might’s raw throat screaming. 


It’s the fact that Katsuki watched the exact moment Deku let go completely. No fight. No 
struggle. 


He gave up. 

Everything has finally fully snapped inside him. Not even an ounce of flight seems to be left. 
He was supposed to give the hero his hell. His emotional turmoil and frustration. 

But instead...he fell into the darkness without an inch of fight. 

He let it happen. 

And that is the most horrifying thing Katsuki has ever seen. 


Deku’s eyes are glassed over and everything about his posture to his rabid snarling is one of a 
hungry beast. A pissed-off animal. 


It’s like the wolf inside of him is fighting for his sake now. Fighting because Deku has been hurt 
and can no longer do it himself. 


Katsuki watches as his jaw clamps down tighter. He can hear All Might cry in pain as his wrist 
comes close to being snapped in half. 


It’s hanging on by a thread and he can do nothing but stay frozen and scream in horror. 
In immense, unimaginable pain . 

Katsuki’s hands start to tremble. 

Something is about to go so very very wrong. 


All Might snaps out of his frozen trance, lifting his other hand slowly. It shakes aggressively as he 
moves it up to Deku’s face. 


He grabs the top of Deku’s muzzle, clasping it tightly. Soaked in blood, face full of rage, All Might 
howls in pain as he rips Deku’s face off his hand. 


Blood splatters the nearby rubble and Katsuki can see the color of All Might's face turn sheet 
white. 


Deku stumbles back, shaking his head. His lip twitches, his eyes twitch, his ears twitch. He shakes 
his head again, growling and snarling. 


Blood paints his maw like one of a fed hyena, red and clotted in his fur and whiskers. 
Blood paints All Might’s chest and face. It paints his arm and injured wrist. 

It paints the street and walls. 

Everything. 


All Might holds his arm in pain, brows scrunched and teeth bared. He pants as blood pools to the 
ground from his half-bitten-off hand. Lifting his uninjured hand again, he grabs his ripped sleeve 
and tears it off. He yanks at it, placing one end in his teeth. 


Katsuki watches as All Might ties part of his costume around his wound, struggling with the sweat 
on his brow and the lack of blood in his body. 


He pulls it tight. 
“You have a funny way of showing your innocence, kid,” All Might hisses. 


‘Deku’ bares his teeth, puffing and rattling his tail. His nails dig into the ground and his ears pin 
back. 


There is nothing in his eyes. 
“Fuck,” Katsuki whispers. 
His breath gets stuck in his throat. 


“All Might...” he says, glancing at the hero. “You better think over your life choices right the fuck 
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now. 
Deku snarls. 
“Because if you don’t you’re going to regret it.” 


All Might’s face changes to one of disgust and offense. “If you think I will rethink my opinion on 
the threat that is apparently your friend, you are terribly mistaken, Bakugou.” 


Katsuki feels like he is going to throw up. 


“You fucking idiot,” Katsuki snaps. “He’s going to fucking kill you, and I’m honestly not going to 
stop him.” 


He won’t. 
The damn guy has everything coming for him. 
“T’m done with tricks, kid!” All Might yells. 


“T’m not joking!” Katsuki looks over at Deku and his glaring green eyes. “You have broken him so 
much he has lost all ability to fucking fight. His quirk is in control right now. That is in control 
right now.” He points at Deku aggressively. “It doesn’t have any hesitation on its mind. You’ re 
dead.” He almost laughs. It’s hilarious to think a grown man refuses to listen or change his 


opinions. Quit with the narcissistic behaviors to learn something for once. 
But no. 

He’s going to get his spine ripped from his body before admitting he’s wrong. 
Or he’s going to bleed out. Whichever one fucking comes first. 


“My life simply is not a priority,” All Might practically wheezes. His skin color looks even paler. 
“All that matters is bringing this criminal to justice before he can harm anyone else.” 


Katsuki places a hand on his forehead, bringing it back and through his hair- groaning with 
frustration. He huffs, letting his hand drop before marching over to the space between All Might 
and Deku. 


“Fine. Fucking fine. I tried. Fuck me I guess.” 
His lip is curled, brows folded down, eyes of red narrowed to slits. 


“You’ve made it perfectly clear that you don’t plan on being a decent human being,” he says, 
clenching his fists. He stops and turns to face the hero. “Nor do you even fucking care.” 


He can hear Deku’s growling get louder- closer. He can hear him walking, claws scraping against 
the ground, tail brushing against the rubble. The sound of acid dripping and bones cracking. 


He can hear the sound of Deku’s jaw unhinging- his mouth spreading wider and wider. 
The gurgle in his throat. 

Katsuki’s palms start to heat and pulse. 

“You deserve everything that comes your way...” 


Deku appears next to Katsuki, head low and spines quivering. His mouth hangs open like it's 
broken, displaying a grotesque appearance of neon drool and sharp teeth. He puffs his chest out 
before letting out a horrifying war cry of a howl. A disgusting roar that echoes and thunders 
through the rubble and empty roads. Rumbles in one's ribcage. Puts a shiver down anyone's 
spines. 


Katsuki bares his teeth. He breathes in. 

And out. 

Deku may not be here right now, but that doesn’t mean the hero doesn’t get a break. 
“ Symbol of peace .” 


The beast charges. 


Static buzzes through the empty air. 
The dark sloshing and rippling. 
It buzzes and crackles, echoing through the thinned atmosphere. 


Static. 


Static. 
Inhale. 
Exhale. 


Izuku sits still- holding his hands in his crossed legs. His breathing is slow and his heartbeat is 
mellow. It’s low. It’s tiring. 


His strained eyes stare directly at the bright white static in front of him. The old TV creaks and 
buzzes as the screen continuously shows deterioration. 


He exhales. 


Closing his eyes. 


Toshinori’s breathing feels like a chore. 
His chest hurts. 

His arm. 

His head. 


He can feel the throbbing from his open wounds and wrist in his head. Thumping and thumping 
and thumping in his brain. 


The roar of the beast only makes it scream with pain. 


He hates to admit it, but he won’t win this battle. His time runs short- with the weights on his arms 
on top of the open wounds and bruised organs, he is screwed. 


And it’s embarrassing to think that it was all because of an emotionally unstable high schooler. 


Dodging side to side, he avoids the sharp barbs and snapping jaw barley. Each time getting harder 
and harder. The aggression seething within the boy only grows. 


He didn’t want it to come to this. He hates having to rely on this- it only shows he’s weak. 
But he can’t. Each second that passes he can feel his vision blur and become obscure. 


Each second that passes he can feel his body weaken. He’ll die, and there’s a chance the children 
are next. 


As he rolls out of the way once again he huffs, reaching down and grabbing a tiny device tucked 
inside his shoe. On it, a round red button makes itself obvious. 


“Sorry, Naomasa, you’re not getting Cerberus like how you expected,” he mutters before pressing 
the button. 
“Sir, P ve got the files you requested.” 


“Ah, thank you. Set them here,” Naomasa says, looking over at the door. He makes space on his 
desk for a new pile of papers amongst the twelve already stacking high. 


The officer walks in, placing it down where he was given room. 


“Sorry to ask, sir,” he says, taking a step away from the desk. “But what do you need all these files 
for?” He points at the mess on his desk. The cluttered papers, opened files, messy desktop. 


Naomasa half-smiles, sighing. “I’m still trying to figure out the Cerberus and Hosu situations.” He 
rubs the back of his neck, leaning back. “Something about all of this just feels...really wrong. In an 
odd way, specifically.” 


He hasn’t been able to pinpoint anything since the interviews. It’s been excruciatingly frustrating- 
nothing is making any sense. Not the data, not the verbal information, none of the witness reports, 
none of the lab samples. 


Nothing. 
He sighs again, looking up at the ceiling. “I’ve hit too many roadblocks.” 
“Do you need any help?” The officer asks kindly. 


Naomasa straightens himself in his chair with a smile. “I appreciate it, but you’ ve been doing 
plenty.” 


The officer nods. “Alright, sir-” 
Something beeps loudly. Like a tiny alarm blaring, it vibrates and wails from inside his drawer. 
A brow is raised on the officer's face. 


“Sorry,” Naomasa apologies before sliding his top drawer open. He digs around the mess of pens 
and papers, grabbing a small pager that’s flashing red. 


As soon as he looks down at the name that’s flashing on his device, his face sinks. 

“Sir?” 

Naomasa drops the pager, shooting up from his chair. 

“We gotta go.” He grabs his coat from behind his chair, almost knocking it over in the process. 


“cs Now. ” 


Katsuki dogges out of the way, avoiding the crossfire as best as he can. Smoke covers the streets, 
rubble flies. It frustrates him that he can’t involve himself, considering his urge to join the battle by 
Deku’s side. Show the hero the hell he deserves 10 fold. 


But getting in the way of Deku when he’s like this... 
He’ ll be killed. 

The best he can do is just watch and make sure he is ok. 
Well... 

Alive is a better word. 


Flying into the air, Katsuki grabs a nearby street lamp and swings upward. Planting his feet on the 


top, he grips onto it and watches as All Might hobbles weakly. He looks rough. 
Really rough. 


The blood and pale face create a disturbing feeling within. It’s wrong to his eyes, despite how 
satisfying it feels. 


It has to do with the fact that someone so powerful is being destroyed so quickly by what he’s 
hunted for so long. 


His actions finally bit him in the ass. 
Literally. 


Deku howls before whipping his tail. It makes contact with All Might’s torso before he can move 
out of the way, sending him soaring across the street and into a nearby building. There is a nasty 
crunch of glass and concrete- possibly bones- playing in the air. 


Deku cracks his neck to the side in a possessed manner, choking and growling. His mouth hangs 
open from his eyeballs, looking broken and disturbing. His tongue hangs out as acid drips and 
drips. 


His eyes blink. 

His ears twitch. 

Katsuki holds his breath, staying frozen. 

He can hear a loud grunt, followed by a metal clang and screech. 


Suddenly, something metal projectiles towards Deku so fast he isn’t able to turn. Slamming him 
across the face, his head cracks to the side and he’s sent tumbling. It sounded hollow. 


Katsuki narrows his eyes, looking down at the sprawled out wolf on the concrete. 
He feels something push a button in his brain that shouldn’t have been pushed. 
Rolling on the ground next to Deku’s bruised face... 

Is a goddamn fucking trashcan. 

Deku winces, looking to the side at the can roll away from him. 


As soon as all four of his eyes focus on the object, Katsuki can see his face scrunch into the most 
disgusting fit of rage he’s seen all day. 


Something cracked internally. 


Katsuki’s stomach flips upside down as Deku stands up and the acid that usually trickles and drips 
starts dumping out of his mouth like vomit. 


It pools from his eyes like something out of bloody mary. 


He inhales and exhales so aggressively holes start to burn through the gaps in his ribcage and expel 
more and more acid. 


All Might makes himself visible from the rubble and smoke, holding his arm in pain. 
Deku’s lips start to twitch, and something wrong happens. 
Very very wrong. 


‘“Humanum quis sustulit Verionis palliolum sive res illius,” a chilling mutter escapes Deku’s 
mouth, paling Katsuki’s face almost immediately. That has never happened. Ever. 


It’s never spoken on its own. 
And it’s... 
It’s speaking Latin. 


“ Qui illius minus fecit, ut illius mentes, memorias deiectas sive mulierem sive eas...’’ He 
growls through each word he speaks. Slurring his words through the liquid in his teeth. It sounds 
evil. Whispering and swirling like a curse in the wind. He stands tall, exposing his teeth. *“*Cuius 
Verionis res minus fecit, ut illius manus...” 


All Might looks at Deku with a combination of horror and loss. His face is plastered in sweat and 
blood, grit teeth, and confused brows. 


Deku’s nails grow and scrape against the ground as he starts to walk to the side with his head down 
low. Like a lion stalking its prey. The acid flows and splatters as he breathes out of his mouth, 
sizzling and burning the ground and rubble. 


“Caput, pedes vermes, cancer, vermitudo interet...’’ He reaches to the side. 
‘“Membra medullas illius interet .”’ 


He snarls, grabbing the trash can with his piercing claws. Throwing it up into the air, he twists his 
body and nails his tail against the object with a clang. 


Flying as fast as All Might’s throw, it slams directly into the hero’s chest, sending him back into 
the crumbling wall. 


Deku’s body hunches forward before he bellows a ghastly roar louder than any sound he’s ever 
made before. 


It’s unrecognizable. 

Katsuki releases the breath he was holding, feeling his body stay frozen. 

He can practically feel his heart thump in his chest. In his legs. 

In his hands. 

He can feel a nauseating churn in his gut as he realizes something sickening. 


The anger has taken over like a swelling storm. And Kastuki has finally realized that this was a 
horrible horrible mistake. 


Deku...the Deku that he’s able to recognize and understand... 


Isn’t even close to being there. 


And he might not be coming back. 


“Oh fuck. ” 


As soon as the sight of rubble and decaying buildings comes into sight, Shouta sprints as fast as he 
can. He can hear the footsteps behind him speed up and attempt to catch up. He can hear their 
struggle but he just doesn’t care. 


There’s a sound of snarling and grunting. Nails scratching and acid burning. It sounds demented. 
Possessed. 


Smoke and the smell of rotting skin, an eerie feeling is shoved down Shouta’s throat. It feels like a 
war zone. 


Something metal and hollow clanks loudly followed by a stomach-churning screech. It sounds raw 
and angry . 


It sounds...wrong. 

So fucking wrong. 

Something screams. 

“DUCK!!!” 

Without any other warning, Shouta is tackled to the ground 

“Holy shit!” one of the students yells before dropping to the ground. 


All Might’s tattered body soars over their heads in an attempt to escape dozens of large barbs 
shooting in his direction. Blood from his wounds splatters, hitting Shouta’s face and the ground 
next to him. 


There’s a loud skid followed by a scream in pain. 
Shouta groans, looking to see what tackled him to the hard cement. 


Bakugou is sitting on top of him with so much panic on his face it’s disturbing to look at. His face 
is practically white and his arms are shaking. Shouta can feel the kid’s heart pounding. 


“Bakugou, hey,” Shouta says, reaching for the blonde's arm. “Talk to me, kid.” 
Bakugou swats his arm away before scrambling to his feet. 


“He’s gone,” Bakugou mutters, looking behind him and around him. Panicked and nervous. 
“He’s...I should have stopped him...” 


“Kid what are you-” 


“MORI!” A disgusting howl rips through Shouta’s ears. Everyone flinches, covering their ears in 
pain from the sheer loudness. 


Looking over, Shouta’s heart stops. 


The feeling of death and decay radiates from the wolf’s body in front of him. He can smell the rot 


and anger. The acid bubbling and burning through skin. 


Four eyes stare at him and the class, icy and deadly. Fangs expose themselves from a bloodstained 
maw. 


Feral panting and twitching. 
“He’s gone,” Bakugou repeats, only quieter. “He’s gone.” 


All Might yells from behind them. He spits a clot of blood onto the ground before pushing off into 
a sluggish sprint. 


Midoriya snaps his teeth and pins his ears back before lunging towards the hero. 


They meet in the middle, clashing in a mess of green and red. Growling and snarling. Screaming 
and grunting. 


Shouta looks back at the class. All he can see is their wide eyes and terror, the trembling limbs and 
frozen fear. 


He swallows. 


Todoroki and Kirishima look like they are going to vomit while Iida stands still with a look that is 
unreadable. 


Bakugou is Josing it. He looks like he’s about to have a panic attack. 


“T shouldn’t have encouraged this... I shouldn’t...” he grabs at his chest, breathing in and out 
roughly. 


Shouta stands. “Kid, hey hey.” He reaches out for Bakugou’s shoulder. “ Breathe .” 


“Sensei something isn’t right...” Yaoyorozu says, sounding sickened. “All Might isn’t looking 
good and Midortya isn’t stopping.” 


“That’s because he’s fucking gone!” Bakugou snaps. “He’s not in fucking control! And not like 
before. Not fucking like before.” 


“Bakugou,” Shouta says, grabbing Bakugou’s shoulder. 


“That fucking prick wouldn’t budge and he gave up! We should have fucking known better, the 
damn wolf took control and he’s gone!!” 


“Bakugou!” Shouta yells, grabbing Bakugou’s other shoulder to make him face him. “ Breathe 
damn it.” 


Bakugou stares at him wide-eyed, panting. 
It stays like that for a moment. 


“He’s fucking gone, sensei,” he mutters, looking back at the gruesome fight behind them. “And we 
did nothing but let it happen.” 


“Kid-” 


“Nothing!” 


They’re suddenly interrupted by a loud grunt and a snap. 


Whipping his head around, Shouta watches as Midoriya stands over All Might on the ground. Hair 
on end and chest moving fast with each breath, the only thing keeping the kid from biting the hero 
in half is the long metal pole shoved between his jaws. Biting and snarling, Midoriya’s fang digs 
into the metal with a screech. All Might’s arms are shaking and blood from his wound sprays. He 
screams. 


“Oh my god, he’s going to kill him...” Kaminari mutters with horror in his voice. “He’s going to 
kill him.” 


“We need to stop him!” 
The class vocalizes with panic. 
“He’s a monster! A fucking monster!” Mineta screams. 


Shouta’s head is pounding. He doesn’t know what to do as he watches Midoriya’s jaw bite harder 
and harder on the metal pole. It’s close to snapping from the sound of sizzling and creaking and 
visible bend. 


It won’t last much longer. 
“Everyone shut up!” lida yells above all the panicked chatter. 
Through the distraction of the class yelling, Shouta feels Bakugou slip from his grasp. 


Snapping his head to the side, he watches as the blonde runs straight to the scene with absolutely 
no second thought in his mind. 


Shouta’s entire chest sinks to the floor. 


“BAKUGOU!!” 


Katsuki doesn’t remember moving his feet. 

He doesn’t remember running towards All Might and Deku either. 

At the moment, all he could think of was getting Deku out of there. Doing something. 
And his legs did the rest. 


All he can hear and see is the ringing in his ears and the sight of blood and acid. Cracking bones 
and angry eyes. 


Nothing in his mind could prepare him for this. 


“Bakugou! Get- ACK- get out of here!’ All Might struggles, arms shaking, and sweat pooling. “I 
don’t need your help!” 


“Shut the fuck up! I’m not helping your ass!” 


Skidding to a stop, Katsuki steps halfway over All Might’s chest and looks directly into the four 
eyes of acid and fury. 


Deku’s lips curl up and he exposes his teeth more and more. The growling grows and his ears 
move all the way back. 


“Deku, hey hey,” Katsuki says, grabbing each side of his face. Deku only growls louder. 


“Fuck, hey, it’s ok. It’s ok.” He grips the side of Deku’s face a little harder as he attempts to thrash 
at the pole. 


“Don’t you fucking dare.” 

Deku hisses through his teeth. 

“T’m so fucking sorry. Deku, I'm sorry. I know.” 

Deku thrashes, attempting to get out of Katsuki’s grasp. 
Katsuki only grips harder. 


“You’re tired, you’re so fucking tired I know .” He sucks in a breath. “But you can’t fucking give 
up on us right now.” 


Deku growls again, only this time it's more of a gurgle and gross wheeze. 
“Kid-” All Might struggles. 
“Piss off! Katsuki spits. 


Katsuki feels his chest ache as Deku’s glossed-over eyes narrow and the growling only gets louder 
and louder . “Don’t let this dickhead be the reason you never come back. Don’t let this be the 
reason you stop trying.” He feels the panic rise in his body. 


Deku’s tail rattles from behind. 


“T’m not letting you go...” Katsuki bites the inside of his cheek. “I’m not letting you do this to 
yourself.” His voice warps as the pole starts to crack and creak. “You can’t keep isolating yourself, 
you fucking idiot-” 


“Bakugou, leave.” 

Katsuki tisks with irritation, keeping his eyes forward and focused. “I’m not leaving. I never will.” 
Deku’s jaw clamps tighter and tighter as the growling audibly grows louder. 

There’s a metal snap. 

“BAKUGOU!” 


The pole breaks in half, clanging to the ground. Mouth wide open, Deku moves to bite Katsuki 
right in the face. End it there. 


End it all. 


Katsuki closes his eyes and waits for it to happen. He waits for the pain to envelop his skin and 
muscle. His bones and poison his blood. 


But it never comes. 


There’s a grunt. 


Opening his eyes, Katsuki watches as Deku’s once open jaw is taped shut with a cloth. Tied tight 
like a trap, it squeezes his snout shut and holds him in place. 


On each side of Deku, four eyes and Sensei are holding the cloth for dear life, keeping it tight and 
secure. It's like a frustrating game of tug of war where the goal is to keep the middle from moving. 


Running over to them, Icyhot and shitty hair make their way to each side of Katsuki. There is panic 
and fear in their eyes, and not like the kind the rest of the class visibly holds. 


It’s worry. 


“Keep talking to him, Bakugou,” Sensei grunts as he struggles, holding the cloth tight. ““Todoroki 
and Kirishima, h-help him...” 


Deku throws his head around, grumbling and sneering beneath the tightness of the cloth. 


Icyhot reaches out first, touching the side of Deku’s face. His eyes are sad and his breath is steady. 
Controlled. 


“Midoriya...don’t let it consume you.” 
Deku side-eyes him, narrowing his eyes with venomous intent. 


“Don’t give in to the ice in your chest. The exhaustion.” His lip wobbles slightly. “You’re better 
than me.” 


Deku shakes his head side to side and up and down. He tries to pull back but Sensei and four eyes 
pull harder. 


Katsuki notices something odd as Deku struggles. 

He can easily escape. 

He’s ten times their size and stronger- strong from the fuel of rage and animalistic hunger. 
But he’s not. He’s not. 

And it’s making Katsuki nervous. 

Shitty hair goes next, placing his hand on the other side of Deku's face. 


“You’re one of the manliest guys I know, Midoriya...please don’t lose that strength.” His eyes are 
watering and his voice is broken. “Not when I’ve just gotten the chance to be your friend.” 


“Fight it, Midoriya!” Four eyes yells through grit teeth as he grips harder. “I’m not leaving you! 
You never left me in that alley no matter how much-h p-pain you we-were in!” 


Katsuki places his hand on Deku’s forehead. He can feel Deku’s face scrunch beneath his touch, 
and he can feel the rumbling growl through his bones. 


“You’re stronger than I could ever be...Izuku.” 


Deku’s face immediately relaxes. Like he wasn’t expecting that. 


Like the beast wasn’t expecting that. 


“Dai is still out there kid!!” Sensei yells, keeping his grip tight. “If their messages don’t hit you, do 
it for her!” His face is full of sadness and pain. “Keep trying for her!!” 


Something in Deku’s eyes changes. 

It’s like they just became three shades brighter. 

“All of you, leave!” All Might yells from beneath them. 

“Shut it!” Katsuki yells, looking back at the hero. 

He turns his head back around to face Deku. He inhales, holding his breath in his lungs. 


He exhales. “That hag can’t come back if you’re not here. Neither can we get rid of that devil that 
started all of this.” 


Deku stops struggling. 

It’s silent for a moment. Uncomfortably silent. Like a being that was just exorcised, he sits still. 
Deku closes his eyes, exhaling a long long breath. 

He chuckles, opening his eyes. 

They glow white. 

Pure... 

White. 

‘** Ferae pericula quae vident fugiunt.”’ 

A blinding light flashes from his eyes. 


And everything goes dark. 


Nezu releases a deep sigh, pressing the button on the keypad to shut off the screens. 
The door behind him slides open. 

He sits up straight, placing his hands behind his back. 

“You came quick, Naomasa,” he says, turning his head around. 


“Where is he?” Out of breath and face flushed red, Detective Tsukauchi stands at the doorway with 
panicked eyes. 


“T’m afraid you’ ll have to be more specific,” Nezu says, smiling. 
“Cut the bull shit, rat!”” Tsukauchi screams. “Toshi, where is Toshi!?” 
Nezu raises a brow. 


Tsukauchi digs through his pocket and pulls out a small device. “He sent me a distress call which 


hasn’t happened in ten years and his location put me at the school. Where the fuck is he?” 


Nezu stares at him briefly before letting out a cheeky hum. “Ah, why didn’t you say so?” Reaching 
up, he taps his paw back on the keypad. 


The screens light up at once. 

Tsukauchi’s face drops. 

Nezu smiles. “Ground F.” 

Tsukauchi prepares to make a break for it when Nezu stops him. 

“Oh, before you leave, detective...” 

The detective whips his head around with aggression, showing off a fearful look in his eyes. 
“Whatever happens next, just know you have a choice.” 

He moves to hold his paws in front of him. Patient and still. 

“You always get the choice.” 


Tsukauchi stares at him for a second, soaking in his ocean of words. His mouth is open slightly. He 
snaps out of it with a blink, shaking his head before turning around and running out the door. 


Nezu exhales, turning to look at the screens. 
“Well...this is quite the audience...” 
He can hear the wail of police cars from outside. The screech of tires. 


“Isn't it?” 


Katsuki gasps violently, shooting up from where he had laid. 


Blinking with confusion, he feels around and searches the new atmosphere- not recognizing the 
touch and smell, the sight and sensation. 


His fingers touch slimy wet. Sloshing and sticking. The floor is obscure and the air is thick. 
Everything... 

Everything’s black. 

Just a second ago he saw white. Bright bright white. 

It puts a horrible grinding feeling inside his gut. 

Something moves and groans next to him. 

Feeling a cold shiver down his spine, he turns around. 


Icy hot, shitty hair, fucking four eyes and sensei are sprawled in the gross black goo beneith them. 
The confusion on their faces matches his as they search the place they are trapped in. 


Deku isn’t here. 

The class isn’t here. 
All Might isn’t here. 
It’s quiet. 

Really fucking quiet. 


Shitty hair rubs the side of his head in pain, wincing. “Where are we?” he mutters. His voice 
echoes through the pit, bouncing as a whisper all around them in disconcertion. 


A low growl echoes back. 


Sensei immediately places a finger to his lips. Katsuki can see the sweat on his brow as his 
paranoid eyes dart around. The growl only gets louder as it flows around them like a lonely ghost 
in the sewers. 


Whispering and touching the nerves of their heart and skin. 

There is a wet stepping sound. Squishing and sloshing. 

Dripping and rippling. 

Katsuki swallows thickly, feeling the lump in his throat stay put. 

Four bright green eyes appear as the sloshing sound comes closer and closer to their ears. 
“Oh...” A rumble and growl. “Oh how amusing this truly is.”’ 

The eyes disappear. 

“Is it care ?” The voice appears from behind. Closer. 

Whispers and dripping. 

“Pitty?” Now from the other side. Circling and circling. 

“1’m curious about your yearn.” 

Katsuki stays still as he smells and hears the burning sensation of tar in front of his sinuses. 
‘Tell me...” 

The echoing comes from above this time, fluttering all around them in a disturbing way. 
The floor beneath them ripples. 

It bubbles. 

Pointed maw and sharp teeth emerge from the pool- like a demon escaping the pits of hell. 


‘*Why try when the boy has clearly given up?”’ It gurgles as its head tilts to the side. It claws its 
way out of the liquid, cracking its head to the side and hissing. 


Katsuki scoots back as its clawing nears his legs and feet. 


“You’re wasting your time if you think you can just spew emotional bullcrap and expect him 
to run back .” It spits tar from its teeth, choking and gurgling. There is a faint chuckle in its tone. 
“In the end, your words mean nothing.” 


Katsuki’s eye twitches. 

“Bullshit,” he mutters. 

Lurching out of the black slime, its face comes inches from Katsuki’s own. It hisses. 
“Enlighten me.” 

Katsuki moves his face to the side, avoiding the stench of rot and charred skin. 
‘What do you know that I don’t? I feel what he feels.” 


Katsuki bites the inside of his cheek, turning to face the beast. His nose almost touches the wet 
pointed one in front of him. 


He inhales and exhales, narrowing his eyes. 

“What happened to the Latin? You done with the facade?” 

The wolf scrunches its snout, baring teeth. 

“Insolens fatuus ,”’ It hisses, practically spitting a mix of drool and acid onto Katsuki’s face. 
Katsuki almost flinches from the tone, but he refrains. He refrains . 


“What is your goal, parasite?” Sensei sternly asks from behind. “Why are you doing this to him? 
Why are you pushing him out?” 


The beast's eyes move to the side, glancing at Aizawa-sensei. It clicks its tongue, amused. 


“Oh how you wound me.” It tilts its head. ‘I’m not killing the kid, if that’s what you assume. 
Nor am I trying to replace him.” 


“You’ve created a life of hell for him,” Katsuki jumps in. The wolf looks back at Katsuki. “ You 
are the reason he’s unable to live a normal life. You’ re torturing him.” 


It’s disturbing speaking so clearly to an animal so large. 

Or really... 

Something that isn’t Deku. It doesn’t help that they don’t know where they are. 
Or how they got here. 


“Blame me, if you must.” It turns its head around with a snarl. It starts to walk with its head low. 
Stalking in a circle. “Blame me, my existence, my appearance.” 


“TI may be a parasite. A germ to this vessel...” It pins its ears back, keeping the same slow pace 
as it circles. ‘But this boy and I never asked for a symbiotic bond. We never asked to endure 


each other's pain and anger.” 
Icyhot and shitty hair nervously watch the wolf come behind them. 


“A physically disgusting sight, I may be. A roach . But I’m no monster,” It hisses. “I live by 
the emotions deep within his soul. I bite with his pain. I scream with his cries. I share his 
frustrations. He’s tortured by his own thoughts, and I’m simply projecting them. The 
ugliness of his pain creates ugliness in me. Vulnerability- I take over.” 


Katsuki watches closely as it comes back near him. It’s eyes stay unblinking. Its body changes. It 
shrinks and contorts to favor a human’s skeleton. A human's muscles and blood. Four eyes 
becoming one. 


‘We live in a nightmare, here. We both feel the torture of the pits. The hallucinations. The 
pain. The far .” 


A terrifying version of Deku walks in front of Katsuki. Arms behind its back, eyes of green, fangs 
sharper than needles, and a pale white face. Dead and sick. 


“The tar?’ Katsuki mutters. 


“Tar,” it pushes with more aggression. It stops. Bending down, it grabs a handful of the sticky 
solution below them. ‘‘Hot and uncomfortable, the more you struggle and refuse to learn and 
adapt, the quicker you die.” It lets the liquid slip from its grasp, dripping into the ground. 


‘“* He’s refusing to learn.” 
Everyone sits in silence as the being stands up. Its face is still. 


“This boy is drowning. He’s drowning and his own lack of self-preservation is dragging him 
deeper and deeper in the sickening suffocation of black. ”’ Tar starts to climb up the legs of the 
being. Sticking to it like slippery snakes. 


Katsuki feels his chest ache. 


It sighs. “Ignorance and trauma is the womb of monsters.” The tar climbs higher. ‘His 
suffering is blinding. And...soon enough he may be the monster he so fears.” 


“The demons of Satan gave into their fears eventually, their sins. No one is fireproof.” The tar 
climbs higher and higher . “It’s no wonder they can’t leave.” 


“We won’t let that happen,” icy hot stresses. “We can’t.” 

It tilts its head. 

Katsuki inhales a shaky breath. “You’ll be wrong.” He narrows his eyes. “You are wrong.” 
His lip curls up. “That piece of shit isn’t giving up as long as we’re here. ” 
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The tar wraps around the “Deku’s” torso, clinging to its waist and legs. It chuckles. ‘‘Now... 
wouldn’t that be a sight to see.” 


Like the snap of a finger, arms of black goo strap around Katsuki and everyone else. Gripping 
tightly, it pulls them down and down into the liquid. Katsuki gasps, head barely above black. 


“Do me a favor, if you will...” 


Before he sinks completely, he watches the being in front of him shift back to fur and claws. Acid 
eyes and long snout. 


“He may not listen but...don’t give up on him, ‘cause that stubborn piece of shit is all I 
have,” It says with sincerity in its tone. 


Katsuki chokes on the liquid, straining his neck to breathe and breathe. Cough and breathe. 
There is a long, disturbing gurgling chuckle. ‘‘Oh...and one more thing.” 
‘“‘Anguis, qui in Eden latet, occidito .” 


And with that, they’re yanked under. 


“What the fuck just happened ,” Kaminari yells, placing both hands behind his head. 
Ochako stares down at the ground with a blank expression on her face. Blank and still. 

All Might slides out from under Bakugou, Aizawa-sensei, lida, Kirishima, Todoroki and... 
And Midoriya. 

He grunts in pain as gravel scrapes against his open wounds and breaks through his suit. 


It was too fast for anyone to register. One second they all ran in to stop All Might and Midoriya, 
the next they collapsed. 


All at the same time. 
“Everyone stay back,” All Might strains, grabbing his injured arm with a wince. “Stay back.” 


“All Might you’re injured,” Yaoyorozu steps forward. Her eyes glance to Midoriya and the others 
on the ground. “I-[ can make you bandages to help with the bleeding.” 


Sero shakes his head. “Fuck the bandages, we need to call an ambulance .” 


It’s true to say bandages won’t do much. There’s too much blood. Too much everywhere. The 
smell is so strong it's nauseating. 


“None of that,” All Might says strictly. “All I need is for you all to leave right now.” 
A few people step back while most stay put. Ochako is one of the ones that stayed- unmoving. 


Ochako looks down again. Her eyes scan the mangled wolf on the ground. The cracked bones, the 
scars...the pained expression. 


It’s like what the principal said... 
He doesn’t look like he wanted this. 
“What are you going to do to him, sir?” Ochako mutters, looking at her teacher. 


Some of the class looks at her. 


“Why does it matter?” Sato says this time. “It shouldn’t matter.” 

“ Woah,” Mina almost yells. 

“Well...” Ochako bites at her lip. 

“Are you serious?? Look at this,” Mineta points at the mess in front of them. “Look at all of this.” 
Ochako’s chest aches. 


“Did you listen to anything the principal said, you fucking prick?” Mina jumps in- hostility, 
staining her teeth. “If I was in his shoes I’d be pissed off too. I’d be scared.” 


“He tried to kill All Might!” Kaminari this time. 


“How can you be so sure of that?” Jirou steps in. “Midoriya didn’t want to be pinned against him 
today. He obviously didn’t want to be harassed or patronized. We saw the footage of him 
screaming in pain while he was muzzled- it was horrifying.” 


Kaminari shuts his mouth. 
“No wonder he’s a fucking mess, he probbably lives every day scared out of his damn mind.” 
“You’re pitying him,” Hakagure says quietly. “He’s a criminal...” 


“And if he really did do all of this on purpose. Kill that sludge villain and scare the daylights out of 
civilians daily. Why would Aizawa-sensei be on his side?” Yaoyorozu says. “The principal?” 


“She’s right, guys,” Ojiro agrees, quietly. 

“God my head fucking hurts,” Sero says, rubbing his temple. 

Ochako looks around and back at Midoriya. Back at All Might. Her head hurts too. 
“Also...” Tsuyu breaks her silence. 

“Didn’t he save some of you guys at USJ?” She says quietly. “He never hurt any of us.” 
“But-” 

Midoriya’s body twitches. 

Everyone goes silent. 

“Go!” All Might screams. 

No one moves. 

Midoriya’s body creaks- it shifts. It moves . 


Cracking his neck to the side with a pop, he opens his jaw and lets mounds of saliva drip onto the 
ground. 


“Mmmm...” He groans, standing tall once again. Towering over the hero. He moves, keeping his 
paws away from the bodies on the ground. 


Avoiding them with care. 


He leans his head forward, practically touching All Might’s bruised chest. He licks his teeth with a 
long, slimy tongue. His eyes are practically empty. 


Gone. 

A chill goes down Ochako’s spine. 
“Where were we ?” 

That’s not Midoriya. 


“ All Might.” 


To feel free... 

To feel empty. 

Izuku fades into a loopy trance- losing visibility and consciousness. 

His head throbs and his spine aches. 

And all he can hear is a loud, obnoxious screeching of static in his eardrums. 
He just... 

He just wants to rest. 

To no longer ache or cry the tears of pain. To bleed from his heart and open wounds. 
His eyelids start to weigh down. His breath begins to slow. 

He feels so cold. 
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“Listen,” a whisper. 

Izuku’s head feels heavy and his eyes start to close. 

“Listen..” 


He shuts his eyes. 


The darkness is starting to give Shoto a headache. 

So is the disorientation of where they stand. 

Where they move. If they even do. 

Groaning, he sits up from where he and everyone landed. 


After the wolf sent them away, they fell for what felt like minutes, landing in a similar endless pool 
of wet, sloshing tar . 


It’s almost stickier here- colder. 


The air is thin and there is an odd sound of buzzing. Old, staticky buzzing... 

His chest hurts and his stomach feels wrong. Everything feels wrong. 

Looking to the side, he checks to make sure everyone is alright- alive at least. 

All he can see is the deep black. Everyone’s confused faces. 

This is a new kind of hell. 

“That demented piece of shit...” Bakugou curses, looking up from where they fell. 
“Sensei...” Iida says quietly, looking around with concern. “What do we do?” 


Aizawa-sensei looks around cautiously. “Stay close,” he says, standing up slowly. “We don’t know 
what to expect.” 


Shoto nods slowly, standing with everyone else. 


They walk through the black- stepping with caution, feeling the slippery solution even through 
their shoes. They listen to the dripping, the squishing, and the sloshing. 


And the static grows near. 
It’s disturbing if not heartbreaking...Shoto doesn’t know what he’s supposed to do. 


He hates that Midoriya feels this- experiences this. He hates that he’s hurting. His heart throbs with 
a yearning to help. To help him feel ok. 


But...his heart also throbs with the uncomfortable thought that it's just too late. 


“Wait...” Kirishima says, slowing down his steps. He squints his eyes. “Is..is that a light over 
there?” He points to something far away, hand shaking. 


Shoto squints with him. It’s hard to register considering how bleak it is here but... 
“Yeah...that’s a light,” Shoto says. 


Everyone looks at each other. Eyes of uncertainty and nervousness- they bite the insides of their 
cheeks raw. Chewing and biting. 


Shoto takes a breath, inhaling the uncomfortable stench of wet. 

He makes the first step towards the light. 

Static. The closer they get the worse it sounds- crackling, breaking, squealing. Loud. 
It's so loud. 


Like being trapped in a small closet with music blaring, it’s all they can hear. It puts a wrong 
feeling in Shoto’s spinal cord. Like he needs to itch it. 


The light grows closer and closer- and so does a figure. 
A slow breathing figure. 


The static that only appeared as sound now sits on a tv screen in front of their eyes. A tv that looks 


hundreds of years old- breaking and nearly sparking. The antenna is twisted and bent into angles 
that barely keep it in place. 


And sitting in front of it... 
“Midoriya,” Aizawa-sensei calls quietly, speeding up. 


Midoriya doesn’t turn around. He’s sitting with his legs crossed and his back straight. His 
breathing is slow and weak. 


And tar is climbing up and onto him like snakes from the brush. 
Shoto wants to yack right now. 
Aizawa-sensei kneels down, placing a hand on Midotya’s shoulder. He flinches his hand back. 


“Jesus Christ he’s ice-cold,” their teacher says with much more concern in his tone than before. He 
reaches for his scarf, pulling it off his neck. “Kid, hey, talk to us.” He wraps it around his neck and 
shoulders as best as he can. 


Midoriya continues to stare forward. Blinking slowly with his shallow breath. 
“Kid, you gotta help us out here.” 

Nothing. 

All they hear is static. 

And all they see is Midoriya’s exhausted face illuminated by the breaking screen. 
Bakugou takes a step forward, face practically green. 

“Deku, fucking talk to us.” 

Nothing. 

“Midoriya...” Kirishima this time. 

Nothing. 

It’s horrifying- his still face and still body. The tar slowly consuming him... 


Shoto kneels down. “Midoriya, please.” He grabs his shoulder, almost flinching like Aizawa- 
sensei. 


He’s ice fucking cold. Even with Shoto’s colder side touching him, it felt wrongfully cold, like his 
body had completely shut down. 


“Please don’t do this,” Shoto mutters. 
The tar slithers up Midoriya’s back and shoulders, touching Shoto’s hand. 


Not knowing what else to do, Shoto grabs the strands of black that stick to Midoriya and he rips 
them off. He pulls and pulls, releasing Midoriya the best he can before grabbing him and hugging 
him from behind tightly. He wraps his arms around him, adjusting so he sits flat on the ground with 
Midoriya practically in his lap. 


He rubs his shoulders, his arms. He increases his body temperature the best he can to warm him. 
Keep him from freezing over. 


He can feel the slow beat of his heart. The quiet breathing. 
He can feel the tar try to sneak its way back up. 
Bakugou and Sensei kneel down, faces numb. 


“Please,” Shoto whispers, placing his forehead on Midoriya’s shoulder. “Please...you were my 
first friend . You were...” 


He can feel his throat tighten. 
“T can’t lose you. I-I can’t- what if I...” He feels tears well into his eyes. 
He swallows the lump in his throat. 


He’s terrified. Terrified that if he loses his first friend, the first person to ever care about him since 
his mom...his siblings... 


He’ll return to the way he was. 
“Please.<.” 


He squeezes Midoriya tighter. He can feel his thick, curly hair tickle his skin faintly. He can feel 
Sensei’s scarf brush against his arms. His heart is breaking. 


“Todoroki...” Kirishima says. 


Shoto brings his head up, eyes meeting everyone's. Bakugou is standing still, clearly in shock. He 
looks horrified. Like he doesn’t know what the hell he’s supposed to do right now. 


Yell at him? 
Cry? 
Beg? 


Shoto isn’t much better in this situation. All he could think to do was grab him and not let go. 
Squeeze tightly and hope to god he doesn’t slip from his fingers. Losing a friend like him is a 
nightmare waiting to come true. 


“Please...” 
White noise consumes them for what feels like minutes. Awful staticky silence. 
And quiet shallow breathing. 


Aizawa-sensei reaches out, touching one of Midoriya’s shoulders. It’s slow and it’s careful. He 
takes a quiet breath. 


“Kid...” His face is full of pain. “I don’t know if you can hear us but...If you want to go...we 
won’t stop you.” 


Bakugou opens his mouth. 


“You’re suffering, I know,” he continues, cutting off whatever Bakugou was going to say. “I 
know.” 


He takes another breath. “I understand your want to just rest. You’re burnt out on both ends of the 
stick.” He squeezes Midoriya’s shoulder a little tighter. “You’re exhausted, angry, and emotionally 
fucked.” 


Shoto watches his teacher swallow thickly, looking to the side for a brief second. He clears his 
throat, taking another breath. 


“If you choose to go, we...we won’t stop you. We won’t.” His vocal cords are strained. “But...” 
The static crackles. 

“But if you go...please just...” 

It crackles louder. Cracking and breaking. 

Shoto can feel the tar continue to wrap and coil itself around Midoriya. 


“Know that you were and are the most incredible kid I have ever met.” He looks to the side again, 
blinking a tear. “I have never met someone so stubborn and hard-working...I have never learned so 
much from any other kid in my entire life on this damn planet.” 


He smiles slightly, tilting his head. Another tear falls. 

“You’re like a son to me. And I will always, always care about you. Even when you’re not here.” 
Tears fall. 

“T love you so much, kid.” 

He looks back. 

“We love you so fucking much.” 

Bakugou swallows, looking down. Shoto watches a tear fall to the ground from his eyes. 
Kirishima and Iida kneel to the ground, faces full of sorrow. 


And Shoto squeezes Midoriya tight, putting his forehead back onto his shoulder. He feels colder 
than before. 


The static on the tv cracks loudly. Like the tv is finally breaking. Dying. 

Shoto wants to yell and scream more...tell him to stay. Beg for him to not give up. 
But it’s selfish. 

The tv sparks. 

It cracks. 

It creaks. 


And like the plug was yanked out of the wall. 


It goes black. 

It is horribly quiet now. Like they got sucked into space- nothing. Absolutely nothing. 
Not even the sloshing of the tar. The dripping. 

The sound of breath. 

It’s quiet. 

Shoto bites the inside of his cheek, swallowing thickly. 

“T’m sorry, Midoriya...” He faintly whispers. 


“T’m so sorry.” 


It’s so fucking quiet. 


All Shoto can hear is his swirling thoughts and aching heartbeat in his ribcage. His bottom lip 
quivers and he bites down on it, fighting back hot tears. 


Something wet drips onto Shoto’s hand. He flinches, looking up. 
Another drip. 


Confused and emotionally wrecked, he looks around frantically. A tear falls from his eyes in the 
process. 


Another drip. 

“You alright, kid?” His teacher asks quietly, looking up. “What is-” He freezes. 
His face puts a horrible feeling in Shoto’s gut. 

Another drip. 

Moving his hand from Midoriya’s chest, he looks at it. 

The liquid on his hand...It’s green. 

It’s green. 


Acting immediately, he adjusts Midoriya onto the ground so he’s laying down. He pulls the tar off 
his body and he looks at his face and- 


His eyes, nose, and mouth are leaking a mess of green. Like he’s possessed. 


Shoto stops breathing. 


“ Midoriya ,” he says, backing up. 


edt ae 


Everyone flinches violently. Shoto’s heartbeat spikes. There’s a whisper... 


A cursed whisper echoes all around them. They look around, trying to find the source, but it’s like 
trying to spot a damn ghost in a dark basement. 


3 
3 om 
- nm 
a & 
Wo oe 
oe oe 
Ws 
poe 
Ys 
=$¢ 


The tv clicks on, making Shoto almost leap out of his own skin. 
There’s no static. 


Shoto swallows. Everyone sits still. 
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A black shadow slams against the tv screen on the other side. 
“ORTUS!!” 
Tar shoots from the tv in a mess of black, and before Shoto can even blink... 


A sharpened spike shoves itself into Midoriya’s chest- stabbing him graphically. 


“Mi.” 
Everyone freezes as the spike leaves his body. 

“Mid-” 

Midoriya shoots up, gasping for air. 

Shoto’s soul ejects from his body. 

“Oh my fucking god!” Bakugou screams. 

Shoto practically crashes into Midoriya without thinking, grabbing onto him and holding him up. 


Midoriya chokes and coughs- half vomiting a mess of green onto the ground and Shoto’s clothes. 
He’s shaking and full of panic. Hands grabbing onto Shoto and his clothes, he struggles to breathe 
and look around. In the process, he yanks off Aizawa-sensei’s cloth, throwing it to the side. 


“Fucking hell-” Aizawa-sensei says, placing a hand on Midoriya’s back. “Breathe, kid. Breathe.” 


Air catching up to him, he inhales and exhales with rhythm. The green liquid is smeared on his 
face, practically dyeing his skin. 


“What-wh-” Midoriya says, looking around. He’s holding onto Shoto tightly- confused. “Wh-what 
the hell are you doing here?” 


Bakugou scoots closer to him. “That damn wolf of yours somehow brought us here.” 
Midoriya swallows, continuing to breathe heavily. “Fuck... fuck.” 
“Hey hey, kid,” their teacher says calmly. “Deep breaths.” 


Midoriya shakes his head, letting Shoto go. “You can’t be here.” He scoots away, wiping his face 
with his sleeve. “You can’t-” 


“Deku, stop,” Bakugou says firmly. “Stop. Fucking breathe.” 
He gives Bakugou a look before complying. He takes a deep, shaky breath. 


“T-I thought it was a dream,” Midoriya says, taking another breath. “You guys were talking to me 
but... but it didn’t feel real.” He looks confused- disoriented. Like he was just yanked out of another 
dimension. “What is...Jesus Christ.” 


Kirishima and lida come closer. 


“Well...you were in some sort of weird trance like you were dead. We thought we lost you,” 
Kirishima says quietly. “It was really scary.” 


lida nods, staying quiet. He still looks shaken up by the whole thing. 
Midoriya rubs his head, shaking his head slowly. “I...I’m sorry-” 


Aizawa-sensei reaches out and places his hand on his hair. “None of that kid. We’re just glad 
you’re ok.” He looks so relieved. Relaxed. Before Midoriya woke up, he looked horrible. But to be 
realistic, everyone did. “You’re ok.” 


Midoriya leans into his touch. “...” His facial expressions are numb. Quiet. 


“Ok...so...” Bakugou starts. “I am really fucking glad you didn’t dip on us but we’ve still got an 
issue.” 


Midoriya looks at Bakugou with a raised brow. 


“T don’t like having to push you, but your little ‘wolf friend’ is in control right now and there’s a 
very fucking high chance it’s going to get your ass arrested for sure this time. When it talked to us 
it didn’t exactly give off any ‘I’m going to stop’ bullshit.” 


Midoriya blankly looks at him for a moment. He exhales, placing a hand on his forehead. 


“Yep...yep yep. Of course it - ” He pauses like he just now processed what he said. “Wait-” He 
shakes his head, looking at Bakugou. “I’m sorry- it spoke to you?” He still looks super out of it. 


Bakugou nods, rolling his eyes. “Yeah, and it’s annoying as shit. How exactly do you live with it 
every day?” 


“T’m literally dying internally, Bakugou,” he deadpans. 


“Ok-I know we all have a lot of questions, but there is a Jot going on out there,” their teacher says, 
glancing up. “We need to figure out how the hell we are supposed to get out of here.” 


“Yeah, but how ?” Kirishima asks. “That wolf brought us here and it’s currently rogue.” 
“Do we just...wait?” lida says, breaking his long silence. 


Shoto watches Midoriya drag a hand through his hair and exhale. Loudly. He still looks exhausted. 
Half dead, to be exact. 


He looks so numb. 


“Nah...” He adjusts his body before slowly standing to his feet with shaky legs. Shoto almost 
reaches out and grabs him to help him up. “You gotta go with me,” he says with a tired sigh. “T 
know that damn wolf did this on purpose...” 


Aizawa-sensei puts his hands out with caution, standing up. “Kid...you don’t have to come back.” 
Midoriya shrugs. “I know. I...heard everything.” 
Shoto slowly stands as well as everyone else. He places a hand on Midoriya’s shoulder. 


“T would love to stay. I would...I would love for everything to just be silent for one moment of my 
lifes” 


“But...” Midoriya sighs again. “Even though it would be nice to just...stop...I guess I realized 
giving up would do more damage than anything else. It’s not fair- for me or anyone else. And your 
words helped me realize that.” He looks at Shoto. “I'd be leaving behind a lot.” He weakly smiles, 
placing a hand on top of Shoto’s. 


“Kid...” 


“Tt’s ok,” Midoriya looks at their teacher. “It’s ok, Eraserhead. I’m not going to run away, not 
anymore. It’s not healthy...” He wipes his face again, smearing the green. “There’s too much shit 
for me to do, after all. Plus Bakugou would probably kill me.” 


Bakugou opens his mouth. 

“Don’t disagree, I know you were ready to kick my ass,” Midoriya snarks, half smiling. 

He shuts his mouth with a pout. 

Midoriya clears his throat, taking his hand that was on Shoto’s and combing it through his hair. 


“T know I haven’t been...open lately. But I’m willing to try now. I’m willing to make it worth it.” 
Midoriya continues. “I’ve got a reason to fight.” 


He looks to Shoto before backing up a few steps. “I’ve got reasons to fight.” His hands trembled 
for a moment before claws emerge from his fingertips. Sharp and imitating. 


“So...” he starts, lifting his clawed hand to his neck. “I guess you better be ready to help me escape 
capture once again. It’s your job now.” 


Shoto’s stomach sinks to his feet. 
“Wait-” Shoto reaches his hand out. 
“Deku what-” 

“Kid what are you-” 


Midoriya smiles. “Oh, and one more thing...” He lightly chuckles, placing his hand on his throat. 
“T love you damn idiots too.” There is a genuine smile on his face. A smile with wet, teary eyes. 


“Midoriya-” 


He digs his claws into his skin and drags, slitting his throat open in a nauseating display of blood 
and flesh. 


He drops. 


And everything goes black. 


Ochako nearly shits herself when she watches Bakugou and everyone on the ground shoot up, 
gasping. 


“Oh my god!” Jirou yells from behind a piece of rubble. “They’re up!” 

They were only out for a few minutes, but during that time too much happened. 
Too much. 

It’s a war zone. 


Everyone is hiding behind rubble and inside alleys- trying their best to stay away from the mess in 
front of them. 


The bloody mess. 
“Guys!” Kaminari yells at them waving his hands. “Get the fuck out of there!” 


Kirishima looks at them with a confused expression on his face before he and Bakugou are shoved 


down by Aizawa-sensei. 

“Jesus fucking-” 

“DUCK!” 

A large chunk of rock flies over their heads and lida and Todoroki barely dodge in time. 


An ear-piercing screech envelopes the air, making Ochako cover her ears in pain. It rattles in her 
skull and rings through her eardrums. 


All Might slams into the side of one of the buildings, groaning loudly in pain. Midoriya is standing 
right in front of him with his back arched- hair on end. 


A sound enters the streets... 

An echoing siren... 

Tired squealing. 

Ochako turns around. 

Red and blue. 

A police siren . 

Bakugou shoots up, looking immediately to All Might and Midortya. 
“DEKU, GET YOUR FUCKING ASS OUT HERE!” 

All Might whips his head around in alarm, eyes wide. “Bakugou-” 


Midoriya uses his distraction to his advantage. Flicking his tail, he releases a stream of barbs 
towards the hero, nailing him in the thigh and upper arm. 


“AHHH!” All Might shrieks, launching himself to the side and out of the way. 
Midoriya snarls loudly, pushing off into a disturbing run. 

Police cars drift into the road, screeching to a halt behind Ochako and most of the class. 
“DEKU!” 

“MIDORIYA!!” 

Like the snap of a finger, he trips to the ground, skidding. 

Ochako’s breath lodges in her throat. 


Midoriya scrambles to his feet and screams, lifting his nose straight up. Cracking his head to the 
side, shaking and twitching, he scratches at his face and neck. He crunches his body into a difficult 
position, displaying signs of possession and irritation. 


Disturbance. 


He screams again, only this time it's more of a howl. A deep, gurgling howl. 


Doors open and slam. 

“Police!! Everyone stay back!!”” New voices boom. 

Midoriya throws his head up, screaming at the sky in horrendous pain. 

And just like that... 

It stops. 

Body clearly weak, Midoriya pants loudly. His legs shake and his body struggles to stay up. 
“Move, move, move!!” The police yell, pushing past Ochako and the others, heavily armed. 
Midoriya’s head darts up, looking at the rushing officers. 

His eyes... 

They’ re full of emotion again- confused and exhausted. Bright green and wide. 

He’s back. 

“J-” he mutters before All Might full-on tackles him to the ground. 

“NO!” Todoroki and Bakugou lung forward before getting grabbed by two large officers. 
“All Might!” A new voice yells. 

Ochako turns around again. 

The detective slams his car door shut. His eyes and face are full of anger and stress. 

He marches over to them. 

Ochako looks back over to Midoriya and All Might. 


All Might has Midoriya held down by the throat- using his good hand to practically crush his 
windpipe into the concrete. 


Midoriya audibly wheezes and chokes. 


Police hold Bakugou, Todoroki, Aizawa-sensei, Kirishima, and lida tightly- fighting their 
thrashing and struggling. 


Sirens wail. 
The detective rushes in with his gun in hand. 
“One move and I shoot!” He points the gun down at Midoriya’s head. 


“NO!!” Bakugou howls, practically ripping off the police officer's arms as he pulls and fights. 
“DON’T YOU DARE!” 


“Tsukauchi!” Aizawa-sensei yells. “Stop!” 


Officers with heavier guns circle around All Might and Midoriya. 


Midoriya looks up at the detective with wide, horrified eyes. Blood covers his face and body and 
acid leaks from his mouth as he struggles to breathe. 


Everything about this... 

“Surrender now!!” 

Everything... 

Aizawa-sensei 1s practically dragging the officers from how hard he’s pulling. 
They scream. 


Ochako looks over to her classmates. Crouched behind rubble and behind walls, they look back at 
her with faces of terror. They look sick to their stomachs and not in the same way as before. 


Midoriya’s head turns and his eyes come close to rolling into the back of his skull. 
“S-stop...”” he chokes. “P-please just s-stop.” 

Something snaps inside Ochako. 

“You’re done, Cerberus,” Tsukauchi says with a clenched jaw. “You’re done.” 

Ochako clenches her fists. She opens her mouth. 

“STOP!! YOU’RE HURTING HIM!!” 

Ochako freezes. She didn’t yell that. 

Turning around, she finds Mina slowly walking towards the scene. “Don’t you see he’s in pain?!” 
“Get off of him!” Jirou yells from the other side. 

“You’re killing him, All Might!” Ojiro joins, appearing from one of the alleys. “Let go!” 
All Might looks at the class with wide eyes. ““Wh-” 

“Everyone back up!” One of the officers yells. “Stay back!” 

A gun clicks. 

Ochako’s eyes widen and she un-clenches her fists. 

Touching her fingers together, she leaps into the air and towards the crowd of officers. 
Immediately swarmed with nausea, she swallows down the feeling of bile. 

“Stop! Will you guys just open your eyes?!” 

He touches her fingers together, dropping down and into the center of the circle. 

She lands, immediately spreading her arms out to protect Midoriya. 

“He’s a kid!!!” 


One of the officers leans forward. “He’s a kid with a killer’s quirk, girl .” 


“No kid does that to a hero,” another says. 

“Get out of here, kid. This is dangerous.” 

“Uraraka, back away,” All Might adds. 

Ochako shakes her head, swallowing. Their eyes are so full of hatred. 
“No .” She looks back at Midoriya. His eyes are wide. 

She looks back. 


“If someone came after you with the intention to hurt you. Throw you into jail. Wouldn’t you fight 
back too? Wouldn’t you be terrified? ” She looks each officer in the eye. 


“All Might has muzzled him. Kicked the shit out of him. Broken his bones .” She feels sick to her 
stomach. “All while he begged for him to stop .” 


“How could you be so blind??” Her throat hurts and her chest aches. She wants to cry. 
None of this is right. 

Heroes... 

Police... 

They are supposed to protect and serve everyone of all kinds. 

But they aren’t...they aren’t doing that. 

The detective looks at her, shock displayed on his face. 

“Alright, that’s it-” an officer speaks up. “We don’t have time to listen to this.” 
Stepping forward, a larger officer points his gun at Ochako. 

“What are you-” the detective looks over, wide-eyed. 

There is a growl behind Ochako. 

“You kids don’t know anything .” He cocks the gun in a threatening manner. 
Ochako takes a step back. 

“Enough!” 

Ochako flinches, looking back. 


Midoriya slips his back paws through All Might’s, pressing off onto his stomach and launching the 
hero into the air. He almost immediately scrambles to his feet and lunges towards the officer in 
front of Ochako. 


Snapping his jaw, he bites into the gun that is being held too close to Ochako for her comfort. It 
creaks, breaking in half. 


He spits the metal out of his mouth, snarling. 


His face is so close to Ochako’s she can practically smell the burnt skin and acid on his body. The 
anger. 


“Hey! Stay back!” An officer from behind the crowd yells. 


“Make me, you pig!” Mina’s voice calls back. Sliding through a gap between two people’s legs, 
Mina joins Ochako’s side. 


There’s a rough, slapping sound. 
Landing with a thump next to Mina, Ojiro huffs. He lowers his body to a ready position. 
Jumping over the heads of the officers, Tsuyu lands next to Ojiro. 


Tokoyami’s dark shadow shoves through the wall of people and soon enough, he’s joining Mina’s 
side. 


Shoji follows behind. 

And so does Jirou. 

And Yaoyorozu. 

Aoyama. 

Koda. 

Sato. 

Ochako looks back at Midoriya. He’s looking down at them with shock. 


Not long after, Sero, Kaminari, and even Mineta and Hagakure push through. Their faces don't 
match everyone else's- it's an uncomfortable look of guilt. If even. 


Practically shielding Midoriya, the entire class stares forward at the wall of police. 


“Are you so sure you know your criminals, detective?” Ochako says flatly. “Are you sure all of 
them chose this?” 


The detective looks at every single student. 

He looks at their eyes. Their sincerity. 

A lump bobs in his throat. 

“Oh my god...” he mutters, lowering his gun. 

“Everyone, back away!” All Might yells, out of breath from behind. 
Everyone turns around to face him. 

“Everyone...” his legs wobble and he stumbles. “Everyone...” 

He falls to his knees. 


“Toshi!” The detective hollers, shoving his gun into his belt before running towards him. Dropping 
down to the ground next to him he places his hand on All Might’s back. 


All Might attempts to get back up, only he fails. 

“Hey, hey no. Don’t move. An ambulance is on its way.” 

“T-I can’t-” All Might struggles, obviously fading in and out of consciousness. He’s amess. 
“T need to stop...I need to stop Cerberus...” 

Midoriya pins his ears back, lifting his upper lip. 

“Toshi...” the detective looks at everyone before sighing. “No.” 
All Might looks at the detective like he just murdered someone. 
“You’re done.” 

He looks down. “Drop it.” 

He raises his hand, clenching his fist and unclenching it. 

At the same time, every officer puts their guns down. 

They let Bakugou and the others go. 


The five of them immediately run to Midoriya’s side, pressing hands onto him in a comforting 
manner. 


“We need to reevaluate for a while.” 

Everyone is left staring at the two of them. Blank and confused. 

“Kid...” Aizawa-sensei murmurs. “You gotta get out of here...” 

Midoriya looks at him briefly before looking back forward. He sighs, nodding his head. 
He walks forward and out of the circle of his class. Out of the circle of officers. 


Ochako watches him walk slowly- somberly- towards All Might and the detective. Tail swishing 
behind. Nails scraping against the ground. 


He starts to shrink, bones cracking and body shifting as he walks. Not even stopping once. 


As soon as he reaches them, he stops. Fully back to normal, drenched in blood and wounds. Road 
rashes and burnt skin. Bruises. 


He exhales. 
The detective looks at him like he just stabbed someone. 


** [just wanted to be a hero...detective.” He looks back at everyone, face painted with exhaustion. 
“Ts there really something wrong with that? ” 


The detective’s face falls. 
Midoriya looks at them for another second before turning and walking away. 


“T never got a choice.” 


He lets his body return back to how he stood moments ago. Pointed ears and nose, drooling maw. 
Broken and battered. 


He runs away. 


And he doesn’t look back. 


Chapter End Notes 


WOOOOOOO I AM SO SORRYYYYY 


That was long and painful and ah jeez I need to not put people through the wringer 
hahaha. 


Anyway, the latin verse midoriya spoke is "Humanum quis sustulit Verionis palliolum 
sive res illius, qui illius minus fecit, ut illius mentes, memorias deiectas sive mulierem 
Sive eas, cuius Verionis res minus fecit, ut illus manus, caput, pedes vermes, cancer, 
vermitudo interet, membra medullas illius interet." and it is translated as "The human 
who stole Verio’s cloak or his things, who deprived him of his property, may he be 
bereft of his mind and memory, be it a woman or those who deprived Verio of his 
property, may the worms, cancer, and maggots penetrate his hands, head, feet, as well 
as his limbs and marrows." 


Anyway, I hope you all enjoyed it and I will see you next time! Have a good one! 


Feel free to throw a question at me in the discord or just hop on to say hello!! 
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Christ on a CRACKER this is so unbelievably late I am so sorry!! 
School has kicked my ass in four different angles so I was dying just a littleeeee 


But hey, here we are! This chapter is a little shorter than usual so I apologize for that, 
but it is just what I had time for :) 


Also!! More fan art on the discord!! God I love all of you so much you have no idea 
how much seeing your fan art makes my mother fucking day!!!! I promise I myself 
will be putting out some more art of this story when my time allows it but for now, 
keep creating everyone! ! 


This weeks song is God Must Hate Me by Catie Turner 


Happy reading! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Hiroto flinches awake from his nap at the sound of a loud thump. He shoots up in his chair, 
alarmed, hearing the leather squeak under his weight. 


Yue looks up from her book, lowering her eyes in confusion. 


“Did you hear that?” Hiroto asks, sitting up further, letting the leather underneath him squeal 
louder. 


Yue nods her head slowly, placing her book down on the counter. 


There’s another thump. Like something either fell or slammed into a wall. It doesn’t sound like 
Yuma being a clutz, nor does it sound like something from above. It’s too...weird. Plus... 


It’s too large to be Yuma, considering it's the middle of the day. 
It could be Syouma- 

There’s a gross heaving sound. Broken and wet. 

No... 


Something isn’t right. 


It doesn’t sound feline. 

Standing, Hiroto places his hand behind his back and grows claws. His tail slithers out and coils. 
Yue crouches down as he lowers his hand. 

Be careful. 

He peeks out of the doorway slightly, barely exposing his face. 

Tears. 

Heaving and drooling. 

Shaking limbs. 

Blood. 

Hiroto’s heart sinks to his feet and slams to the ground. 


The kid is on the ground, fully formed in his wolf, covered in bruises and battered head to toe. 
Tears are streaming down his face and he’s choking on his drool and acid. 


He’s heaving and heaving. Having an attack of some sort. 
He inhales sharply before vomiting out a combination of blood and acid onto the ground. 


“Holy shit-” Hiroto puts his claw and tail away, immediately running out the door. Yue follows 
behind. 


Hiroto drops to the ground by Midoriya’s face, immediately grabbing him and pulling his head into 
his lap. 


“Oh my fucking god, what happened...” he places his hand on the kid’s head, feeling him shake 
and tremble. He looks behind him, finding Yue frozen with a mix of sickness and disbelief. He 
strokes his head, hugging him close. He can feel the hot, wet liquid under him but he ignores it. 


The kid won’t stop crying. Heaving and heaving. 
“Hey, hey...” he hushes. 
“Yuma!!!” he turns his head and yells. “Get out here now!!” 


Her door swings open. “Hey, I didn’t do shit this time-” A pause. “What the FUCK!?” Her face 
pales and fills with absolute horror . 


“Would you help me please?!” Hiroto yells as she immediately books it over, practically sliding 
onto the ground next to him. 


“What the hell happened?” She asks, placing a hand on his neck, getting a slight flinch from 
Midoriya. 


“Do you think I know?” Hiroto shoots back. “The damn kid just dropped in here. I thought he was 
at school.” He strokes his head, again and again, trying to soothe the kid and his wet tears. “He was 
supposed to be at school...” 


Everything about this is painful to watch. 

“Kid, hey hey...” he hugs tighter, trying to keep him stable. “Talk to us.” 

Midoriya inhales, choking. 

“They k-know...” He chokes again, expelling more blood and acid. 

Hiroto glances at Yue and Yuma. 

“Know what?” he mutters, stroking his ears and his neck. He keeps hushing and petting. 
“T-they know...” 

Hiroto pauses for a second, feeling the kid’s trembling double and his tears become molten. 


The tone in his voice is heartbreaking. It’s horrifying. He doesn’t know what he means or what 
trouble he’s in, but the fact that he is like this... 


“T can’t...I can’t do this anymore..” 
He sounds like he’s giving up. Or that he already has. 


Another door down the hall bursts open. Hiroto flinches as he watches Syouma skid down the hall, 
panting and clearly alarmed. 


His ears point up, shocked at what is ahead of him. 

Hiroto adjusts so Midoriya’s whole head rests on his lap. He hugs him. He hugs him tight. 
“Oh, kid...” 

He leans forward, placing his forehead on top of Midoriya’s. 

Midoriya chokes again, before fully breaking down into a mess of green sobs. 


And Hiroto takes it all in. 


“Are you happy now?!” Aizawa-sensei screams, shoving off the officers around him. “Satisfied?!” 


Katsuki looks to the side, watching as their small, fuzzy principal slowly makes his way towards 
them through the crumbling and smoking road. 


“Was exposing him really all that fucking worth it?” He snaps his teeth like a feral dog, clenching 
his fists tight. 


Katsuki feels something in his chest tighten and something in his gut ignites into flame. His 
eyebrow twitches. 


What... 


“He’ll never recover from this!!” His teacher practically spits, taking a step forward. “Do you 
know what you’ ve done?!” 


The principal raises his chin as he walks. “I understand that my approach wasn’t the smoothest, nor 


was it acceptable for Midoriya’s already crumbling mental state.” He looks back down. “But it was 
a step that needed to be taken, despite the mess.” 


That clicked something inside Katsuki’s brain that shouldn’t have been clicked. He had no idea the 
principal knew, nor did he know that he’s the reason for all of this. 


Something inside of him feels like it’s about to escape in a flaming mess. A blood vessel just might 
pop in his head. 


“You did this?! What the fuck is wrong with you?!” Katsuki screams as the principal walks down 
the crumbling street. He growls, feeling his palms heat and spark with his boiling anger. “Explain 
to me why the fuck you found it fucking necessary to put him through absolute hell today!” He 
spits, quickly glaring at him, the detective, the officers, All Might, and his classmates. They are all 
standing and sitting in the street where Deku left, trying to understand what just happened. 


Trying to understand who they just fucked with. 

The principal stops and stands still. Confidence. 

Unmoving and unphased. 

Icyhot, four eyes, shitty hair, and Aizawa-sensei are all standing around him, pissed the fuck off. 


“There is a lot you don’t understand or know, Bakugou,” the principal says calmly. He tilts his 
head. “I only wished to expose the truth in the way you’d all understand most. All Might wouldn’t 
listen, so I gave him something that would scream at him.” 


Katsuki clenches his jaw tight, feeling his teeth creak in his mouth. “So traumatizing him was your 
great plan?!” He can smell the smoke on his hands start to rise. “You exposed him to the whole 
class, All Might, and the police in one day, and for what? Satisfaction? A game??” 


The principal doesn’t say anything. 


Katsuki shakes his head, shoving a hot, sweaty hand through his hair. His eyes glance to the class 
and all he can see is a mix of horror, disgust, and guilt. Sadness and disbelief. 


“Ts this a joke to you?” 


The principal narrows his eyes briefly. “I take offense to that, young Bakugou. I deeply care for all 
of you, including Midoriya.” 


Katsuki scoffs. “Yeah, that was really clear during all of this.” 


“Bakugou...cool it, man...” Sero mutters, rubbing the back of his head. He nervously glances at 
the officers still standing around them. “This has all been a lot...” 


Katsuki feels like he’s about to pop a blood vessel. He snaps his head around. “I will not fucking 
cool it.” He looks around. He looks each person in his class in the eye. Each officer. All Might. 
The principal. “Do none of you fucking idiots realize the extent of your goddamn actions?!” 


The detective looks like he wants to vomit. His face is green. 
Katsuki looks at the class. More specifically the ones that made their opinions on Deku clear. 


“Was defending Deku a damn ploy to you?? Do you really think your fucking words will just 
disappear? Your actions? Your clear hatred??” He huffs, smelling the smoke and dust from the 


air. 


“Can you blame us for being scared?!” Dunce face yells, stepping forward. He’s practically 
drenched in sweat and dirt. “Midoriya is the most wanted monster in this country and you expect 
us to feel normal about that?” 


“No, I don’t!” Katsuki screams back. “But do you want to know what I do expect?” He pauses, 
looking at each person in the face. “You absolute assholes to look at the bigger picture and think 
for one second of your damn lives and connect the fucking dots.” 


His palms smoke and sizzle. He points at everyone. 
He can hear the wail of an ambulance and more police cars grow near, echoing through the air. 


“The reason he’s so far deep into this is because of you! You put so much fear and hatred into him 
because of one damn mistake and his quirk that he is terrified of you!!!” He almost feels like 
crying. He violently points at his chest with both hands. “I was terrified! I hated him. I fucking 
hated him!!” He practically snorts smoke from his nose. “And you know what changed?? He came 
to me and I realized just how fucking broken he is. How he is scared every single day of his life. 
How he never wanted this!” 


He can see a few people open their mouths. 


“Bakugou is right!” Pink cheeks butts in. She steps up and turns to face her class. “Midoriya has 
never ever hurt one of us. He never attacked us while he was in school and he even protected us 
during USJ. You guys all saw the footage Principal Nezu showed us, he’s scared to death of 
everything!” 


“Yeah, ok sure,” Sato comes in, pissed. “It’s not exactly like he’s been peaceful or civil, you know. 
The guy is a maniac. He ripped off a Nomu’s head and chewed its brains like it was candy. He’s 
pissy and completely unpredictable in class, and not to mention he has no control over his quirk 
even if it wasn’t on purpose. He almost just killed All Might for the love of god! ” He points to the 
hero who is sitting on the ground- face sheet white. 


The sirens grow louder. 


“Well, I would be pissy in class too if my classmates talked about how horrible I am to my face,” 
Raccoon eyes says. “We were all nasty to him about Cerberus without even realizing that he was 
who we were talking about.” 


“But that doesn’t excuse him for almost murking the number one hero today!” Mineta yells. “If 
fucking Bakugou of all people didn’t step in, he’d be dead right now.” 


“Way to have faith, man...” dunce face whispers. 
“I’m serious! The guy is a monster and he needs to be locked up for good!” 
“Watch your mouth, right now,” Aizawa-sensei says with a clenched jaw behind him. 


“Everyone needs to calm down,” an officer speaks up, raising his hands. “Yelling won’t solve 
this!” 


Everyone ignores him. 


Katsuki clicks his tongue. “So you stepping up to help Deku really was a fucking joke. Should 


have realized sooner.” 


“What did you want us to do, Bakugou?!” Dunce face yells, stepping forward again. His body 
language is loud. “ We didn’t know what would happen if we didn’t take your side at that moment. 
Sure, I feel guilty that we shit on him for so long, and yes I feel horrible that this situation could 
have been handled differently. But dude, come on. He’s a fifteen-foot feral demon wolf with little 
self-control and a body count- and not the good kind.” 


“Oh my god,” Yaoyorozu says, pinching her brow. 


“God, of course, you’d comment that,” Jirou says, rolling her eyes and pinching the bridge of her 
nose. “Because of course, that’s definitely not uncalled for and extremely inappropriate.” 


“He’s a murderer and a psycho, Jirou! What do you want me to say?!” 
“Obviously not a body count joke!” 


There’s the sound of a fist clenching next to Katsuki. “Do you hear yourself right now!?” Icy Hot 
barges in loudly. He steps in front of Katsuki and he marches forward. “Do you seriously not 
understand that all your ill-fitted comments towards him are the reason he is who he is?? He’s not 
even the threat you should be fucking worrying about!” 


A few people in the class step back, alarmed. 
In an instant, he does something completely out of character. It even shocks Katsuki. 


He grabs dunce face by the jaw and he pulls him forward to the point where they are almost 
touching noses. 


“How would you respond and act if everyone you knew harassed you?!” He squeezes Kaminari’s 
jaw tighter. “Spoke like this about you?!” 


A few of the officers step forward. 


“How would you respond if you begged and pleaded for them to stop and all they do is hit harder 
? Would you be saying the same crap you’re spewing right now?” 


Dunce face places his hands on Icyhot’s chest and pushes back, getting loose. 
“That is enough!” The principal booms. 

More police cars screech to a stop, followed by a very loud and bright ambulance. 
Katsuki looks right at the principal. 


“What exactly was your plan here, rat? Hm?” He looks at everyone. “You do realize you fucked 
up. You fucked up real fucking bad.” 


Everything about this is beyond fixable. 


“You’re treating this like we are about to break out into a war,” Sero says, taking a step forward 
next to Kaminari. “You need to calm down.” 


Four eyes let’s out a tisk and Katsuki cocks a brow. “You have no idea,” he says, shaking his 
head. 


“Things are much worse than you think, dude,” shitty hair speaks up. 


“All of you need to understand, right now!” The principal yells as officers flow out of the cars one 
by one. EMT’s run out of the ambulance and to All Might’s aid. “People need to be exposed to the 
truth. They need the raw, unfiltered truth. And I’m sorry that the truth came out kicking and 
swinging.” He shakes his head. “This isn’t the result I predicted, and unfortunately Midoriya is still 
a victim.” 


“Truth my ass, Midoriya’s truth isn’t for you to tell. He’s not your pawn, ” Aizawa-sensei spits. 
“You yourself are hiding more than telling, if I may add.” He looks at the detective, All Might. 
Everyone. 


“If you really wanted the unfiltered truth you’d explain that fun little scar you have on your chest,” 
he points at the principal, baring his teeth. “You’d explain your existence.” 


Katsuki’s face drops. He can feel every muscle in his face relax as his eyes widen. 
No fucking way- 
The principal narrows his eyes. “That’s enough, Shouta.” 


“Tm sorry, but I am going to need everyone to calm the hell down,” the detective breaks his 
silence, stepping into the middle. “This is a nightmare and I need everyone to help me out and take 
a moment to think this over. We all were hit with something awful and you all need to understand 
that none of this will get better if you keep screaming at each other.” He looks pale, almost 
matching All Might. 


“Oh, I understand plenty, actually, ” Todoroki says with a deeper tone. 
Everyone turns to look at him. 
The class stands awkwardly. Uncomfortable. And officers stand guard on their opposite. Pissed. 


“Tt seems no one actually focuses on the real threats of this damn country.” He shakes his head, 
looking to the side. “You only focus on what you want.” 


“We are absolutely screwed. And you all are going to get a slap to the face when you realize 
Midoriya is only a creation.” 


“And I don’t think any of you want to meet his creator.” 


“ Ever.” 


The bar smells of rotting sewage. Like the tunnels underneath decided to resurface and join the 
fresh air, it burns. 


Cracks and crevices stained with tar- the wood feels soggy and rotten. The leftover feeling of decay 
makes one's eyes water and nose burn. It’s a smell that won’t go away unless the entire place is 
burned to the ground twice over. 


Tomura sits on the ground with his back against the wall, staring at his hands with blank eyes. 
Confusion. He’s been sitting like this for a long time. 


He couldn’t touch that man. He couldn’t do anything- there was no power on his side whatsoever. 


It really was like facing the devil himself. 

“Shigaraki...” 

He lifts his head, glancing up. 

Kurogiri is standing in front of him, straying from his usual spot behind the bar. 
“You must move on from this event.” 


Tomura clicks his teeth, looking to the side. “How can I? I was weak.” He looks at his hands again 
before shaking his head. “Useless.” 


“You were not useless-” 


“Oh yeah?” He interrupts, snapping. “I had zero control. None. I couldn’t decay him and you all 
could have been killed.” 


Toga and Dabi...he decided to allow them to stay after the godforsaken event. 


They may be brats and completely delusional...but, they proved that they have something in 
common. 


A clear hatred for one man. 

“And that was not your fault,” Kurogiri says, staying still. “None of us could have predicted that.” 
“Sensei could have...” 

Kurogiri goes silent. 

Tomura furrows his brows downward into a scowl. 

Sensei... 


He grabs a half-broken glass from the ground next to him, throwing it to the side. It hits the island 
before shattering loudly. 


“He knows something about that fucking man,” he slams a fist on the ground. “Something isn’t 
right.” 


“He’s not telling me something.” 


“Don’t strain yourself, Tomura.” The mist on Kurogiri flares slightly. “There is a chance he wants 
you to figure this out on your own.” 


Tomura clenches his jaw. “Fuck that. That man is a threat to all of our operations and I should 
know everything.” 


Kurogiri sighs, breaking his stone-cold stature to walk towards the counter. “I know, Shigaraki.” 


“But, we sometimes can’t know everything. Mortifer is a different breed of threat that no one 
knows about. I believe your master understands that.” He reaches forward and grabs a glass from 
behind the counter- one that isn’t broken. His other hand grabs a bottle of already opened whiskey. 
“Tt’s a learning lesson that we need to be careful with who we ally with.” 


Tomura narrows his eyes. 


“Ignorance is both blissful and a curse.” He pours the room temperature whiskey into the glass, 
setting down the bottle quietly. “We knew nothing, and now, we are unfortunately stuck in a deal 
with him. But, I believe we are fortunate we don’t know everything about him, considering his 
psychotic nature and traumatized victims.” 


Tomura places his hands on his face with irritation. 


“We live in a world where we need to be smart. Rebelling against him at this moment will only 
bring us downfall,” Kurogiri says softly, turning around with the glass. “It’s dim, but if we wish to 
survive and pursue your goals, we need to work with him. We need to give him what he wants.” 


He kneels down, holding the glass out for Tomura. 

“We can’t afford to see what happens if we say no again.” 

He hates that Kurogiri is right. He hates that it’s logical, considering how wrong it feels. 
Tomura sighs, before grabbing the glass with four fingers. 

He places his lips to the rim of the glass and knocks his head back. 

Tomura bites the inside of his cheek as the warm, burning liquid falls down his throat. 
“That fucking kid...” He looks up at Kurogiri. “We need to find him. Now.” 

Kurogiri nods, standing up slowly. 

“T know. And I think we may have an opportunity, sir.” 

Tomura looks at him carefully. Curious. 


“It’s the end of the semester, after all.” 


Yuma holds her head in her hands, bobbing her knee. She’s sitting in the hall outside Yue’s office. 


She knows Midortya is ok- his injuries aren’t bad. All things considered, compared to when he was 
literally impaled, this is just a scratch. 


It’s just his behavior that’s scaring her. 
He’s acting like he’s in shock. 
Something bad happened. 


None of them know what the kid went through, and that’s what makes it worse. His wounds look 
like he was brutally assaulted, but he was in school all day. 


Her phone buzzes in her back pocket, making her jump. She fumbles for it, yanking it out and 
pressing the answer button without looking at who it is that called. 


“Mhm_?” she says, placing the phone to her ear. She rubs her eyes, sniffing. 


“Please tell me the goddamn nerd is with you,” Bakugou says on the other end. He sounds 
exhausted and worried. Like a parent that lost their child in a supermarket and has been searching 


for a whole day. 


“Yeah, yeah he is.” She peaks behind her, looking at the closed door. ““He’s a mess though. Came 
into the hideout beat to a pulp and in shambles. It was like something out of a horror movie.” 


The blonde exhales on the other side. “I don’t doubt that,” he says quietly. “Today was a fucking 
nightmare that came straight from Satan’s asshole.” 


“What happened?” she leans into the phone more, tapping a finger onto her knee. It’s obvious, 
looking at the kid’s condition. “Did someone get into the school? Was it the hand fetish man 
again?” 


Bakugou sighs, sounding like he’s trying to stay calm. 
“T don’t know if any of you knew, but today was our semester finals.” 
“Mhm,” she hums. She was aware of it, more specifically how stressed the kid was before today. 


“Our last final was a practical, and of course, the fucking rat decided to pit everyone against 
teachers. And of fucking course, Deku was pit against All Might-” 


Yuma’s heart drops to her ass and for a split second her ears ring. 

Out of all the things she expected him to say, that wasn’t it. 

“The fucking nerve of this damn class-” 

“Wait wait wait- WhAT?!” she screeches, sitting up straighter. “You’re fucking joking right now.” 
Silence 

“Haha, Bakugou, very funny.” 


There is no way. No way all that happened today. He’s joking. She almost laughs, hoping it’s a 
joke. A hilarious joke. 


“Do I ever joke, asshat?” He sternly says back. His attitude rises. “The principal thought it was a 
good idea to out the fucking nerd to the whole class and police force. Everyone in the class, All 
Might, and the damn detective who has been hunting his and your asses for months knows who he 
is.” 


Yuma’s mouth hangs open for a moment. Her ears might start ringing again. 
The kid kept saying they all know... 

Well... 

That makes sense now. 


“He was a goddamn hair away from giving up today. A HAIR! Not to mention his quirk mutated 
again and he’s losing control as each day passes. Everything and anything that could have 
happened, happened today.” 


“T-” She blinks. 


“Everything is fucked!” Bakugou yells. “We are all fucked! He is fucked!” 


“Oh my god,” Yuma mutters, placing a hand on her mouth. “Oh my god .” 


She can still feel her heart in a place where it shouldn’t be. Pounding. Throbbing uncomfortably. 
Her entire chest hurts after hearing that. 


“Hiroto!” She yells. 

No answer. 

“BITCH!” 

“What?!” He yells from down the hall, sticking his head out his door. 


She pinches her fingers together. “Yeah, minor issue.” She adjusts the phone against her cheek. 
“Remember how you said things can’t possibly get worse earlier? Well, guess what, the kid's been 
compromised by everyone and their mother and there is a fat chance he will never bounce back 
from this.” 


Hiroto stares at her. 

He blinks. 

“What?” 

“T’m not repeating myself,” Yuma says, shaking her head. 

He opens his mouth, slapping a hand over his forehead as if everything just clicked. 
“Ffffffuuuuck. God fucking-” 

He drags the hand down his face and walks through his door and to Yuma. 


“Hey, dog breath, helloooo...” Bakugou says on the phone. Yuma blinks, moving the phone back 
up to her ear closer. 


“Yeah, yeah sorry kid. Where are you now? What’s the situation?” She asks, trying to stay as calm 
as possible as Hiroto makes his way towards her. Or, as calm as she can be in this situation. 


Bakugou sighs again, clearly very tired and done. 


“We are still at the school. Everyone is getting questioned by the police for damn witness reports. 
All Might got sent to the hospital and everyone is losing their godforsaken minds.” 


“Are you guys doing alright?” 
“No. I want to fucking leave.” 
Yuma nods her head slowly, looking at Hiroto who’s now standing over her. 


“T can cause a scene for you. How about I pretend to be your mom who got into some freak 
accident so you have to leave?” 


Hiroto rolls his eyes. 
There’s a pause on the other end. 


“You don’t exactly have the fucking knack for acting, you know.” 


“Fine, your loss.” She shrugs. 
She can sense the blonde on the other end roll his eyes like Hiroto. 


“Look, none of us can get out of this shit right now so just...watch your asses. The nerd’s been 
through enough today.” 


Yuma nods, glancing at Hiroto again. “Aye aye. Take care of yourselves over there. Call us when 
you’re out.” 


“Yeah yeah.” 


The phone goes blank after that, leaving Yuma to sit in the reality that shit is fucked. It doesn’t 
even seem real. 


She exhales, placing her phone on the ground with a small clack. She raises her hands and rests her 
face into them with a groan. 


“What are we going to do...” 


Hiroto mimics her exhale, only through his nose. “Take care of the kid until we can think of a 
plan.” He folds his arms, looking down. 


“That’s all we can do.” 


Izuku stares straight ahead, eyes dry and fuzzy. 


He stares forward as a warm washcloth gently rubs the dirt off his face. As Yue stares at him with 
soft eyes. Worried and pained eyes. 


Leaning to the side, she places the washcloth into a small bowl of water before taking it out and 
repeating. She places the cloth onto a cut above his brow. It breaks him from his trance, making 
him wince and move his head to the side. 


“Sorry,” Yue rubs her chest before placing the rag back onto the cut, only with less pressure. 


He blinks slowly before moving his eyes back to the wall. He doesn’t have the energy to speak, nor 
does he have the energy to sit upward. He’s barely hanging on with what he’s producing right now, 
but Yue wanted him awake so she can heal his minor concussion and clean his wounds. 


She can tell he’s exhausted. He can see it in her eyes. 


The cloth dabs his wounds one by one, cleaning the dirt and the grime from each cut and scrape. 
Each burn and each sensitive mark. 


As the soft rag rubs and rubs, dabbing with a quiet touch, he hears and feels the memories of the 
voices in his head- his friends and family rummaging through his brain. 


“T can’t lose you.” 
“We love you so fucking much.” 
“Please...” 


He exhales, closing his eyes. 


Izuku swears he can still feel the warm and cold hands on his face and back- the tight embraces and 
soft touches. He can still feel how the voices and touches all drained the tar from his lungs and 
stomach, pulling it out like it’s a hair in the drain. 


The large breath of life he took. A gasp for breathable air. 

He’s tired. 

Fucking exhausted. 

Everyone he didn’t want to know now knows. He’s getting sicker- worse. 
The parasite in his brain grows agitated. It’s plaguing him. 
Unfortunately, it is without a doubt unbearably sickening to process. 
But...he’s just... 

Numb at this point. 


Sure, he came here in the midst of a full-on breakdown, but it’s not like he isn’t used to it. 
Accustomed to it. 


It was bound to happen eventually, it’s just painful considering how the information was produced 
and executed. 


Violently. 
Not to mention the timing was absolute dog water. 


Yue sighs, placing the rag into the bowl. She leans her hand on the table and looks at Izuku with 
sincerity. 


“Talk to me, honey.” 


Izuku bites his lip and he looks to the side. He knows he should talk to her. She’s always the 
overthinker of the group and she’ll only feel guilty. 


He looks down. “Things are getting worse...” he mutters, voice crackling with each word. Jesus he 
sounds horrid. 


He swallows, clearing his scratchy throat. 

Yue tilts her head and listens carefully. 

“T don’t...” he looks up. “I don’t know how much longer I’m going to be able to last out there.” 
She narrows her eyes. 

“Why?” she puts her hand to her head and signs. “You’ve made it this far.” 


“T almost didn’t come back today, Yue,” Izuku cracks. “If Bakugou didn’t...If my friends didn’t do 
what they did...” He sighs. “I promised I wouldn’t give up, but who knows if that's a damn lie...” 


Yue purses her lips. She reaches forward and brushes a curl from his face. 


“T know it’s been hell, hon.” She moves her hand down and rubs her thumb against his cheek. “/ 


know...” 
She lets go and places her hand on his shoulder. 


“There is nothing in this world that can compare to how much you have gone through.” She rubs 
her chest, softening her eyes. “But you are so strong. You have bit and screamed and kicked your 
way through this life and you have never given up. I don’t doubt that you will keep going.” 


“They all know who Iam, Yue,” Izuku practically whispers. “I was exposed.” 
He wants to cry. Seeing her face fall makes him want to cry. 


He turns away, looking at the wall so his eyes don’t meet hers. Those sad sad black obsidian snake 
eyes always break him in half. 


He feels a finger touch his chin and turn it back. 

“Hey, no. Don’t do that.” She shakes her head. 

Izuku bites the inside of his cheek, moving his eyes to the side. 
She narrows her eyes like a mom, shaking her head. “Hey.” 
He looks over. 

“We will figure this out.” 

He bites down on his cheek harder. 


“What can be figured out?” He murmurs, shaking his head in her touch. “I’m fucked. Point 
blank.” 


“Hey, none of that...” 


Izuku blinks, grinding his teeth into his cheek. He can taste the metallic and the warmth on his 
tongue. He knows he shouldn’t talk that way but he can’t help it. It’s all he can think about. 


“Breathe for a moment and let's think. You are here and you are safe. You have us, and you have 
your friends. You have your mother. People that love you so much.” 


He nods slowly. 


“Things are messy as hell and I understand. But you have so much support and so much love 
around you. You are not going to go through this alone.” 


Izuku exhales softly. 
“That’s what I’m most afraid of...” 


Yue looks down with a sigh. She places both hands onto his shoulders, squeezing them tight. She 
leans forward and places her forehead on his. 


They stay like that for a moment. 


Just the sound of their breathing. The cold scales on his skin. The smell of her perfume and the 
smell of sweat and blood on him. 


She lets go. 

“We aren’t going anywhere.” 

He shakes his head, feeling his eyes dampen. 
“We are staying right here, right by your side.” 
He blinks, letting a tear cascade down his face. 
“T don’t deserve you guys,” he whispers. 
“That’s untrue,” she says with a smile. 


She sits up straight and backs up to the table behind her. She bends down and opens the fridge, 
pulling out a vile of her venom. She sets it on the table. 


“T’m going to finish healing you up, sweetheart, and then I want you to rest.” 
Izuku smiles slightly as she opens her cabinet and pulls out her lollipop jar. 
She pulls out his favorite. Cherry. 


“Even though I want to keep talking with you. I want to keep comforting you and all I want is to tell 
you that you will be ok. But...you have had a long day, and the concussion and wounds aren’t 
helping your mental state at all right now.” 


Izuku nods as she steps forward and hands him the candy. The bright red, shiny wrapped lollipop. 
He takes it and smiles a little bit wider. He snickers as he unwraps it and sticks it into his mouth. 


His tongue waters as the sweet cherry swells in his mouth. It’s definitely what he needed. The taste 
of burnt blood had been in his mouth since his fight with All Might. 


“Thank you, Yue,” he says with the candy in his mouth. “You always know what to say.” 
“T know,” she says, smiling. “Now let’s get you some drugs.” 

Izuku snorts as she turns around and gets what she needs. 

“If you have cocaine, that would be nice,” he jokes. 

She turns around and rolls her eyes, making him snort once again. 

“Heroin?” 

Yue throws a lollipop at his head, making him almost choke on the one in his mouth. 
“What? I’m serious!” 


Another one comes in hot, but he dodges. He laughs to himself as he watches her shake her head 
and smile just a little wider. 


He waits till she turns around again before immediately letting his face fall back to neutral. He 
looks to the side, sighing. 


Because even though he has his friends... 


Even though he smiles and laughs... 


The pain in his chest never leaves. 


“You have made a real big fucking mistake here, Tsukauchi,” Shouta says through grit teeth. 
The detective looks to the side, visibly uncomfortable in the quiet hallway. 

Shouta is livid. 

He is livid. 


The anger in his chest and stomach has been brewing since the moment the kid had run away from 
him and the class. 


The moment everyone even slightly considered turning the kid in. 
“Look at me,” he spits. “Look at me right now.” 


Tsukauchi turns his head, narrowing his brows. “What do you want from me, Shouta? Huh?” He 
snaps, giving back the same energy. He stands taller. “I’m sorry I didn’t listen, but can you exactly 
blame me? I’ve had the whole city up my ass to get that damn kid captured as well as every other 
problem like the league and whoever is fucking-” he shakes his head and pauses. “Whoever is 
responsible for the assaults and unnatural quirk mutations! I’m just trying to do my job. That is all I 
have been trying to do.” 


“T understand you have been trying to do your job. I fucking understand, detective.” He takes a step 
forward and points his finger to Tsukauchi’s chest. “But if you listened to me if you even slightly 
considered taking my side and learning the situation's truth,” he pauses and points harder. “You’d 
know that the person responsible for the assaults is also the damn villain responsible for 
Midoriya’s quirk and is working with the league. He is a monster that has been living under our 
noses like a goddamn rat in the sewers and all you seemed to care about was a kid who has been a 
prisoner this whole time.” 


Tsukauchi pauses. He pauses and his face drops almost immediately. 
“What?” 
“You know nothing. You think you’ ve been doing shit but that’s not the damn case.” 


Tsukauchi shakes his head. “No no no.” He places a hand on his head. “Shouta, what? Is that what 
Endeavor's son was yelling about?? ” 


Shouta exhales. He knows he shouldn’t be saying this but he stopped caring weeks ago, “There is 
always someone at the top. There is always someone responsible for everything.” He shakes his 
head and looks to the side. “There is a man that has been terrorizing innocent people for his own 
psychotic goal for 20 years. The Oni thought they got rid of him but no. That’s never the case.” He 
shrugs, showing the irritation that swells in his body. “He is the one responsible for the very quirk 
Cerberus is. He is the one responsible for the many many others suffering from assaults and quirk 
mutations.” 


Tsukauchi shakes his head in disbelief, rubbing his hand down his face. 


“He’s captured Shinigami and he’s planning on doing everything and anything to get Midoriya into 


his hands once again. This country is about to experience hell on earth because of this man and all 
people seem to care about is a child. A victim.” 


“T’m sorry, Shouta!” The detective snaps, yelling in his face. 
“T am not the one you should be apologizing to!” 
The detective freezes. 


“He is fifteen, detective. All of Japan hates him and he’s being hunted by both heroes and villains. 
Why do you think this is a shit show?” 


Tsukauchi blinks, looking down at the floor. He shuts his eyes, letting out a sigh. He pinches his 
brow. 


“Fuck...” 
“Yeah, fuck.” Shouta takes a step back, rubbing his eyes with one hand- frustrated. 


Tsukauchi looks up, shaking his head again. “You’re seriously telling me that for this long...I had 
no idea a villain so large has been under my nose?” 


“If it gives you any peace, no one knew.” 
Tsukauchi raises a brow. 
Shouta sighs. “The only ones who knew were the Oni.” 


The detective practically growls, immediately looking peeved. “I know you care for them but this 
is why I don’t like vigilantes. They think they can handle everything themselves. No fucking 
wonder shit is a mess.” 


Shouta’s lip curls upward. 


He remembers the story Dai told him. He remembers the suffering she went through. What 
everyone went through. 


His brow twitches. 


“You know nothing,” he snaps. “They kept it hidden for reasons you could never understand.” He 
rolls his fingers into his hands, creating a tight fist. 


The detective mimics his irritation like the snap of a finger. 


“Then help me understand, Shouta! I don’t know anything and I can’t be expected to help or 
understand the kid’s situation if you won’t even tell me who this evil piece of shit man is!” 


Shouta turns around, placing his hands in his hair with a groan. 
“Shouta,” Tsukauchi firmly says. “I’m sorry, I truly am. But...please help me learn.” 


Shouta moves his hands down to his neck, pressing his fingertips into the knots under his skin. 
He’s right. He knows that the only way this man will understand and be able to help is if he 
knows. 


He needs to know. 


Even though Dai told him no police...even though he knows the police aren’t a good idea... 
Shouta inhales, turning his head around. 
They need all the help they can get. 


“His name is Mortifer.” 


“You piece of shit! Just bite its head off!!!” 
“Go!!!” 
“Rip its arm off!!”” 


Nishi raises her lip with irritation as she walks past the crowd of screaming men and women. Fists 
in the air and anger swelling around their bodies like bugs- it pisses her off. 


She can hear their bets, their whispers, their screams. 

She can hear the blood down below in the pit, spraying along with the bones crunching. 
Her teeth grind. 

A hand grabs her shoulder, causing her to whip her head around. 


“Hey, sweetheart,” an older man coos, clearly intoxicated. “Do me a favor and check the bets, 
won’t ya?” He smells of sweat and beer, making her scrunch her nose. “Id realllly appreciate it.” 
He sways slightly, gripping onto her shoulder tighter. His eyes glance up and down her body, 
igniting a flame in her chest. Fucking creep... 


She isn’t in the mood for this. Biting the inside of her cheek, she growls. “Yeah, sure.” 
Turning around, she feels the man’s hand leave her shoulder. 

But it doesn’t take long for it to gravitate down to her ass and squeeze. 

“Come on now...show me a smile...” 


With a snarl, she grabs his hand and bends it backward. She can hear his wrist crackle like a bendy 
straw. 


“AHH,” the man screams in pain as she twists his arm to an angle that isn't natural. She turns 
around and pushes him back all while showing the fire in her eyes. 


“Don’t. Touch me.” She then turns back around and flips the man over her shoulder, hearing a 
satisfying snap. 


Groaning in pain, the man grabs his broken arm with a face of anguish and rolls around on the 
ground like a bug with its legs cut off. 


“That...That bitch just broke my arm! She just broke my arm!!” 
Rolling her eyes, she exhales and brushes off her coat, stepping over his crumpled body. 


People mutter and side-eye as they watch him stand up and scurry away, holding his deformed 
arm. It almost puts a smile on Nishi’s face. 


Everyone that comes here willingly to watch the pits can choke and die. A bunch of pricks... 


“Jesus Christ...Did you really have to break his arm...” One of the LCs whispers as she walks up 
to the door to his office. 


Pulling out her keycard, she huffs. “Did he really have to grab my ass?” She looks at him with a 
glare before swiping her card and shoving it in her pocket. “They know the rules.” She opens the 
door and slams it behind her. 


Heels clicking, she makes her way down the hall. She narrows her eyes and exhales aggressively as 
the smell of piss and blood enters her nose. She keeps her pace firm and assertive. Aggressive. 


Today has been shit. This week has been shit. 
This month has been shit. 
Ever since she got caught, her days have consisted of non-stop hell. 


Clenching her fits, she feels the ache in her stomach as she avoids eye contact with the victims 
behind their bars. 


They meow, growl, hiss, and beg. 

Scratch at the bars with their broken claws. 

Half of them are here because of her. 

She grinds her teeth harder- hearing the creak of her molars. 

Pulling out her keycard again, she swipes it and swings the door open, shutting it quickly. 


Cracking her neck to the side with a pop, she sighs and walks forward. Every time she walks 
through that hall she wants to crawl into a ball and sob. She wants to yack all the food out of her 
stomach. 


“T have the files you wanted,” she says with a bite, swallowing thickly. She’s done acting nice. 


“Someone’s not in a good mood.” The big black chair spins around. The room is dim, all but a desk 
lamp that is hanging on by a thread. Mortifer’s mask isn’t on, making her look to the side. His 
exposed teeth always alarm her. “Wake up on the wrong side of the bed?” 


“T haven’t been in a good mood for a while, sir,” she says, walking up to his desk. She reaches into 
her coat pocket and pulls out a flash drive, slapping it onto the hardwood. 


Mortifer hums quietly, tilting his head to the side. His eyes are narrowed and his breathing is still. 
Calm. “Bad moods and ill tempers will never get you far,” he says slowly, reaching for the flash 
drive. His eyes look up at her. “Won’t they, Nishi?” 


Nishi scoffs, shaking her head. “Yeah and good moods never did the same. What do you want 
from me?” She adjusts her stands, letting her heel click onto the concrete. 


Mortifer leans forward in his seat, slightly smiling with his disgusting mouth. “A smile would be 
nice, dear.” 


Nishi raises her lip and hisses. 


Mortifer blinks, unimpressed. He sighs, leaning back in his chair with the flash drive in his fingers. 
He spins it around, watching the plastic glint in the shitty lighting. 


“How are preparations going?” He glances at her, continuing to spin the drive around in his grasp. 


Nishi sighs, crossing her arms. “Stage two in the alterations is almost finished. The third round of 
doses will be delivered tomorrow.” 


Mortifer hums again. “Very good.” 

“Mhm,” Nishi says bluntly. 

Mortifer stops moving the flash drive in his fingers. 

“Td quit it with your attitude, Nishi. It’Il save you the air.” 

Nishi narrows her eyes. “Or what?” She takes a step forward, placing her hands on the desk. 
Mortifer raises a brow. “I think you know.” 


Nishi almost laughs. “Oh please.” She tilts her head. “I’m doing everything you ask me to do and 
more . If you really want cheerful, you’ Il have to suck my fucking dick.” 


Mortifer slams his hands on the table, almost making her flinch. He stands up, practically meeting 
her forehead. 


“You are testing my limits, I hope you realize that.” 

“Oh I hope I am,” she snarks, showing off her reptilian fangs. “That would just make my day.” 
Morfiter sneers, scarred lips raising in an ugly fashion. 

“You don’t scare me,” she whispers. 

The sneer on his face disappears. 

And regrettably, it’s quickly replaced with a sinister smile. His eyes shine red. 


Nishi’s body gets punched with a heat flash and she almost backs up. Every time his confidence is 
boosted, things never end well for the person on the other side. 


“Ts that so?” he says, standing up straighter. He backs up, keeping his hands on the desk. “Well, 
that’s just too bad.” 


Nishi’s brows furrow down as she looks at him, feeling an immediate wrong sensation down her 
spine. 


It just got colder. 


“You'll just need someone else to be afraid of. I can’t have you going out of line...’ He looks past 
her. “Now can I?” 


The sound of liquid sloshing brings Nishi to a complete halt. Body frozen, she can smell decay. 
She can hear a wheeze. 


No. 


Her heart pounds out of her ribcage and she breathes just a little quicker. She can fucking feel 
breath on her shoulder. Hot, rancid breath. 


“Fear is a funny thing, Nishi,” Mortifer says deeply, keeping his eyes past her. ““We as people say 
we aren’t afraid...” he taps his fingers on the desk quietly. Slowly. “But that’s never true.” 


Nishi quickens her breath, swallowing. The breathing on her shoulder gets hotter and the wheezing 
turns to a gurgle. 


Her head starts to turn slowly. 

Her eyes meet a skull with a long jagged scar on the lip. 

They meet the definition of horror. 

She opens her mouth, feeling her stomach throw itself into her throat. 
“No.” 

Mortifer chuckles, ending with a long, smooth hum. 

“We are all afraid of something...” 


The skull opens its mouth, releasing a fluid onto the ground in a mess of black. It looks and smells 
of week-old sewage. Black and green, burnt and slick. It steps forward, forcing Nishi to back up 
against the desk. She can feel the wood poke into her lower back as she backs up as far as she can. 
The skull comes closer to her face. Closer and closer. 


Her back bends backward and she clutches the edge of the desk with shaking hands. Her nails dig 
into the wood, spraying splinters onto the ground. 


Nishi’s mouth quivers as she starts to feel tears well in her eyes. 
Her stomach churns. 


She feels fingers knit into her hair from behind, gripping and slamming her down to the table with 
a bang. Her back aches from the over-arch and her head throbs. 


“Ah!” 

Mortifer leans over his side of the table, coming into her view. “Aren’t we, Nishi?” 
A strand of tar lifts itself from the sloshing body, slowly moving towards her face. 
Nishi squeaks, moving her head to the side. 


The skull groans, creaking its head to the side as the tar touches her face. It feels like a wet tongue, 
slowly licking the skin on her face. 


“N..nish...” 
Her heart stops. 
The breathing only gets hotter on her skin. 


No...no wonder her body is giving this reaction. 


She knows who this is. 

Her breathing gets caught in her throat. 

She knows who this is. 

“What have you done?” She whispers, feeling her knees shake from under her. 
The skull tilts its head with a crack. 

“Ni...sh.” 

Dai... 


“What have you done...” 


Chapter End Notes 


Sorry for such a short chapter! I have been very very busy with school and trying not to 
off myself with a spork. I hope that everyone enjoyed it!! The next chapter hopefully 
won't take as long since I will be home for about a month so I will have time to write. 


Happy Holidays!! 


Have a good one and good luck with your finals!! 


Swimming Pool 


Chapter Summary 


It's starting to come down... 


Chapter Notes 


Welcome welcome to me being early for the first time in a hot ass minute!! 


Alsooooo it will officially be a year since the story has been out this Saturday!!! New 
Years!! I cannot fucking express how insane that is to me, you all have been so kind 
and wonderful during this story and I am so grateful I got to speak with most of you. I 
have loved writing this, it has helped me a lot with my anxiety and motivation so it 
makes me feel so good to see so many of you enjoying my story. 


We are rearing the end game you guys, just a few more chapters till things really hit 
the tracks! 


I've got some art of my girl Yuma for you all! This is just what I see with her- a young, 
funny, beautiful woman who also has the darkness over her like everyone else. 


Yue will be next! 
Now, enjoy a chapter I semi pulled out of my ass and sort of makes sense :) 


Song this week is Swimming Pool by Marie Madeline (a song I cannot get out of my 
head) 


Dai sings God Must Hate Me, the song is shown in the previous chapter! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Mhm...yeah, I'll be home sometime tomorrow...” Izuku mutters as he limps his way down the 
hallway. He holds his arm up halfway with his phone in his hands, listening to his mother on 
speaker. He hasn’t told her what happened yet...he honestly can’t even process it himself. His 
body still aches- Yue can only do so much for the phantom pains and leftover bruises that litter his 
skin and bones. He can’t complain, it would feel weird to not be in pain right now. 


“Ok honey...let me know if you need anything. You worry me, you know.” 

Izuku hums, tightening his lips. “I know, that’s one thing that will never change.” 
His mom sighs, chuckling slightly from his comment. “You know me best, Izuku.” 
Izuku half-smiles. “Of course, mom.” 


He drags his left hand against the wall, feeling the cool tile on his fingertips. The cracks and 
imperfections in the concrete. He can feel his borrowed sweatpants try and fall off his hips as he 
walks. 


“Love you, honey.” 


His thumb hovers over the end call button. 


“Love you too...” 


He sighs as his finger hits the button. Shoving his phone in his pants pocket, he moves his hand up 
to his face, rubbing his eyes. He groans, still feeling groggy and drained both mentally and 
physically. 


It’s a typical week, minus the whole exposure bit. 
Well...that's up for debate. 


Dragging his hand down his face, he rubs his fingers over his lips and then down to his neck. He 
doesn’t really know what else to do but walk around the halls. Fill his head with nonsense. It beats 
the crap his brain thinks about on autofill. 


Everyone is out on patrol and Yue had to leave to get supplies from her supplier. 
So...he’s alone for now. 


He reaches Dai’s room, slowing his step just a little. He looks at her nametag on the door- worn 
and written with a delicate hand. It’s cracked open, but he decides to leave it be. 


Izuku swallows, bringing his head back to the front. He can’t think about that right now. 
He walks past the door. Only...when he passes... 
There is a creak. 


Stopping completely as if a ghost’s cold fingers just grabbed him from behind, he slowly turns his 
head around. 


The door is cracked open just slightly more. 


With a haunted stare, Izuku turns around and walks back towards the door. It must have been a 
draft...it wasn’t shut all the way after all. 


Grabbing the doorknob, he bites at his bottom lip and pauses. 
He’s never seen her room before...a mystery that always itched at him like sores. 
Sighing, he opens the door and listens to the same low creak from before. 


Something large moves, making Izuku flinch violently and out of habit, flex a pair of claws onto 
his fingertips. 


A head turns and Izuku makes eye contact with big yellow eyes. 

It’s Syouma. 

Also frazzled, Syouma shoots up from his seated position. 

Izuku exhales, placing a hand on his chest. His claws retreat back into their natural state. 
“Oh my god...you scared me.” 


Syouma shakes his head, lowering his body. 


He opens his mouth. 
“T-I’m sorry, I know I’m not supposed to be in here...” 
Izuku’s face falls. 


Syouma looks at him like he remembered something. Eyes brightening and mouth full of sharp 
teeth opening, he groans a feline-like moan. “Goddamn it- I forgot you can’t understand me this 
way...why do I even try...” 


Yeah, Yue definitely didn’t heal his concussion. 

“You just spoke,” Izuku says, voice shaking. “I think I’m hallucinating...” 
Syouma pauses. He physically and mentally pauses. 

“T-what?” he says. He clearly says. 

Izuku’s entire body feels numb. 

“ You just SPOKE!” Izuku screams this time, pointing at his lion friend. 
Syouma’s body straightens and his face flushes with horror as he fully processes. 
“You understand me?!” 

“YOU JUST SPOKE!” 

Syouma half roars out of panic. “Oh no...oh no no no NO!” 

Izuku grabs at his head, feeling dizziness approaching him. 


“Kid, when were you going to tell me you knew how to speak animal tongue?? Please tell me you 
learned how to speak it.” 


Izuku’s head pounds as he begins to feel lightheaded. 
“T...T never...” 
“Kid?? Kid!” 


As if he got hit with a brick straight to the head, he drops to the ground and is out like a light. 


Izuku wakes up to wet sandpaper dragging across his face. 


Shooting up, he groans and grabs at his head. Pain sparks through his neck. God, it feels so 
foggy... 


“Oh thank god, you’re ok.” 
Izuku freezes, moving his head to the side. 
Syouma is right there, inches from his own face. 


“Uhm...” 


Izuku gasps, getting ready to scream. 

“No! Nonono!” Syouma slaps a paw on his face. 

“Don’t scream, don't scream!” 

Izuku screams against his paw pads, muffling it but not by much. 

Syouma looks at him with a tired expression. 

“Seriously?? Kid, you’re not helping.” 

Izuku stops screaming and swats his paw away with both hands, scooting back. 
“Since when could you speak??” 

Syouma looks to the side and then back at him. 

“Since I was born? I think?” 

“No, smart ass,” Izuku pinches his nose. “Since when can I hear you speaking?” 
Syouma bites at his lip with a fang, looking to the side. 

“Syouma.” 

He still avoids eye contact. 

Izuku groans, scooting forward and grabbing Syouma by the face. He turns his head. 
“Syouma. Have you been hiding that you could talk this whole time ?” 


Syouma pushes him off, shaking his head. “What? No. Why would I lie about something like 
that?” 


Izuku shakes his head, grabbing at his hair. “I don’t understand...how are you speaking so... 
smoothly?” 


“Pm...not?” 
Izuku looks at him, raising a brow. 


Syouma’s shoulders bob up in a weird shrug, moving his mane around. “I-I’m speaking animal 
tongue, kid. I’m not speaking Japanese.” 


Izuku’s brain buffers. 
“T beg your pardon?” 


Syouma cringes slightly. “You know how animals communicate, right? Through roars, growls, 
etc.?” He looks to the side after Izuku nods. “I’m speaking in that language right this second.” 


“No, you’re not,” Izuku argues. “You can’t be.” 


Syouma sighs. He opens his mouth and struggles for a moment. He attempts to push something out 
from his lips. 


**Y...yes.”’ He hacks, clearly uncomfortable. ‘“‘Am.” It looks like it hurts. 


“Ok ok stop stop,” Izuku says, placing a hand on Syouma’s mouth. “You’re hurting yourself.” He 
lets go, leaning back. He puts his hand to his mouth, rubbing it with confusion and slight horror. 


“T don’t understand....” 


Syouma sits up slightly. “Yeah, kid, me too.” His crocodile tail flops on the ground lightly as he 
looks off to the wall. 


Izuku moves his hand to his temple. “I can’t comprehend how it’s even possible I know what 
you’re saying...how are you even speaking in that language? That’s another question I have.” 


Syouma shrugs again, curling his lip up to show his fangs in a confused manner. ““When...people 
have animal quirks or large mutations, they don't exactly know the tongue of that animal or 
creature unless learned. They don't have to because of the humanity inside them that holds on tight. 
I...I learned back in the pits.” 


Izuku frowns. “Pits?” 


Syouma exhales deeply, exposing some of his lion-like mumbles. “The other prisoners back where 
I escaped from taught me how to communicate with them. Some obtained the skill immediately 
due to their mutation... But most of them had completely lost their ability to speak, like me. It’s 
nothing short of a miracle that we were even able to learn.” He looks to the wall again, his ear 
twitching. “It was for our own survival.” 


Izuku swallows. 


“They weren’t expert teachings...but thankfully animal tongue is easy to learn and pick up. 
Without them, I might have died in that arena.” He looks back at Izuku, eyes full of exhaustion. “T 
never spoke it around anyone but them because I never got the point.” He shrugs again. “It’s like 
trying to talk to your dog. It’s pointless.” 


It’s bizarre hearing a voice from his throat. A clear, deep, male voice. 
A voice. 
He still doesn’t understand. 


“How come you never tried to speak it around Yuma, or even Hiroto?” He watches as Syouma’s 
ears fold down with guilt. “Yuma especially. She can’t speak when she's a full werewolf, and there 
is no doubt she probably understands a little of it.” 


Syouma looks down. “I thought the same thing. But...” His claws flex into the ground gently. 
“They can’t.” 


Izuku’s brows fold down. 


Syouma swallows, moving his ears up a little. His tail twitched. “They never had a need to learn it. 
Things got worse for us when Mortifer realized you were what he needed. No one knew if the day 
they got sent to the labs or the pits would be their last day or not. The experiments and the 
punishments. The need to warn each other. It got worse. Hiroto was a prisoner, he was. But...not 
when it was this bad. They never needed to learn.” 


“But you did...” Izuku mutters. 


Syouma nods slowly. “Fully being able to speak animal tongue was the day I realized I’m never 
going to be normal ever again.” He blinks, inhaling. “It was the day I realized I have to do what I 
have to do to survive.” 


Izuku swallows thickly. He watches as Syouma turns his head and looks at the wall once again. His 
bright eyes scan the pictures and the notes scattered on the desk and the corkboard. They look at 
the jacket hung on the wall. Unworn. 


A piece of Dai’s hair hangs from the hood of the jacket, swaying in the faint draft. 


“She’s there right now, isn’t she...” Izuku says, already knowing the answer. Ever since she was 
taken, he’s always thought there was a small chance she got out. That she's hiding and is safe. 


That nothing bad is happening to her right this second. 


Syouma sighs, dipping his head down. “I’m sorry kid.” There is sincerity in his voice. In his eyes. 
“But once you are taken...there is no getting out.” 


“You got out...” 
Syouma looks at him softly. “I’m not her.” 


Izuku hates that he understands what that means. Syouma was told everything gradually, from Dai 
to the issues they face. And it seems he understands everything all too well. Considering where he 
came from... 


He looks at a picture of Dai on the desk as he sits with his hands by his chest- fiddling with his 
fingers. Fiddling with the ring around his neck. He put the ring on a flexible chain like how Yue 
wears it, fearful that he’d lose or break it if it stayed around his finger. It also makes it easier to 
play with. Hold. 


Stay with him even when he changes. 
“What were you doing in here, Syouma?” He mutters. 


A feline sigh escapes Syouma’s throat. “I wanted to know what she was like. Who she really was.” 
A pause. “I felt that asking was too much.” 


Izuku looks up. Syouma is looking at the same photo as him. His face shows curiosity and sadness. 
He never got to fully meet her, all he saw was her body being dragged down the street. Her 
terrified eyes before she was yanked into the pit of black. 


“If can ask...what was she like, kid?” 


Izuku nods, exhaling slowly from his nose. There is so much to her that he cannot even begin to 
explain. There is more to her than there is to anyone he’s ever known in his life. 


She was the first person to ever care about him. 


He shuts his eyes for a moment. 


“T want you to breathe.” 


Soft fingers touch his skin from in front as he’s guided into a meditation pose. 


“T want you to close your eyes, and I want you to focus on your breathing and only your breathing. 
You are in control.” 


The fingers drag down to his hands and hold them tight. 

“Tt’s just you.” 

The hands leave his skin and move to touch his chest. 

“Breathe. Breathe the breath you were given.” 

“Breathe the emotions and stresses out of your head through each exhale. You are here.” 


Inhaling and exhaling, his body relaxes. No longer focusing on the pressure on his chest, he 
reaches into himself. 


“You are here.” 


“Come on, kid.” 


Izuku huffs, chest rising and falling quickly as he lays on the ground filled to the bone with 
exhaustion. His limbs are weak and his muscles are stressed- everything about this isn’t meant for 
his body. 


He can feel his heart pulse in his chest. 


Dai looks over him with her hands on her hips. Hair tucked in her ponytail with strands falling out 
ever so Slightly, she cocks her head to the side and smiles. 


“I know you’ve got more in you.” 

Izuku exhales a long breath. “I can’t.” He can’t even move his arms. “I can’t do anymore.” 

Dai leans forward. “You can.” She takes her hands off her hips swiftly. “You’re not yacking yet.” 
Izuku shakes his head, feeling worn. There’s a chance he will yack in the next five minutes. 


Dai keeps her smile, never showing any frustration or anger. “We all have our limits and our 
needs. But, sometimes, we need to learn to stress those limits even just a little.” 


“Why? I’m literally dying.” 


Dai chuckles. “It’s good to know when you’re done, but sometimes, the circumstances won’t let 
you be done. That’s where we learn to overcome our pain and our exhaustion and we fight. We 
fight for as long as we can.” 


Izuku looks up at her blinking, grey eyes. Her creased scar and soft smile. 


“You haven’t gotten me down yet, so take that as your circumstance.” She winks, stretching her 
hand out to him. 


He looks up at her, still breathing heavier than normal. He smiles, sitting up slowly and grabbing 
her hand. 


Her grip tightens and she moves to pull him up. “There you go-” 


Izuku yanks her hand and kicks her shin, sending her straight to the ground. She lands on her belly, 
coming Close to nailing her face on the mat. 


Throwing her head up, she blows a piece of hair from her face- frowning. “You little shit.” 
Izuku grabs his stomach and laughs, feeling his muscles tighten. “So that means I’m done, right?” 
Dai’s face relaxes, leading to a smile. She nods her head. 


“Yeah, squirt, you’re done.” 


“T told you not to go left,” Dai mutters as she dabs at Izuku’s dried bloody nose. 
Izuku glares at her, flinching back as she hits a cut by his nose. “Ah...” 


Dai winces. “Sorry honey...” She moves the rag around to a clean spot. “So much for your first 
non-observation mission, huh?” 


“Tt’s ok,” Izuku says through grit teeth. He shrugs. “It was bound to happen.” 


“Still sucks though,” she says quietly as she wipes at the blood some more. “I remember botching 
my first mission.” She tilts her head, focusing on avoiding the cut. “I got a lot more than a bloody 
nose,” she says with a chuckle. 


Izuku smiles, looking at his mentor as she focuses deeply on his wounds. Her brows scrunch 
forward when she’s thinking, always making her appear deeply focused. Her lips part just slightly. 
He looks at her mouth, honing on the scar on her face. 


“T don’t think I ever asked...but where did you get that scar?” he asks, wincing as she dabs the cut 
under his nose again. “It’s pretty nasty.” 


Dai takes the rag off his face, thinking for a moment. It takes her a second before she opens her 
mouth. 


“1 got in a fight with someone with antlers a couple of years back,” she says, placing the rag on 
the counter to her right. She looks up, tracing her fingers on the scar that stretched from her lip to 
her neck. It’s messy and deep- darker and uglier than any scar he ever got. 


“T was...pushing it when its head moved and sliced me pretty badly.” 
“Damn...” Izuku says, keeping his eyes on the scar. 


It makes him think of the scars on his face and body. The gunshot wounds. He unconsciously 
places a couple of fingers on the scar over his eye, feeling the uneven scar tissue. 


Dai grabs his hand, lowering it from his face. Her lips move up into her typical gentle smile. She 
hums like it’s not a big deal. 


“They’re just physical,” she says carefully. “They don’t change who we are.” 


Izuku watches as she reaches for the tiny little med-kit, pulling out a bandaid. 


She sighs as she pulls off the wrapper. “It’s the scars we don’t see that really make a difference...” 
she pauses and reaches forward, placing the bandaid above his lip. She pats it down gently. “They 
aren’t as easy to heal.” 


She sits back, tilting her head. “Sure, my scar is nasty and people stare...but it's the thing that 
caused this scar that really changed me as a person.” 


She turns her head and closes the med-kit. “That’s when we learn from it. It’s when we understand 
it and either move on or seek help.” 


Izuku nods, soaking her words up like a dry sponge. He knows they are important. 


Dai leans forward, placing a finger on his scar. “You’re learning to overcome the words that 
sting. This scar damaged you both physically and mentally, and unfortunately, it’s the mental bit 
that will take the longest to heal. But, you’re learning.” She drags her finger down to his cheek, 
lightly pinching it in a joking manner. “You’re learning pretty fast, kid.” 


“T’m very proud of you. For both that and the mission.” 

“Even though I fucked it up?” Izuku asks, raising a brow. 

“Even though you fucked it up,” Dai says as she rolls her eyes. 

Izuku giggles, pushing her hand away. “I'll do better next time, I promise.” 
Dai nods, continuing to smile. 


“T know you will.” 


“Breathe kid, breathe.” 
Dai’s hands hold each side of his cheeks. She holds him gently, hushing him. 
“Breathe.” 


Izuku’s tears shed uncontrollably down his face as his emotions relapse. He chokes on his breath 
as he tries to comply with her words. 


“You’re ok.” She places a hand behind his head and pulls him into a hug. “You’re ok. Let it out.” 
He grabs her. Holding onto her shirt and trying not to pull at her hair, he squeezes her tight. 


“Let it out.” 


“Play something for me, Yuma,” Dai mutters as she drys off the last plate in the kitchen. 


Izuku stops before he hits the doorway. He leans against the side of the opening, glancing around 
the corner. 


Yuma looks up from her guitar, holding her hands delicately over the strings. 


“Sure,” Yuma hums. “What would you like?” 


“The usual, I’m in a singing mood today,” Dai says with a smile. It’s just the two of them in the 
common room. 


Yuma smiles back, rolling her eyes. “You and your depressing songs.” She shakes her head and 
moves to pick at the strings of her guitar. 


“You’re one to talk.” 
Yuma snorts. 


Izuku doesn’t know her usual, nor has he ever really heard her sing. She doesn’t like to sing in 
front of everyone. But, Dai is a hummer when she’s around people- due to her hatred for dead 
silence. Judging by how smooth each hum is that comes from her throat, he can’t imagine what her 
singing voice sounds like. 


Dai starts by humming. Her hands place the wet towel and dry plate onto the counter slowly. 
Yuma focuses on her strumming, letting her fingers swiftly hold and pick at each cord like its glass. 
Dai opens her mouth. “Do you ever see someone and think ‘wow, God must hate me.”’ 


Izuku’s face relaxes as he fully listens to her voice. Her beautiful, raw voice. Weathered yet 
euphonious. 


Her speaking voice is typically on the rough and strong side, but it still somehow expresses her 
words gently like it’s calculated ever so. It’s demanding but shy. Something he can marvel over for 
hours. 


It just makes her singing voice even more gorgeous. He fully leans against the wall, listening 
carefully. 


““Cause he spent so much time on them and for me, he got lazy?” Dai continues, leaning forward 
on the counter. 


“Got ample mental illness, personality flaws,” she sings, shaking her head with the words. Her 
eyes are closed. “While their only flaw seems to be that they have none at all.” 


Yuma brushes a piece of hair from her face, continuing to string with focus and care. 


“Do you ever see someone and think ‘wow, God must hate me?” She takes a breath, stepping 
back from the counter. 


“T’Il let him take accountability for everything that’s wrong with me.” She pours her heart and 
chest into each word. “Can’t hold myself responsible so I blame the metaphysical.” She walks out 
of the kitchen slowly, holding her hands in front of her delicately. “If Jesus died for all our sins, he 
left one behind, the body I’m in.” 


Yuma looks up from her guitar, smiling at her mentor with the same awe as Izuku right now. 


Dai holds her hands out. “Same hands that made the moon and the stars got carpal tunnel and 
forgot some parts. I don’t know what I believe, but it’s easier to think he made a mistake with me.” 


She hums again, reaching the couch. “Do you ever see someone and think ‘wow, they got lucky?”’ 
She bends down, picking up a blanket that fell to the ground. “The craftsmanship of their bones, 
their brain, and their body.” She folds it carefully, before placing it back on the arm of the couch. 


“When I look into the mirror for too long it hurts, they don’t track how many steps it takes to burn 
off dessert.” Her voice cracks as she stresses her lyrics and holds them close. 


“Do you ever see someone and think ‘wow, they got lucky?”’ 
Izuku plays with his fingers as he continues to lean against the wall and listen. 


“T’Il let him take accountability for everything that’s wrong with me. Can’t hold myself 
responsible, so I blame the metaphysical.” Her voice stresses more and more as she puts more 
energy into her breathing. Izuku peaks around the corner again to see Dai standing in the room 
with her eyes shut. 


“Tf Jesus died for all our sins, he left one behind, the body I’m in.” She moves her hands to her 
chest again, gripping her shirt. “Same hands that made the moon and the stars got carpal tunnel 
and forgot some parts.” 


Izuku turns back around, fully leaning his back against the wall. He can feel the emotions behind 
each word that slips from her mouth. 


He shuts his eyes. 


“I don’t know what I believe, but it’s easier to think he made a mistake with me.” 


“How do you do it, Dai?” Izuku’s mom asks, holding a small glass of wine in her hand. She swirls 
it gently, sitting comfortably on her couch. “You’re always so...calm.” 


Izuku walks out of the kitchen for a moment, listening quietly to their conversation. 
“Patience,” Dai responds, taking a sip of her own glass slowly. 


Something hard smacks into the side of Izuku’s head, sending him flailing to the ground. He slams 
against the hardwood, groaning. Looking at what the hell just assaulted him, he finds a wooden 
spoon Sitting in his lap. 


He doesn’t even need to know who threw it before he yells. 
“Yuma!! What the fuck!!” 
“Don’t walk away from me, you ass! We aren’t done with this conversation!” 


He stares at the kitchen, dumbfounded. She’s just trying to start a fight. And over sibling roles, 
nonetheless. “You are so dumb!” 


Dai looks over at him before taking a long sip of her wine. “Lots of patience.” 
Izuku’s mom looks at him with an open mouth. “Watch your mouth, Izuku.” 


Izuku cringes, shrugging at his mom before picking up the spoon. He stands up and charges 
towards the kitchen. 


“Yuma!!” 


He hears a yelp in the kitchen followed by a pot crashing to the ground. 


Dai facepalms. “Dear god...” 


Izuku runs into the kitchen, holding the spoon in his hands like a madman. He winds around the 
corner, watching Yuma crawl on top of the fridge like some fucking sugar-hyped toddler. 


“Are you on crack?!” He screams, holding his hands out. “Get off the fridge!” 


“Make me!” She screeches, voice cracking. He can see a smile on her face- the same joking smile 
she uses whenever she’s trying to have fun. Trying to cease her boredom. 


Izuku stares at her. He blinks. 

“Ok.” 

Her face drops as she realizes what’s about to come. 

Izuku looks over to the kitchen table, grabbing a not so ripe banana from the fruit bowl. 


“No no NO! Not while I’m up here!” She frantically attempts to get off the fridge, jumping to the 
counter to its right. 


Izuku winds his arm back before throwing the banana at full force, smacking Yuma across the 
face. 


“FUCK!” She screams, flailing her body before slamming against the counter. She reaches her 
hands out for something to keep her from falling to the ground. Her hand grabs a pot. 


Her and the pot crash to the ground. 

Izuku rolls his eyes, crossing his arms. “The fridge? ? Seriously? You’re acting like a damn cat.” 
Yuma stares up at him, clutching the pot close. “How dare you.” 

Izuku hears Dai and his mom in the living room, muttering quietly. 

“Excuse me for a second, Inko...” 

Izuku feels something vibrate in his back pocket. 

Confused, he reaches for his phone and pulls it out. He stares at the screen. 

Dai sent him a text. 

It’s a flip flop emoji. 

His eyes widen. 


“Oh no-” An object slams against the back of his skull. A noise resembling a squawk squeaks from 
his mouth before he falls straight to the ground. 


Izuku looks up, seeing Yuma snicker from her spot on the ground in the corner of his eye. 
“Not a word...” he mutters through grit teeth. 
“Mmm,” Dai says from the hall as if she remembered something. 


“Shoes also help, Inko. If you were curious.” 


Yuma snorts before belting out a laugh. 


And Izuku can’t help but do the same. 


A wet nose bumps Izuku, opening his eyes. 
“You alright, kid?” Syouma asks, backing up. 
Izuku nods, sighing. He places a hand in his hair, dragging it slowly. 


“Dai was...” he clears his throat. “... Js one of the softest people I have ever met.” He takes a 
moment to really process his memories. Understand them. “She’s funny, caring, and probably one 
of the most stubborn people I have ever met.” 


The corner of Syouma’s mouth lifts into a smile. 


“She took me in and treated me like her son.” He smiles, bringing his hand from his hair to his 
necklace. He holds it tight. “And I owe everything to her.” 


Syouma exhales, looking to the side. His smile drops and his eyes overt from his hands. The ring. 
Parts of his mane get tangled in his horns. “I’m sorry, kid.” 


Izuku shakes his head. “Don’t be. She wouldn’t want that.” 
It’s quiet for a moment. 


Syouma looks back to him, whiskers twitching. He breaks the pause with another exhale. “If there 
is one thing I learned in hell...” 


Izuku keeps his fingers on the smooth silver in his fingers. 
“The strongest are the only ones that can survive. The only ones that can make it work.” 


Izuku watches as he lifts his head back up, showing the same awkward smile from before. “I have 
no doubt she’ Il be alright. Truly.” 


Izuku takes a breath from his nose, smiling at the chimera. 


They share a moment of silence. Of understanding. The awkward, yet rewarding silence that comes 
after a long conversation. 


They sit like this for a moment. 

Unfortunately for Izuku though, the silence will have to stop. 
“T still don’t think I understand.” 

Syouma sits up, tilting his head. “Understand what?” 


Izuku sighs, placing a couple of fingers on his temple. “ How I’m talking to you right now.” He’ll 
admit, he enjoys speaking with the lion, but it doesn’t help alleviate his confusion and clear worry 
that something weird is happening. “Don’t get me wrong, it’s relieving to be able to speak clearly 
with you, but...” 


More specifically, to him. 
Syouma opens his mouth but Izuku holds up a finger. 


“I know you said how you’re speaking it,” he says, shaking his head. “But you never said how I’m 
listening to it.” 


Syouma opens his mouth, but he stops. He shuts his mouth, thinking. 
The muscle over his eyes scrunches downward, moving the whiskers on his forehead. 


Then, like he was put into a trance, everything relaxes. And not the kind of relaxation that comes 
from realizing everything is ok. 


But the kind of relaxation that happens when you realize nothing at all, is ok. 


Syouma looks at him as if he’s been regretting asking this. “Kid...did your quirk mutate again by 
chance?” 


Izuku looks at Syouma. His numb face. His clear horrible realization. 
“yes,” he says quietly. “Yes, it did.” He doesn’t want to admit it, but it did. 
It definitely did. 

Syouma exhales a haunted breath, standing to his paws and hooves suddenly. 
“Syouma, what is it?” 

Syouma stares at him, unwilling to speak. 


“Syouma.” 


“Your quirk...” Syouma says, muttering. "I listened to Mortifer as he spoke of you. You're...you're 
different than everyone else. Stronger." 


Izuku pauses everything. Even his breath. 
Syouma shakes his head, looking straight at Izuku. 


“You're at stage three...” His head shakes again, only slower this time. “And because your quirk is 
so much...more concentrated than mine and the others...” 


Whatever stage three is to him...whatever it means... 


“You can understand me because you’re starting to lose the humanity that holds your quirk like a 
leash.” 


It puts a sicker feeling inside Izuku than when he was impaled straight through the spine. 


“You're starting to lose your mind.” 


Izuku walks out of Dai’s room as if he’s on autopilot. 


Standing up and walking out, he feels the fuzziness in his brain turn to an explosive static-like from 
his nightmares. Syouma doesn’t stop him when he leaves, keeping his normal solemn facial 


expression as he watches Izuku step out. He knows. 


Izuku knows there is nothing he can do. He can’t slow the mutation and he can’t predict it. Yue 
tried. 


She tried multiple times. 


He knows that this was bound to happen and that eventually, he had to come to terms with it. But 
that doesn’t mean it doesn’t hurt any less. 


He walks slowly to the common room, unaware if everyone came back from their mission or not. 
He walks without a thought in his head, only feeling and hearing the pressure of the fuzz in his 
brain. In his skull. 


The whispering of the beast doesn’t come, nor does it pester or hum. Growl or scratch at his mind. 
It’s silent for the first time. 


He enters the common room, finding no one but himself. He inhales and exhales like his life 
depends on it the minute he enters the room. He was holding his breath that whole time. 


Swallowing he sits himself down in the middle of the floor, feeling and holding the cold flooring 
under him. He inhales. 


He exhales. 

He shuts his eyes and repeats. Crossing his legs he places his hands on his knees and he breathes. 
“You are here.” 

He breathes. 

“You are here.” 

He breathes. 

And everything goes quiet. 

Ejjiro practically marches out of the classroom he stood in for questioning, some of his classmates 
trailing behind. Everyone was split into different rooms to speed things up. Thank god honestly. He 
was about to implode if he spent another hour here. His fists curled into balls and his quirk 


practically on the verge of making itself visible, it takes every single atom of willpower inside his 
body to not turn around and deck every single person in his class. 


Now he's starting to understand why Bakugou gets so damn pissed all the time. Everyone around 
him at this moment is idiotic and it’s almost impressive at this given point. 


“Kirishima...man...”” Kaminari mutters from behind. “Talk to us.” 


Eijiro stops, whipping his head around. “I don’t want to hear a word from you.” He looks at 
everyone behind him. Hagakure, Mineta, Ojiro, Sato, Koda, and Mina. “ Any of you.” 


“Tam on your side here, Kirishima,” Ojirou says, taking a step forward. “I don’t want this for 
Midoriya just as much as you so please take a breath and let us have a civil conversation for once 
today.” 


Eijiro opens his mouth. 


Mina looks at Eijiro with pain. “I understand why you’re angry, dude. I’m with Ojiro and I have 
been since the beginning. But this situation is literally fucked and things won’t budge if you just 
walk away. Can you please talk to us?” 


Angry isn’t even close. “I’m not talking to any of you until I know he’s ok.” 


“T honestly don’t want to hear it,” Mineta says from the back, making everyone creak their heads 
down. “We are all tired of being dragged into this bullshit and I am honestly tired of excuses.” 


Mina pinches the bridge of her nose, growling. “Ok, you know what. You’re done.” She points 
down at their classmate. “You are done.” 


Eyjiro rolls his eyes, groaning. He turns around and walks away, not even wanting to stick around 
and listen to this. 


“Kirishima!” Kaminari yells. “You can’t walk away from this. Everyone is involved now.” 


“T think I can, Kaminari.” He keeps walking, not even turning his head to look at them. “I have a 
friend I need to help. Because, you know, that’s what friends do.” 


“Give us a break, man,” Sato stresses. “Shit happened and now we are facing the consequences. 
Midoriya is a criminal and we are partially to blame for his position and suffering. What do you 
want us to do? Huh? It’s not like we have options.” 


“Jesus Christ, Sato,” Mina curses. 


“Honestly...I don’t understand why we have to be dragged into Midoriya’s issues just because we 
have our own opinions,” Hagakure voices. “I’m sorry, Kirishima, but you getting pissy isn’t 
helping anyone’s case.” 


“Fucking hell!” Mina yells, throwing her hands in the air. “Ok, now /’m mad at you guys. That 
was so uncalled for.” 


“And what about All Might? Hm?” Mineta chirps again, this time making Eijiro turn around. “The 
guy is in the hospital. He is in the ER getting his hand-stitched back on because a fifteen-year-old 
almost bit it off. This is RIDICULOUS!!” 


Eijiro feels his knuckles crack. 


“All of this is not even debatable, Kirishima. Call me a shitty person but I’m not feeling pity for a 
maniac like that.” 


“Oh my GOD!” Ojiro and Mina yell, astounded. 
Without even thinking about it twice, Eijiro reaches down and grabs Mineta by the collar. 


“And he could have chewed you like a tick tack, yet here you still are, yapping your fucking mouth 
off.” He lifts his feet off the ground with minimal effort, getting the back of the head thought that 
throwing him wouldn’t even be a chore. His jaw creaks as he grinds his teeth together. 


“Woah-” Kaminari backs up. 


“Stop!!” Another voice comes in. 


Eijiro looks up from Mineta. 


“M-midoriya wouldn’t want this. No one does,” Koda says, practically shaking in his shoes. 
“You’re all tearing each other apart!” 


Everyone stands still, surprised by the energy from Koda. The volume coming from Koda. Or more 
specifically, the literal voice coming from his throat that no one could have ever expected. 


“Uh-huh, and what exactly do you have to say?” Mineta fails to shut his mouth. “You’ve been 
quiet all day.” 


“N-none of you understand..I-I...” he says, sounding like he’s coming close to tears. “M- 
midoriya...” He shivers, looking down at his twiddling hands. “I could...I could feel everything 
coming from him. I-I could hear everything coming f-from him.” 


“T-I have never felt so much pain from an animal before in my life.” He looks back up. He shakes 
his head, swallowing. “Ever.” 


Eijiro opens his mouth. 

Something screams from afar, clamping his mouth shut. 
BOOM!! 

Everyone stands alert- startled. Koda squeaks, still shaking. 


Eijiro’s head snaps to the side, looking down the hall. The floor just barely shakes and he can 
smell a familiar, sweet, smokey scent. 


“Bakugou! Stop!!” 
Eijiro drops Mineta to the ground before making his way towards the yelling. 


He and his classmates walk around the corner quickly and the first thing Eijiro’s eyes come into 
contact with is Bakugou holding Sero by the shirt, shoving him against the wall. 


Hm. 
Love to see they have something in common. 


Uraraka, Yaoyorozu, Aoyama, and Shoji are standing around them in a weird clump. From their 
body language and facial expressions, they appear to be shocked. Confused. 


There are hints of soot and burn damage on the floor under them. Like fresh snow. 
“Let go of me, man!” Sero struggles behind Bakugou’s grasp. 


Bakugou growls, grinding his teeth. He leans in close to Sero’s face. “Not until you eat your 
fucking words.” 


Yaoyorozu tries to walk up and separate the two. “Bakugou, let him go. This isn’t helping.” 


Bakugou turns his head, glaring at her. She yelps, backing up a step. Nervous, her head turns and 
she notices Eijiro and his part of the class. 


She relaxes. “Oh thank god- Kirishima please help.” 


Eijiro looks at her and then Bakugou and Sero. Then back to her. 

“What did he say?” he asks. 

op 

“What did he say?” he repeats himself, sounding more demanding than the first time. 


Sero groans, shoving Bakugou off while he’s distracted. “I said that all of this is bull shit, 
Kirishima.” 


Bakugou’s hands clench, creating a pop and crack. 

Uraraka puts her hands up. “Ok, that’s enough .” 

Aoyama rubs his arm uncomfortably as she looks at everyone. 

“What the hell is wrong with all of you?!” She yells, shaking her head. 
Sero opens his mouth, ready to spit something when someone cuts him off. 


“What in god's name is going on?!” lida yells, rounding the corner. Todoroki, Jirou, Tokoyami, 
and Tsuyu are on his tail, equally confused as Iida. 


Welp, the gang’s all here. 
“Take a wild guess, four eyes,” Bakugou snarks. 


Everyone clumps together awkwardly, making it worse for Eijiro who already is sick to his 
stomach from being around his classmates. 


Uraraka places her hands behind her head, clearly annoyed. “Ok, who all here has an issue?” 
Everyone stares at her. 
She stares back, more irritated than before. 


“Who has a fucking issue?” She repeats herself, waving her hands around. “Because clearly, we 
need to talk this out.” 


Sero speaks up. “That’s a question I’d like to ask too. It’s obvious none of you have the decent 
common sense to realize you’re siding with a criminal.” 


Everyone turns to look at him. Todoroki and Bakugou look like they are about to wring his neck 
like a wet cloth. To be honest, Eijiro wouldn’t be surprised if he looked like that too. 


“Ok, hang on a minute-” Uraraka holds her hand up but is interrupted. 


“Better yet,” Sero continues. “You’re siding with the said criminal who is the most wanted and 
most dangerous one in Japan at this moment. And you’ re screaming at your class like a bunch of 
psychos. Do you think we are wrong for thinking like this? We are training to be heroes for Christ 
sake-” 


Jirou’s jaw drops. “Dude holy shit you’re making this so much worse. Do you hear yourself right 
now?” 


“Sero, that is highly inappropriate for god’s sake-” Iida scowls. 


“Oh my god you just love hearing yourself talk, don’t you?” Bakugou snaps. “Why else do you 
think Deku was a piece of shit in class? You clearly don’t have a brain to connect it.” 


“Wh-” 


Bakugou puts a finger up. “Nope. You don’t deserve to run your mouth.” His lip is curled in a 
disgusted manner, showing off his bared teeth. “You disgust me. All of you that speak ill of that 
damn nerd is the reason he acts how he acts. You are the reason he suffers. All of you that call him 
a monster and a freak is no fucking hero material and no matter how much you try to say 
otherwise, you dig yourself into a deeper pit.” 


Everyone stays silent and Sero stares at him, wide-eyed. 
Woah. 


“Tt makes me sick to think that I acted like you. Do you seriously think you can be a hero with a 
shitty mindset like that? You saying that is like saying anyone with a scary mutation quirk isn’t 
hero material. Is a disgusting freak.” 


“That’s not-” 
Shoji, Tokoyami, and Mina’s faces contort to something of discomfort. 


“Not what?” Bakugou practically snaps his teeth together like a feral dog. “Think about it, tape 
face, you and everyone that sides with your opinion is a disgrace to the hero commission and this 
school. People like you are the reason this fucking society is so hell-bent on keeping everything 
perfect and stereotypically normal while those that don’t fit that label rot in jail or the streets. How 
does it feel to make someone feel so shitty about themselves that they are fully convinced they 
don’t have a shot in this damn school? [ll give you a hint, you should feel disgusting. All of you 
should feel fucking disgusting! ” 


Bakugou is left huffing, staring daggers into Sero’s eyes. 
Everyone blinks, even Eijiro. 

Damn. That was new. 

Sero stares at him, mouth open and body still. 


There is a huff, only from someone else. An irritated huff. “You screaming doesn’t help convince 
any of us that we are in the wrong, Bakugou. How do we know that you aren’t just covering for 
your friend? Hm?” Mineta says, straining his neck to look up at the blonde. “Any of you.” He 
points to Eijiro, Todoroki, and Iida. “Unless you have strict proof that he didn’t murder his first 
victim on purpose, I won’t change my opinion.” 


A few of the class look like they hate what he says but unfortunately agree. 


Ejjiro is ready to open his mouth and include himself in this argument when Bakugou inhales, 
holding his breath in his chest. He crouches down to Mineta’s eye level calmly. Quietly. 


It’s a knife to the spine. 


“If you really fucking want your proof...The day Deku killed the sludge villain, I was there. I was 


the hostage.” 

Mineta’s face drops. 

A pin could be dropped. 

Eijiro can see Sero and Sato swallow. He can see Tsuyu staring down at the floor. 
He can see almost everyone feel a part of themselves die. 


“T thought I was going to die. I thought that slime was going to kill me as it suffocated me with its 
body. After being pulled out, I sat in Deku’s mouth with his teeth poking into my ribs, thinking he 
would bite me in half. I could feel death knocking on my fucking door as his acid pooled 
dangerously close to my skin.” He keeps his words smooth, almost delicate. It’s absolutely 
terrifying. Eijiro feels a chill drag down his back like a cold finger. 


“He didn’t kill me that day. He had all the opportunities too and all the fucking motives. But he 
dropped me to the ground and I watched him tear into a villain no hero could touch. I watched him 
fucking cry as he lost control and melted the villain into goddamn soup. I watched him cry and 
tuck his tail like a scared puppy as All Might punched him so hard he almost broke his jaw. I 
watched him get thrown into a police van like trash. And all I could think as I sat on the burnt 
fucking concrete was ‘I almost died today. But I didn’t because of that monster.” 


Bakugou narrows his eyes. “I hated his fucking guts and thought he was a psycho for killing 
someone so viciously .” 


Mineta looks at him, face draining to a pale white. 

“But that was until he told me that that was the day his quirk fully manifested.” 
Everything goes silent, more than before, even the air. 

“Oh, sweet Jesus...” Yaoyorozu mutters, covering her mouth. 


Bakugou blinks slowly, looking around the class. “Instead of having the damn support he needed 
from his family while he experienced a hell-on-earth transformation, he was beaten, screamed at, 
and thrown into a fucking van headed straight to Tartarus.” 


Everyone looks at Bakugou like they are going to be sick. 

Bakugou looks at Mineta once more before standing fully to his feet. 

“What fucking choice did he have?” He says, sneering at Sero and Mineta. 

Everyone stands silent. 

Whatever that was that just came out of Bakugou’s mouth... 

That was not something anyone expected. 

Bakugou shakes his head before turning and walking towards Eijiro, Todoroki, and Iida. 
“I’m done here,” he says, glancing at all of them before walking past. 


Eyjiro looks at the class, the horrified class, before sighing and turning around. 


“Yeah, I am too.” 

He follows Bakugou. And so do Todoroki and Iida. 

They’ re all done here. 

Naomasa looks at Aizawa with a blank face. His face has been blank from the beginning of his 
story till the end. Like any facial expression was slapped off. From the moment he was told there is 


someone so...It’s hard to express emotions when it’s revealed that everything isn’t as it seems. 
That someone so horrible was under his nose for years. At least for him. 


The hallway is quiet as only they stand close to the wall. 


Aizawa rubs his eyes with one hand, sighing with exhaustion. “I...understand this is a lot, but I 
hope you are able to understand that a fifteen-year-old kid has been dealing with this burden almost 
all on his own.” He looks at Naomasa with tired eyes. Frustrated, tired eyes. Like a father who is 
doing all he can. “And I need you to know that this is beyond serious.” 


Naomsa snaps out of it, blinking. He shakes his head, raising his hands to his face. 
“Aizawa...what the fuck?” 
Aizawa takes a step forward, placing both his hands on Naomasa’s shoulders. 


“You can’t make this public. You can’t say a word. Not about the kid and certainly not about him. 


” 


Naomasa blinks again, trying to process what he’s saying. ““Aizawa-what-” 


Aizawa squeezes his shoulders. “This man is a threat and things will only get worse if there is 
public knowledge. We will never find him. Innocent people will be killed.” He shakes his head, 
looking to the side. His voice is hushed- soft. “He’s been injecting people all over the city and he 
will do everything in his power to get the kid in his dirty fucking hands- Tsukauchi no one can 
know .” 


“Aizawa it is my job-” 


“Enough with the ‘it is my job’ fucking bullshit. I’m done with that,” Aizawa raises his voice 
above a whisper- rasping his words. “This is beyond that and a child is involved. You need to think 
outside your profession for one minute and realize that I am telling this to you because we have no 
other option. We simply are running out of time.” 


Naomasa stands with his mouth open. 
Aizawa lets him go. 


“Tell all your officers to not speak of this.” He sighs, combing a hand through his hair as he adjusts 
his stance. He looks out the window. “Figure things out with Toshinori and get him off the damn 
kid’s back because he has enough on his plate.” 


Wiss” 
“For once, Tsukauchi” Aizawa turns his head. “Think about the other side of things.” 


Naomasa opens his mouth to argue, to convince him that there is a better solution to this issue. 


But... 

He shuts his mouth, sighing. 

Seeing the eyes of that child...the truth... 

He felt sick to his stomach. More than when he saw his first stab wound victim years ago. 
“Pll do what I can.” 


Aizawa stares at him with a wary eye before nodding. His unwashed hair bobs with it’s 
movements, duetting with his exhausted eye bags. “Ok.” He turns his head to look down. He takes 
a moment to himself before exhaling a long breath. He rubs his eyes and then mouth, dragging his 
hand down his face. “I...” He sniffs, expressing more of his exhaustion. 


Naomasa looks at him, understanding. He nods. 


“Go. We’ll speak later,” he says, reaching out a hand and patting his shoulder. “I’m sure that kid 
needs you more than anything.” 


Aizawa looks at him, nodding with him. “I’m serious, Tsukauchi...”’ He mutters as he backs out of 
his touch, turning to walk down the hall. “Not a word.” He walks down the hall, leaving Naomasa 
where they stood. 


Quiet. It’s always too quiet when he’s left in this circumstance. All that can be heard are the 
thoughts thumping through his skull, and his heart doing the same in his ribs. 


The door to Naomasa’s left creaks open. His eyes barely glance over, keeping his body still. 


“So it seems many more are aware...” Nezu’s cooing voice taunts Naomasa. “I'd be prepared if I 
were you, Naomasa.” 


He clicks his tongue. He keeps his eyes forward. “And it seems you focused on everything but the 
health of your students.” 


He turns his head, looking at the bear this time. 

“Once again.” 

He turns away from the principal, swishing his coattail as he walks down the hall. 

“T’ll be sure to see you in the chaos, Nezu.” 

Yue holds her bag close to her body, clutching the handles tightly. She doesn’t exactly like it when 


she has to go clear across town to get supplies, especially when it starts to get dark like now. But, 
it’s her only option. It’s been her only option. 


It’s not like she can get good supplies off damn Amazon, or anyone professional for that matter. 
No one really tends to show favor towards sketchy snakes who seek needles and drugs. 


Thankfully most don’t recognize her, considering how common it is for reptile quirks out in the 
south district. And, most have been helped by her hands through the years here- it would be quite 
discomposing if any turned on her. But that doesn’t exactly help her paranoia. One of her hands 
raises and adjusts the mask on her face. 


She conceals herself with a hoodie and masks most of the time when she’s out, even at night. Even 
when it’s so quiet in this part of the city. You never know, especially now when times have been 
harder. 


Yue exhales, feeling her hot breath against the mask on her face. 


She wasn’t happy to leave Midoriya today, either. He doesn’t need to be alone, more so with the 
newest developments with his identity. 


Yue looks to the side, scanning the quiet streets. 


At least Syouma’s there...even though speaking isn’t a strong suit of his. His company is always 
appreciated. 


Something loud crashes. 
“AH!” 


She flinches and stops in the middle of the sidewalk. Her grasp on the bag almost falters. She waits 
for a moment, looking around for the source of the yell and metallic crash. 


She swallows, feeling her fangs quiver inside her mouth. 


“HELP!!” The higher-pitched scream echoes through the quiet streets and Yue doesn’t even waste 
a moment. 


She turns her body and presses off into a run, straight into the alley system to her right. It doesn’t 
take long for her eyes to find a body on the ground, limp. 


Shit. 


Dropping her bag to the ground, she skids to the ground and immediately presses her finger on the 
neck of the young female on the ground. 


Heartbeat...steady...slow breathing... 


Yue’s eyes scan the body for any wounds or signs of assault. She’s clearly young...her clothes 
aren’t in good condition and she demonstrates signs of sleep deprivation and exhaustion. The pale 
skin and weak limbs- 


Her finger finds something wet. Narrowing her eyes, she looks back at her head. Blood found itself 
onto her fingertips, just barely. Wet and sticky- warm- it’s not good. Head injury? 


Biting the inside of her mouth nervously, she wipes the blood on her skin and finds a tiny hole on 
the side of her neck, right where the sweet spot is. 


It doesn’t take long for Yue to feel her face go numb. 
Something creaks. Like gravel under a shoe. 
And it doesn’t take much longer for her to dodge something flying fast at the back of her skull. 


Leaping to the side, she watches a blade shank itself into the asphalt in front of her- too close to the 
woman. And too close to her. 


Rolling forward, she quickly turns her body and presses a hand onto the ground in a ready position. 


Low and careful. If she had a tail, it would be swishing side to side- like a dorsal fin of a shark. 
Keeping her stance balanced. 


Her lip curls up and she can feel her hood try and make an appearance beneath her hoodie. She 
steadies her breath... 


Footsteps make her body stiffen. 


Out from the darkness, the shadow from the wall, a masked figure steps out. Their hand flips a 
new, shiny blade with carelessness. 


“Oh, Medicus...” they say calmly, tilting their head. They are wearing all black with a hood and 
mask- everything about them is concealed besides their neutral voice. “You’re a long way from 
home, aren’t you?” 


If Yue had a tongue right now...it would be ripping through her mask with irritation. 
She curls her fingers inward, scraping her nails against the ground loudly. 


The masked figure sighs, stepping closer. From the limited light in the alley, she can already tell 
they are one of his . 


Her eyes glance at the woman. 
It only makes sense. 
Her heart rate skyrockets. 


“You were the last one I expected, nor did I intend for you to see that,” they say, looking at the 
woman as well. “But here we are.” 


Yue feels a bitter hiss try and crawl its way up her throat from her gut. 


“Boss won’t be happy with the interference...” They glance at the blade in their hand. “But it'll 
balance once I get someone from your group...” They look up at her. “Removed.” Their hips move 
to the other side. “Or, well,” they chuckle. “Another one, at least.” 


Yue feels something in her chest snap like a wet branch. Her hood springing out and knocking her 
hoodie off her head, she pulls down her mask and unleashes a god-awful hiss from deep within her 
chest. Her fangs make an appearance, practically spraying saliva. 


The masked being chuckles slightly before violently flicking their arm, releasing the blade 
quickly. 


Yue tilts her head to the side, letting the knife stick itself into the brick behind her. She stands to 
her feet and runs full force towards the threat. 


Quickly, they reach to their side and whip out a small black pistol. 
Bang 
Bang 
Bang 


Yue skids side to side, dodging each bullet barley. She can hear metal clang and asphalt scrape as 


each shot is fired. 
Bang 


Yue ducks before swinging her leg up and around, knocking the gun from their hands. It slaps to 
the ground with a clack and the masked being snarls with anger. 


She sneers, letting out a strangled, frustrated yell as she winds her arm back for a punch. Her throat 
hurts from the strain. 


They grab her wrist as soon as it comes close, and with a short huff, they yank Yue towards them 
with aggression. 


Before she can be punched in the gut or worse, Yue growls and jumps, planting her foot on the wall 
behind them. Pushing up and out from the faded brick, she twists her wrist so their elbow faces up 
and she lands straight on their arm. 


Crack. 


“AAAAAAHHG!!” They scream with everything in their chest as Yue lands on the ground, almost 
losing balance. 


Face beet red and arm bent a completely unnatural way, they swivel their body to the side to grab 
at her. 


But she’s not there anymore. 


The sound of their breathing becomes aggressive, faster. Like each breath is being forced through 
clenched teeth. 


“Ohohohooo my fucking god he said you were a piece of shit but I didn’t believe him,” they groan, 
holding their arm in pain. They choke out a short, pained laugh. “You really are a snake .” 


Yue keeps herself low, following the shadow behind them. Her breath stays shallow and her focus 
strong. 


Stay out of sight... 

They stand straight, glancing to the side. “I think I’m gonna enjoy this.” 
Yue holds her breath as they grip onto their arm tighter, pulling down. 
She almost vomits. 


Sounding like a rotten vegetable being stepped on, they completely yank off their arm in a slimy, 
bloody mess. 


Blood splatters, landing on her shirt and face. Yue stands still, eyes bulging from her skull as they 
hold their limp, broken arm up to their face. They hum before throwing the arm to the ground with 
a wet squish. 


“Come out come out...” they hush as their arm slowly grows back. The bone then muscle, tendons, 
and skin- each part winds and ties itself together like a disgusting puzzle. 


New and covered in slime, they shake their arm out before flexing it. “Let’s make this interesting.” 


Yue swallows, keeping her body lower. 

Nothing about this is good. Better yet, things just got worse. 

They look around, eyes squinted and mouth pushed to a slight smile. They search for her. 
Exhaling softly, Yue reaches out. 

And this person is really really irritating. 

Her hand grabs their ankle, yanking with all her might. 

“SHi-” Flailing forward, they head straight for the ground. 


Yue quickly moves, spinning her body and landing a harsh blow with her foot to their face before 
they land. 


They land to the ground uncomfortably. 
Yue huffs before backing away once again. 


Quickly pressing up in a push-up, they chuckle, spitting a wad of spit to the ground. “No wonder 
people don’t like to fuck with you...” 


She raises her lip as she watches them rise to their feet. They raise a hand to their mouth, wiping 
away a dribble of spit from their lips. 


“That devil taught a snake how to fight.” 


Yue bares her teeth, letting a hiss slip from her lips. Springing to her feet, she slams her fist against 
their skull. 


Stumbling forward, they snap their head back only to get another blow to the cheek. 
Over and over Yue batters the fuck out of them before they even have the chance to find her. 


She keeps her teeth clenched as her fists connect with skin and bone- aching her knuckles and 
fingers. 


Through each blow, Yue can hear Dai’s voice start to ring and echo in her brain. Over and over. 


“So you’re the doctor on the streets everyone talks about.” 


Yue looks up from her crouched position, holding a small medkit inside a trashed tent meant for 
the injured. The injured souls who can’t afford hospitals, yet still get caught in hero and villain 
crossfires. Some come close to death, yet still are left to fade away with the rats in the alleys. 


The system will never stop being fucked. 
She nods, zipping up the bag. 


A tall woman with long black hair stares at her, head tilted. There is a nasty, blood-covered 
bandage on her face and neck. 


Yue points to it, moving her hand to unzip the bag again. 


The woman shakes her head, crouching down. She grabs Yue’s hand, shocking her a little. 
“T didn’t come here for help, but to actually offer my help instead.” 


Yue looks at her like she grew another head. She pulls her hand out from the grasp, shaking her 
head. 


People who want to volunteer don’t typically approach her like this. 
The woman smiles. 

Her hands move out. 

“IT know you can’t speak,” she signs. 

Yue’s eyes widen. 

“How did you-” she starts to sign but it cut off. 


“IT know a lot about you, Yue Agawa,” the woman speaks. Her head tilts the other way and her 
eyes glance at the ripped clothes on Yue’s body. “More specifically your cause...and your 
situation.” 


Yue narrows her eyes, moving her head to her medkit. 


“My business is not yours.” she signs, side-eyeing the woman. “If you aren’t here to volunteer, I’d 
like you to leave.” 


“Td like to offer you a place to stay.” 
Yue turns her head. 
“Excuse me?” 


The woman sighs. “I know you practically live in these, my dear. Not to mention I know you know 
the police aren’t exactly fond of the illegal medical treatments you like to set up around town.” 


If Yue had a tongue, she’d click it with annoyance. Instead, she shakes her head and rolls her 
eyes. 


“That’s not your problem.” Her hands get snappy as she signs. 
“It doesn’t have to be.” A hand grabs her shoulder. “I know what it feels like.” 
Yue narrows her eyes. “And what exactly do you know?” She signs aggressively. 


“That it’s not fun being alone,” the woman says, squeezing her shoulder. “And...” she looks to the 
side, eyeing the few people laying on the ground of the tent. “The world is an unfair place for 
people who just want to help.” Her grey eyes flash a slight red for a moment. “People like us.” 


Yue looks at her. She looks at her soft facial expressions and fearless stature. Her motherly aura. 
“Who...exactly are you?” She asks, continuing to look her up and down. 
The woman smiles again, only this time it’s sadder. 


“I’m someone who’s made a lot of mistakes, Yue.” 


Yue screams, sloppily throwing her fist towards the side of the masked person’s face. 


Only, before her fist makes contact with skin again, a hand shoots out and grabs her by the throat. 
She halts, squeaking as the hand squeezes tight. 


“God...” their head shakes with irritation. “You’re fucking brutal .” They squeeze tighter, holding 
her up slightly. 


Yue wheezes, grabbing at their arm and hand with panic coursing through her veins. 
“T think I like you better than that damn werewolf.” 

Yue’s face scrunches with anger. 

“We could use someone like you.” 

Yue is getting sick of this. Quite literally. 

Straining her neck, Yue opens her mouth and extends her fangs. 

She sinks her fangs into the top of their hand. 

“Fuck!” They yell, letting her go. 


Yue gasps, dropping to the ground. Grabbing her throat, her teary eyes look up at the asshole who 
is now holding their hand in pain. 


They grab their wrist and yank it off with the same grotesque process as last time, walking up and 
kicking Yue in the face. 


Yue flies back, yelping. She grabs her nose and winces, feeling every nerve in her face throb. 
She can feel a hand grab the back of her shirt and yank her up and off the ground. 


“If only you were a real snake...” They lift her up and bring their head close to her ear holes. “You 
may be able to hold your own...but you are actually quite useless with that power in a fight.” 


Yue feels her teeth grind and her fangs start to poke against her lip. 
She huffs. 


Grabbing their hand that’s behind her neck, she lifts her legs and presses them against their body. 
Pushing them off her, she drops to the ground and immediately scrambles to her feet. 


She groans with frustration and exhaustion. 


Before they can fully regain their balance, Yue takes off in a sprint. Reaching their feet, she 
crouches down and spins, swiping their feet from under them. But, before they can land to the 
ground with a bang, she grabs their shirt. 


Hood up and teeth bared, she moves her head close to theirs. 
My power is not as useless as you think... 


Like a bullet being shot from a gun, she snaps her head forward and sinks her teeth into their flesh 


vampire style. 

They gasp as Yue shoots more than a normal amount of “venom’” into their veins. 
But sometimes, things don’t go according to plan. 

More so, when you’re Yue. 


Two hands come towards her. One grabs her chest and the other comes to her face, she listens to 
the anger bubbling in their voice. 


Grabbing one of the fangs lodged in their neck, they yank. 


Yue’s eyes fly open as she moves her head back. The hand on her fang tightens and she can feel a 
creak. 


The other hand on her chest pushes and the hand on her fang pulls. 

Yue screams, feeling the extended tooth being grabbed crack and snap. 

The pressure is released. 

Yue flies backward and so do they, both slamming into the asphalt with a bang. 


They land on the ground, placing a hand on their neck while clenching something new in the 
other. 


Yue grabs her mouth in pain, feeling the throb and throb of blood and ache fill her mouth. 
They fucking broke her fang in half. 


“God you fucking-” they snap, looking up at her with irritated eyes. They hold up her fang, cracked 
and jagged. “Try all you want, but you are a damn healer, not a killer-” they stop. 


They drop the fang to the ground. 


Yue huffs, wiping the blood from her face as she stands straight. The warmth of both her blood and 
theirs in her mouth feels revolting. 


Her masked foe grabs at their trachea, struggling to breathe. 
Yue continues to huff, keeping her venomous glare on them as they show signs of panic. 
“Wh-” they wheeze. “What-” 


One thing Yue was always taught in school was that overdosing from the contents inside her 
venom can cause shock in a human’s body. Like overdoing in medicine, too much help for organs 
can lead to panic in the heart and brain. Vomiting, heart failure, lung collapse, seizing. 


Sometimes, all of the above. 
They double over and grab at both their throat and the ground. 
It’s like real snake venom, only worse. Because it kicks in so much faster. 


Yue glares at them as they crumble to the ground, holding their body in a shaking ball. She walks 
forward, stepping over their body. 


Her mouth is on fire. 


“Y-you’re dead,” they wheeze as she walks towards the woman on the ground. “You’re f-fucking 
d-dead!” They choke and gurgle. 


Yue ignores them as she crouches down and checks the woman’s pulse again. 
Still normal. A little slow, but nothing concerning. 


She grabs her bag and then moves and scoops the woman off the ground, careful not to drop her. 
Yue winces, feeling an ache in her side and in her face once again- from both her mouth and nose. 


The woman’s body is limp as it lays in Yue’s grasp. She’s so light for her size. 


Yue looks back at the struggling body on the ground. The wheezing and drooling. The panicked 
scratching. 


Making eye contact, they notice the woman in her arms. 

They exhale a breath. Another and another. 

A smile stretches across their face. 

“Y-you’re dead,” they choke a laugh before coughing violently. 


Yue shakes her head before turning around, walking away from them. They don’t deserve any 
more of her time. 


Blood fills her mouth and she swallows, feeling the thick warm liquid travel down her already sore 
throat. 


“Yo-you’re d-dead!” they cackle. “O-one way or another...” it’s horrendous and manic. 

Yue speeds up her step as the screaming and wheezing get louder and louder. 

““Y-you’re dead!!” 

Shoto is practically body-slammed to the hard concrete as soon as he drops down into the base with 
Bakugou, lida, Kirishima, and sensei. 


They ended up running into Aizawa-sensei when they left the school. He was seemingly also in a 
bad mood from his interrogations and ending conversations he underwent, but to be completely 
honest, a bad mood isn’t even the correct wording for any of them. 


Even lida looks like he’s about to shit a brick. 


Not to mention, getting here was atrocious, considering the mayhem the city has undergone for the 
past few days. It wasn’t exactly easy on the head and heart to deal with that. But... 


It’s not like they had a choice in the matter. 


Shoto groans as he puts his hands on Syouma’s wiry mane, pushing him back. He can feel Syouma 
push his head forward and nudge Shoto’s forehead with his horns. 


“Jesus Christ, Syouma, let me breathe for a second-” He opens his eyes fully and they connect with 


distress. 


Shoto pushes himself out from under Syouma. “Woah woah, hey-” he places his hands on each 
side of Syouma's face. His lion friend seems to be in a state of confusion and stress. Anxiety. 


Syouma groans and hums, opening his mouth like he’s trying to speak and pushing out only deep 
meows and grunts. 


“H...p” 

He looks frustrated that he can’t communicate. He shakes his head. 

“What’s with the lion?” Bakugou snarks, pointing at him. 

Shoto shakes his head, still looking at Syouma. “I don’t know, but he’s obviously distressed.” 
He looks around, Yuma, Hiroto, and Yue don’t seem to be here... 


Everyone looks down at the two of them, confused and concerned. Syouma rubs and bumps Shoto 
again, nipping at his sleeve to try and get him to follow. It’s...unsettling. 


He’s not screaming or slamming into things, which is good to see and hear. But Syouma hasn’t 
acted remotely like this since Midoriya- 


Shoto freezes for a moment. He looks at Syouma, whose eyes are big like a kicked puppy’s. 
“Syouma...where’s Midoriya?” 
Syouma backs up and deeply meows upsettingly. 


Something about the tone in his vocal cords puts a sick feeling inside Shoto’s gut. He stands, and 
Syouma immediately turns around and starts speed walking down the hall. His scaly tail swishes 
behind him and hooves click loudly. 


Shoto looks at his teacher and everyone else, getting worried eyes in return. 
It’s urgent but...careful. 
They follow him down the hall. 


“Where are those dumbasses...” Bakugou wonders out loud as they walk, asking the same thing 
Shoto has been thinking. 


It’s odd for them to be absent right now, all things considered. 


“Patrol probably,” sensei responds, keeping his gaze forward. Kirishima opens his mouth but he’s 
stopped. “As shitty as that sounds, it’s not like they have a choice. They’re running out of time.” 


Kirishima bites his lip, moving his head forward like sensei. 

Syouma stops in front of the common room door, his head turns and he motions inside the room. 
Everyone speeds up their step, reaching the door and quickly tuning in. 

Heavy, broken breathing. 


Shoto stops, and so does everyone else. 


Legs crossed within one another, arms resting upon his knees- Midoriya sits in the middle of the 
common room with a still stature, but a heavy heaving overtakes his chest. 


Shoto looks back at Syouma. His ears are pinned back and he looks helpless. 
He meows softly like he’s guilty of something. 
Shoto turns his head back. 


Midoriya’s eyes are wet and his face is contorted like he’s having a bad dream but he refuses to 
wake up. His fingers twitch, barely coming to points. 


He’s wearing what seems to be borrowed clothes, and he looks...he looks so small. 
Broken and dissected like a kid who’s been beaten. 


Sensei is the first to push past and walk up to Midoriya. He sits directly in front of him before 
grabbing both sides of his face with gentle care. 


“You’re ok, kid... you’re ok,” he whispers, wiping a tear that falls from his clenched eyes. 


Bakugou is next, followed by Kirishima. They sit on each side of him, looking at each other with 
concern. Their eyes drift down to his hands- his twitching hands. They both grab them, holding 
them tight. 


But...they say nothing. Their tight lips and tired eyes say plenty. 
It hurts to see him like this. 
And all they can do is silently support, hold his hand through the nightmare. 


Iida does the same, only he sits behind Midoriya and places a hand on his shoulder- squeezing 
tightly. He places his forehead on his hand, leaning forward and staying close. 


Shoto turns around to look at Syouma, who still looks as if he’s about to burst into tears. He waves 
his hand inside to his lion friend gently. Eyes full of guilt look back at him with hesitance, but 
Shoto only does the same thing again. 


Whatever happened, it’s clear Syouma cares about him. And it pains him more than anything to see 
him like this. 


Syouma looks down to the ground before exhaling lightly. He walks in, brushing against Shoto’s 
hand. 


He drags his hand against Syouma’s mane as they both walk towards everyone on the floor. Shoto 
moves around Bakugou and sits behind Midoriya, next to lida. He can hear Midoriya’s breathing 
more clearly- the rasping breaths- as he scoots close. 


He craves putting his hand in Midoriya’s hair and on his face, calming him and hushing him 
through the pain he so experiences. 


But instead, he leans forward and wraps his arms around his neck with care, placing his forehead 
on the back of Midoriya’s head. He can feel his curly hair tickle his skin and he can smell the 
leftover scent of blood and fire off his body. 


He feels something heavy plop onto his shoulder. It doesn’t take more than a second for him to 


process that it's Syouma laying his head on his shoulder. Breathing softly, he lays behind everyone 
and supports from a careful distance. 


Most would assume a group hug is the best option for a friend in need of love and affirmation, but 
in this case, all Midoriya needs support. Sure, Shoto wants more than anything to grab him and 
hold him tight- soothe his aching heart. But at this moment, on the cold concrete, it’s just them and 
their breath. 


Their thought processes. 
Their beating hearts and collective touches. 
Shoto exhales through his nose before shutting his eyes. 


There is nothing more he needs right now. 


Chapter End Notes 


AYYYYYYYYYYY 
I am dying and sick and this was honestly a fever dream Imaooo00 


I was doing the art of Yuma while watching a series about serial killers and thought I 
was gonna get my sick ass murked. 


Anyway, I hope you all enjoyed the chaos and I will see you next time!! 


Have a good one and stay safe!! 


We'll Meet Again Pt. 1 


Chapter Summary 


The beginning... 


Chapter Notes 


Hello all! Long time no see! 
So this is gonna be a weird oneee. 


I have decided to split this chapter into two since is insanely long. Like INSANELY 
long. 


This chapter is a shit show, so of course, it had to be long Imao. I am planning on 
publishing the second part of this chapter this week! So, stay tuned! 


A little reminder that I have a discord! Its link is https://discord.gg/HpPRTynJGJ 
It is basically an accidental cult and I find it hilarious. 


The song for both this weeks chapters is We'll Meet Again by Vera Lynn, being more 
meaningful in the second chapter part ;) 


I hope you all enjoyed it, and stay tuned! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Shouta walks to the kitchen in search of something to drink. Not for him, although the concept of a 
class of vodka sounds tempting. He really can’t handle anything in his stomach or he will vomit. 


He just doesn’t want the kid getting dehydrated, nor does he want him to sit in silence any longer 
than he has. The smell of dust and dripping pipes always hits his nose hard when he enters the 
kitchen, more so when he comes close to the rusting white fridge. His eyes glance to the lounge 
area as he grabs the handle to the fridge, finding Todoroki holding Midoriya on the floor in front of 
the couch. Between his legs and arms around Midoriya’s arms, they sit in silence- tired silence. 


It’s odd seeing Todoroki show so much affection- considering his own father and home situations. 
He’s a stoic child, or to be specific, an emotionally unavailable one. He’s not bothered by the sight 
of his student opening up and showing sides of normal human emotions, not one bit. It’s almost 
comforting, if not refreshing. He was like that in high school with Mic. Sometimes that one person 
can bring out so much. 


Even if that one person is a traumatized demon wolf. 


Ideally, it helps that Midoriya has more support and care around him. Aside from the constant 
issues the kid has faced, Todoroki never seems to leave. Todoroki has become somewhat attached 


to him- like a puppy. There’s no doubt that helps Midoriya and his overwhelming anxiety. The 
poor thing unfortunately suffers from the thought that everything is his fault and everyone he 
knows will be hurt because of him. 


It doesn’t help that his identity was just shot out the window. Like a kid who pulled the trigger of 
their airsoft gun too soon, feeling the spirit shrivel and die as the family window shatters. 


Todoroki rubs his thumb on Midoriya’s arm as green hair leans against the crook of his shoulder 
blades. They’ ve been like that for a while, more specifically since Midoriya stopped crying. 


His eyes have been dry for about an hour. 


Bakugou hasn’t stopped pacing in the hall and everyone else is sitting quietly amongst the 
furniture in the room. Scattered and unwell- concerned. 


Syouma continues to look guilty, sitting next to Kirishima on the floor as if he was kicked. Every 
time Shouta looks at him, he wants to know what exactly urged the chimera to act so skittishly and 
emotionally. 


It would honestly be great if the Oni could appear soon, they need to figure... 
Everything out. 
Which at this very point, is long overdue. 


Shouta opens the fridge and looks down, searching for something- anything. It’s nothing short of a 
miracle everyone living here has been able to survive for so long, their fridge is barer than his 
when he has a crippling depression wave. His eyes glance down and find a few juice pouches. He 
tilts his head to the side for a moment- eh, that will work. Any liquids are accepted at this moment. 
The sugar might help too. 


He grabs it and shuts the fridge, popping back up to look at the lounge. 
Shouta’s body enters autopilot and he almost jumps ten feet. 


Bakugou is now standing at the doorway with Hiroto and Yuma by his side. Bakugou’s red eyes 
glance to the side as his hand grips at the door frame. He can hear the wood faintly creak. 


For Yuma, specifically, it was bizarre to see that she managed to come in with such quiet nature. 
Even her steps are loud on a normal occasion, despite her light physique. 


“..we’re sorry about-” Hiroto starts but Shouta puts his hand up, stopping him. The juice pouch 
crinkles in his grip on the other hand. 


“Don’t apologize, you have a lot on your plate.” He’s sincere with his words. 


Hiroto opens his mouth but stops, letting a sigh push out his dry lips first. “We appreciate you 
making it here, regardless. We came up empty-handed as always...” There is regret in his voice. 
Guilt. 


It just makes the atmosphere here all the more depressing. 


Midoriya moves his head to look at them, the bags under his eyes practically glowing as the 
lighting hits them. They seem to grow every day, deepening into a darker purple as the hours' 
pass. 


“Were there any issues while we were gone?” Hiroto says softly to the kid. He speaks as if he’s 
going to shatter like a cracked glass any second. 


Shouta glances over at a shifting body on the ground. 


Syouma’s face changes as if he’s about to yack on the floor. Sour and uncomfortable, his lips curl 
and his brows scrunch. It’s clear he’s upset- more to himself than anything. 


Midoriya doesn’t respond. 


“T...[ think something happened,” Kirishima speaks up from the floor. He scratches behind his 
head. “But we don’t know. He won’t say anything. Syouma’s the only one that seems to know.” 


Eyes move to the lion and that sick-looking face only grows deeper. He swallows. 


“We came here and he was very panicky,” lida continued off Kirishima. He’s sitting near 
Kirishima and Syouma- close enough to place a hand on the lion’s back gently. “He was worried. 
It was like he was trying to talk to us but couldn’t.” 


Syouma looks to the side briefly before moving to look at Hiroto and Yuma. He opens his mouth 
and pushes out a soft feline groan. His eyes form into a pleading manner, wide and hopeless. He 
cracks open his mouth again and meows and growls as if he’s trying to communicate. There’s 
frustration behind each attempt. 


Only...no one understands. 


He knows, Shouta knows he knows by the big sigh that comes from his lips after his last meow. 
Usually, he can push out a few words in Japanese but it seems he’s strained himself too much 
today. 


Yuma tilts her head and expresses sadness for the lion. “We’re sorry, Syouma...but we don’t know 
what you’re saying. We can get the alphabet card...” 


Syouma gets ready to nod when Midoriya opens his mouth. 


“He said ‘I’m sorry for worrying everyone, but Midoriya was upset. 


Everyone pauses. Shouta watches Bakugou’s entire body freeze, the doorframe letting out a loud 
crack as his grip tightens. 


Shouta can feel his hand clench the juice pouch slightly tighter. Did he... 
Todoroki turns his head so he can look at Midoriya’s face. “Wh..what?” 
Syouma groans a murmur, eyes filled with grief. 


Midoriya sighs. “He feels guilty.” He looks at the lion. “Which you shouldn’t, it’s not your fault.” 
His voice is low and raw, cracked. It always gets this way when he’s emotional or exhausted. Like 
a cycle. “You didn’t do anything wrong, it was bound to happen eventually.” 


Syouma softly meows. 


Hiroto’s eyes are wide and full of horror and Yuma looks ready to pass out. Everyone else is just... 
confused and honestly a little terrified. Shouta at this moment feels his chest ache and burn in a 
spot that only tightens when he feels... 


Something is not right. 
“Kid, did you just-” 


Midoriya nods his head. He grabs Todoroki’s hand and squeezes it before getting up and out of his 
lap slowly. Todoroki’s face is something out of a horror movie. Thrown and scared. 


“Yeah...I can understand him.” He walks up to Syouma and crouches down. He reaches out a hand 
and places it on the side of his head, stroking his face and ear. “Apparently this is stage three of 
Mortifer’s mutation.” He’s calm. Very calm. 


Shouta’s spine quivers. 
“Oh my god...” Yuma mutters. She places a hand over her mouth. 


Midoriya shrugs. His face is tired. “We all know we can’t stop my quirk’s mutation. It’s only 
natural that it came sooner than we would have liked.” 


Shouta swallows, feeling like he’s going to be sick himself. 


Midoriya exhales quietly through his lips, releasing his hand from Syouma. He looks back at 
Hiroto and Yuma. He lets out a shaken breath. “...with this, we could finally communicate with 
him easier, so is it really even that bad?” He tries to convince himself with a smile and a light 
chuckle but it fails. He just looks upset, sounding as if he’s going to start crying again. 


“Midoriya...” Todoroki says. 


“There’s nothing I can do about it,” Midoriya says with another shrug. His eyes are wet, yet look 
so dry at the same time. “And I really just need to start accepting that.” 


It is a punch to the stomach seeing him like this day in and day out it should be for anyone that 
really knows him. Or for anyone that has slight sympathy for a child in pain. 


Shouta gets ready to open his mouth and comfort him- say anything to even distract him a little. 
But, he’s interrupted as soon as he opens his mouth. 


Something stumbles. 


Yuma is slammed to the ground from behind aggressively. She screams and Hiroto and Bakugou 
fly to the sides with faces full of shock. 


It all happened within seconds. 


Midoriya flinches and sprouts claws, practically digging them into his own pant legs like a startled 
cat. 


With an uncomfortable bang, Yuma is now sprawled under two bodies on the concrete. She gasps, 
grabbing her chest. A loud groan rumbles through her throat. 


“What the ffff-” 
Shouta looks down closer and sees blood. It’s all his eyes focus on before the bigger picture. 
He sees Yue, a younger woman, and blood. 


Hiroto gasps loudly like a mom in distress and Shouta scrambles to the ground, still holding the 


juice pouch in his hand. 


Yuma curls her head forward as everyone rushes forward, focusing her eyes and looking at what is 
resting on her breast. 


Everything clicks into place in her brain and she thumps her head back onto the ground. 


“fuck.” 


Izuku is pretty sure his life has become something of a soap opera. 


He came to the conclusion that today became quite possibly the worst day of his life- but what can 
he say? Those days cycle from time to time. Tomorrow might be worse. At this given point, he 
might as well play a game of bingo with it. 


Yue winces in pain as Hiroto tries to clean out her bleeding gums. Blood drips onto the ground 
from her snapped fang; jagged and sharp. It creates a monotonous sound for his ears as Izuku 
watches in the corner. Bakugou is helping Hiroto with the supplies, handing him fresh pieces of 
cloth and sterile salt wash while everyone else waits in the lounge. There’s no doubt Yuma is in 
there with her knee bobbing anxiously. 


Yue is ok- shaken and a little bloody but ok. The fact that she is missing a tooth is more than 
concerning but it’s more important that she still breathes. 


The woman that she brought is laying on the cot across from him. Although his attention should be 
more focused on his friend, he can’t help but keep looking back at her. 


Her eyes are shut and beside the deep purple circles that match with his, there are tiny light 
freckles that litter her fair skin and neck. She looks tired and appears thin, he can tell by the way 
her collar bones and cheeks poke out like daggers under her skin. Her hair drapes over her 
shoulders and is thick, resembling a dark horse’s tail in the winter. Everything about her screams 
exhausted. 


He can’t help but feel something familiar from her, like a feeling pricking his neck. He can’t tell if 
it’s sympathy or if it’s something else, but whatever it 1s, it feels personally relatable. To be 
definite, he’s been curious about her ever since they put her on the cot. 


But the curiosity that nips at him isn’t as intense as the worry that runs through his mind rapidly. 


A heavy hand places itself on his shoulder and he glances back. His teacher is looking down at him 
with the same concern that plagues him. But it seems he’s sharing it with Yue. 


Eraserhead motions his head towards the door and Izuku understands what he wants without any 
question. 


They need to give Yue space right now. To add, it seems Eraserhead wants to speak with him- he 
can tell by the specific scrunch of his face. 


He may be a silent guy, but his facial expressions speak for him. 


Izuku is led out the door quietly, opening and shutting the door to the medical room swiftly. As 
soon as his hand leaves the faded silver doorknob, he hears his teacher breathe a little louder. 


“Let’s take a moment, kid,” he says faintly. The same heavy hand wraps itself around his shoulder 


and turns him, walking him down the hall. 


Izuku is led somewhere quiet; a strip of hallway no one really tends to go down. The lights are 
slightly dimmer here and it’s colder. Damper. But, it’s quiet. 


He’s encouraged to sit with little persuasion, he’s tired after all. Has been for hours. The floor is 
slightly colder than the air and he can feel his spine shiver as he fully sits. Eraserhead plants 
himself in front of him, crossing one leg under the under with one knee up. He places an arm on his 
knee and the other on Izuku’s forearm. 


“IT know you don’t typically like to talk about it, but I think it will do you some good,” he says, 
letting go of him. “If you don’t want to, I understand. Especially after today. If you just want 
silence we can sit here in silence, if you want to cry I have a shoulder or if you want me to give you 
a speech I will, and if you want to talk I will sit and listen,” his voice is calm and soothing, an odd 
combination with his rougher voice. But he appreciates the softness. “I want you to be able to talk 
about what happened.” 


Izuku looks at his teacher's deep red eyes before looking to the side, nodding slowly. He never 
likes to start. Conversation starters were never exactly his thing, specifically when it comes to 
confrontation or emotional exchanges. It’s fucking awkward, but he tries his best. 


And there isn’t exactly much to say about today’s events. It’s obvious. 


“Did you talk to the detective?” He mutters, hoping that’s something they can start with. He is 
curious after all. 


His head still feels like someone shoved cotton in it. 


Eraserhead sighs, nodding his head. “I did.” He keeps it short before clearing his throat to begin 
again. “His reaction wasn’t exactly...pleasant when I tried to explain everything to him, but he’s 
not saying anything, thankfully.” 


Izuku raises a brow, looking back to his teacher head-on. That one hits harder than when Bakugou 
said he wasn’t going to say anything. “Why? It’s been his job for a year to put me in prison,” he 
says, feeling his voice crack slightly. “You’ve talked to him before and that never exactly stopped 
him from still trying to put me behind bars.” 


Eraserhead bites at his bottom lip before exhaling. “I explained everything. ” 


It doesn’t take longer than five seconds for Izuku to understand what he means by that. 
Regrettably, he understands completely. 


He raises his hand and drags it over his mouth. Fuck. “Eraserhead...you’re gonna get him killed,” 
he says deeply with a slight growl. “Even / think that’s fucked.” 


“Kid, we are running out of options,” his teacher says calmly, refraining from raising his voice 
even slightly. “I couldn't afford to have him meddling anymore. You certainly couldn’t.” 


“So what did you do? Tell him a psycho wants me and the only way it'll even make it slightly 
easier for us is if he backs the hell off?” His tone is on the icy side, being a little too nasty for his 
liking. He bites down a cringe. 


“Yes, but I also asked him to keep an eye on the city and keep his mouth shut,” he responds 
quickly. “And...” He pauses for a moment. “I told him to speak to All Might.” 


There it is. 


Izuku clicks his tongue, shaking his head. “Like the prick will actually listen to him.” There’s 
venom in his tone this time. Bitter. Almost worse than the cold ice. “The second he’s out of the 
hospital he’s going to track me down to finish what he started.” 


Eraserhead shrugs. “There’s no guarantee but there is also no shame in trying. That man is 
persistent.” 


“Clearly.” Izuku fights the urge to roll his eyes. 


Part of him wishes he snapped off that hero’s hand completely back there, but even that’s cruel for 
his liking. It’s the hero’s fault he’s in this current situation, or at least he’d like to blame him for it. 
It makes things easier for him. 


Izuku takes a moment to absorb the information before sighing. He adjusts his legs and moves so 
his chin rests on his knees. He hugs his shins tightly, still feeling the tingle and ache of sore limbs. 
His teacher is just trying to help. 


He’s always trying to help. 
“Thank you...” he mutters. “Again.” 
Eraserhead shakes his head. “Thanking me isn’t needed, kid. Please.” 


Izuku knows. He knows because he is always told by everyone in his life at a constant, but he can’t 
exactly help it. He’s never been able to help it for a while. 


“T know I just...” he exhales, brushing a curl from his eye. “Appreciate you for always helping me. 
You never had to that day on the beach, but you still did.” 


Eraserhead bobs his head up and down a couple of times, looking to the side for a quick glance. 
“I’m not going to play the hero card because that’s just repetitive, but you’re a good kid, Midoriya. 
You’re a good kid and that’s all I needed to understand for me to help you. I will always tell you 
that.” 


Izuku repeats the same nod as his teacher. 


“A lot of people sadly are sucked into the wrong side of things here, it’s the unfortunate truth of 
our society. And I hate that you’re one of those people. I hate that you’re forced to be scared. More 
so right now.” 


Izuku fights the urge to laugh. “I’m more than scared, Eraserhead,” he says, shaking his head. “I 
haven’t known who I am for months or what is going to happen two hours from now, let alone a 
week and it terrifies me.” He doesn’t tend to admit that he’s scared, typically. It makes him feel 
weak in most circumstances. 


But...now he isn’t afraid to admit it to anyone anymore because he would be psychotic if he 
wasn’t. He really is. 


He’s terrified. 
“I know, kid,” his teacher says with understanding in his voice. “I don’t expect you to ever know.” 


Izuku takes a breath, making a wobbly smile. “I can understand animal speech now, so that’s fun,” 


he chuckles. “And I probably can never show up to school again unless I want to be hate crimed.” 


His teacher stares at him carefully. Listening to every word he’s spewing. 


he 


“T just don’t really know what I am supposed to do anymore. I’m... 


It would be a complete lie if he said everything was fine or was going to be fine. No matter what, 
something bad will come in the end. Either he’s taken or his quirk gets the best of him, possibly 
both. 


He doesn’t win in the end through any outcome he thinks of. Even if there are possible solutions. 
Izuku exhales. 


“1m confused and scared. And I don’t know what to do because the one person that always knows 
isn’t here .” Izuku fiddles with his pant leg, touching the seam with his fingertips and the broken 
thread in certain places. He bites at the inside of his cheek, feeling pieces flake from his teeth 
grinding. He can taste the distinct taste of saliva and skin. 


There is a long moment of silence in the hallway. Longer than any other pause they have shared 
today. 


His teacher takes a breath, leaning forward slightly. He places his hand on Izuku’s shoulder and his 
stare intensifies as his eyes make contact with Izuku’s. His facial expression is much more serious 
compared to the apologetic and guilty one he wore just a moment ago, snapping Izuku into focus. 


“Let me be honest with you for a moment, kid. If you will let me?” 
Izuku raises one of his brows slowly. 
His teacher pauses. 


“Do you want to hear what I think right now? Because quite frankly, I’m shit at this but I still want 
to try.” 


Izuku hesitates for a moment. The tone switch is catching him off guard. 
He nods. 
His teacher nods back with the same speed. 


“What I think right this second... and what I have to think for myself sometimes...is that you are 
now going to be responsible for doing your best to survive and to not take shit from anyone. You 
aren’t as safe anymore and you will be facing more hazards than before, some more dangerous 
than before. So, you might as well keep your head as high as it can go because you are better than 
what drags you down, ” he says sternly. His tone doesn’t even crack. No reassurance that things 
will be ok and no apologies. “You will live your life the same way you have been, and you will not 
let the class or anyone make you feel weak or rejected.” 


Izuku blinks, pausing for a moment. “You make it sound like that’s easy...” He whispers. 


Eraserhead squeezes his arm with slight pressure. “It’s not. It’s going to be painful and it’s going to 
suck. But the more you think that the longer you are starved from your life actually beginning. 
You’ re letting that monster win.” 


Izuku lifts his head up. 


“T know it’s not what you want to hear, but at this moment in time, we can’t afford to sugar coat 
anything.” Eraserhead lets him go, shrugging. His face is still solid and stern, keeping Izuku’s 
floating mind grounded. “You aren’t ok and you acknowledge that. You’re a human being whose 
emotions and experiences have been deemed invalid for a long time. People are scared of you 
including yourself and things may never be the same no matter how much anyone tries to convince 
you it'll be ok. This world sucks and it will never not suck. That is where I need you to raise that 
fucking head of yours. The ugly and the upset are a part of you and I want you to make this 
damned world understand that. Make them understand that you are a stubborn piece of shit who 
doesn’t let what sucks take you by the hair and yank you down.” 


Izuku feels his breath shove itself into the middle of his throat, hurting slightly as he swallows. 


“Now | look at me and tell me one thing right now,” his teacher moves his head down so their eyes 
line up. “What exactly are you going to do about this?” 


Izuku continues to stare at his teacher. His brain is buffering from the information that he was just 
given- or, really, the amount of intense information and verbalization that was thrown at him in that 
specific moment. 


His teacher is right, no matter how much he wants to yell back and say he’s fucking tired. 


But he won’t truly be able to rest until he’s done running. And right now, he hasn’t stopped since 
last year. 


Izuku wants to cry and scream as his limbs ache and burn. He wants to run away in the other 
direction. Turn around. He’s even been half tempted to turn himself in so it could finally stop. 


But that’s not the life he wants. It’s not a life at all. 


“Do I really have that many choices?” Izuku huffs. A crumpled copy of a smile forms on his face, 
small and unhopeful. 


Eraserhead shakes his head. 
“Nope,” he says, popping the p. “But that’s for you to decide.” 


Izuku swallows down the breath that was stuck in between his trachea and esophagus before taking 
in a deep breath. Such a breath that his lungs burn from the bottom up. 


He straightens his back and he looks right at his teacher with the same stare he was given. 
“Well...” Izuku says calmly. His teacher raises one of his brows the same way he did earlier. 
Izuku takes another breath, only this time, the copied smile turns a little more sincere. 

“T guess I can start with that training camp, hm?” 

His teacher stares at him, before forming a smile just like his. 

“That'll do, kid.” 

“That'll do.” 


“Tf this guy turns me into a fucking cat or something during this I’m cremating your ass,” Dabi 
mutters through grit teeth at Tomura. He can practically feel the attitude on his tongue. 


Toga giggles lightly. “You never know, it may be fun to be a cat,” she says with a cheeky wink. 
“T sometimes question my sanity around you. I hope you know that.” 
“Awwwww I’m honored.” 


Tomura rolls his eyes as the two banter quietly with each other. Whispering and muttering like an 
irritated married couple. 


His brow twitches and his ears try to focus on what’s in front of him, but it’s not helpful when they 
won’t shut their traps. 


“Will you two shut it?” Tomura snaps a little too loud for his liking. 


“Ts there an issue, my boy?” Mortifer asks, turning around slightly from where his stance was held. 
His hands are low and his face is stern. Revolting. 


Especially when he makes himself at home in his bar. 

Dabi and Toga stiffen. 

“No,” Tomura growls back. “No there isn’t.” 

The way that man says ‘my boy’ makes him physically recoil. 


“Good.” He turns back around, placing a hand on the counter. It’s too delicate and slow for a hand 
like his. It makes Tomura shiver where he stands. 


Kurogiri is on the other side of the counter, still and waiting. 
But Tomura can tell by the way he stands that he’s on edge. 


He can feel the breaths of the new people from behind. He can feel each presence and body weight 
as the wood floors shift. The stench of prison and rotting alleyways. Trash and rats. 


The muttering of their voices and the aggressive energy radiating around him only create a worse 
tension for Tomura than he would have ever liked. 


These people were supposed to follow him. 
They were supposed to be his people and all of this was supposed to be his. 


Tomura bites at his tongue. The only thing keeping him from lunging or yelling, or even 
protesting, is the fact that what stands before him is someone more powerful than him. 


He’s weak. 


He can feel Dabi shift closer. The squeak of his leather boots and the obvious smell of soot floods 
his senses. 


“Never asked this, but a genuine question for you...why him?” Dabi whispers as low as his voice 
could handle, keeping his face forward and focused. “You really have to have a fucking death wish 
and little respect towards yourself to even slightly consider working with a man like that.” 


They’ ve never talked about it, not even a peep. After the...bar event, everyone’s been too skittish 
to even think about it in the same room. Like claustrophobic horses forced into stalls. Even after 


everyone recovered from it mentally, it’s not like they had time to sit and converse about how 
goddamn insane it was. He can’t exactly blame the guy for wanting to know what exactly got 
Tomura in this excruciatingly painful situation. He can tell Toga is itching to know as well. 


It really is a gross problem he’s facing. Disgusting, even. 


Tomura exhales, fighting the urge to growl. He narrows his eyes and glances at the black-haired 
prick next to him. He then glances back to the front. 


“Tell me,” Dabi says deeply. “What was it that made him so...tempting to you?” There’s a small 
crooked smile on his lips, folding the burnt skin around each crease. It’s a tease, yet at the same 
time, there’s sincerity. 


Tomura watches as Mortier grazes his fingers over the plans. The blueprints and the schedules. He 
watches his red eyes scan each paper. There is no emotion in the upper part of his face. Not even a 
twitch in his brow. 


Tomura swallows. “Power.” 
He can sense Dabi raise a brow. 


“Tt was the power,” he repeats. His eyes focus on Mortifer as his mouth moves. He’s not lying. The 
power, the energy, and the promises this man brought to his table were beautiful; intense. The 
confidence and mental presence reminded him of his dear master as much as his calmness and 
intelligence. 


And unfortunately, he was lured like a mouse and was snapped at the neck by the trap all too soon 
for his liking. 


Now all he’s left to do is squirm and writhe until he eventually dies. Dies to the hands of something 
so much more powerful than him. 


Tomura narrows his eyes as Mortifer picks up a stack of papers with care. He can hear each paper 
move against the other. “I walked too close to the goddamn trap and I’m paying for it.” 


Dabi nods his head. He straightens his back and focuses forward- he appears taller now compared 
to Tomura. “We all walk too close to the trap at one point in our lives, whether we like it or not,” 
he responds. His voice is still a hushed whisper-like Tomura’s. 


Tomura breaks his stare from Mortifer, turning his head to look at the black-haired man next to 
him. “Then what about you? You have a choice to leave, so why stay and deal with my problems?” 
he almost snaps but he keeps it low. Controlled. 


Both Toga and Dabi were given the choice to leave. After they experienced a nightmare and 
reasons to leave and never come back, they still stood their ground. 


They still stayed. 


Dabi huffs a quick chuckle. His head shakes and he quickly glances at Toga before looking 
forward once more. 


“We have a common hatred now,” he says smoothly. 


Tomura gets ready to open his mouth and comment on that when he’s interrupted. 


“But I would be lying if I said that was the only reason.” Dabi looks at Tomura, eyes narrowed and 
face relaxed. Too relaxed for this conversation. “The same goes for the psycho next to me.” He 
motions to Toga next to him. 


Tomura can feel his brows scrunched and his lips curled in an uncomfortable manner. It’s apparent 
that it’s been like that since his bar became vacant. 


Dabi sighs. “I just don’t want to be on the other side of things when that man gets that fucking 
brat.” 


Tomura opens his mouth but he stops. He stops. 


Dabi almost barely nods before going back to his normal spot just a step away. His boots squeak 
again from the movement against the old floorboards. Louder than any of them would have liked. 
Trying to be quiet in an old piece of shit building like this is almost impossible. 


Tomura doesn’t want to think about the chaos the country will be enveloped in as soon as they get 
their hands on that kid. Nor does he want to think about what is going to happen to him- which is 
very much out of character for Tomura. 


He is one for chaos, torment, and for the fall of any authority or society. Most villains are. But for 
it to happen like this- for it to happen in the hands of a man like that- it feels sickening. Stomach- 
churning sickening. Even for someone like him. 


He swallows thickly, feeling the saliva travel down his throat as his Adam's apple bobs. 


Mortifer turns his head with the papers still clutched in his fingers. His eyes almost flash brightly 
as he looks at everyone in the room. They are almost unreal. 


“T expect no more delays with this,” he says. His voice is always smooth and spoken perfectly in a 
disgustingly nauseating way. “Midoriya Izuku will be captured this upcoming week. And you will 
not fail.” 


Tomura nods with Toga and Dabi. He can feel the others behind him nod as well. 
The others. 
“Am I clear?” Mortifer says with more authority. 


“Understood,” most of the room repeats deeply, getting a nod from Mortifer in response. His eyes 
meet Tomura. 


“Shigaraki?” Mortifer asks. “Am I clear?” 


Tomura can feel the many pairs of eyes fall onto him. The heavy stares and nervous glances. The 
loud swallowing and legs shifting. 


The silence is louder than if this room were empty. 
Tomura takes a deep breath through his nostrils- loudly. 
He wants to bite and bark like an irritated dog. “Crystal,” he growls. 


Mortifer tilts his head up and Tomura knows, he just knows the man is smiling under that mask on 
his face. He can tell by the sparkle in his eyes creating a cheeky stare. The fold of his skin and the 
slight cock of his brows. 


There is nothing more in this world that makes Tomura sicker than the look on his face. 


“ Wonderful.” 


“Who did this to you, Yue?” Hiroto asks quietly as he hands her a washcloth soaked with warm 
water. 


Her mouth is stuffed full of gauze so the bleeding can stop and she’s still a physical mess- both 
covered in dust and grime as well as dried blood. She resembles someone who just got their 
wisdom teeth yanked. 


Though, she did get something yanked. 


It’s hard to tell if the blood on her is hers or someone else’s. He would honestly prefer it if it were 
someone else’s. 


But the question still remains with that. Who? 


Yue grabs the washcloth with an awkward smile and places it against her cheek, rubbing it in 
circles to get some of the patchy blood from her scales. 


“Ambush,” she signs with a sloppy hand. “Not sure who, but it’s clear they worked for Mortifer.” 
She points to the girl still asleep on the cot. “J can tell by their words and motives, not to mention 
the injection point on her neck.” She moves her hand and points to herself on the neck briefly. 
“Pretty nasty.” 


Hiroto notices the attention to the past tense in her phrasing. He raises a brow. 
“Worked?” he repeats. 


Yue pauses for a moment before nodding slowly. Her hand moves forward and signs something 
new. 


“Dead. Couldn’t contain.” 


Hiroto refrains from physically cringing at that. It puts a tight sensation into his throat as she looks 
to the side. 


He knows she hates having to do that. To be fair, no one here exactly enjoys having to. It feels 
disgusting and foul, wrong in every single way imaginable. He of all people understands. 


It makes you feel like you always have dirt on you. Scrubbing and scrubbing but no matter what 
you do, the dirt never comes off. 


And, well, that feeling never goes away. No matter who they were, even those who work for a 
man like that. 


There tend to be acceptions sometimes though. And one exception Hiroto can think of in particular 
is the man responsible for everything wrong with his life. 


That is a man that deserves no mercy. No pitty. No destination of heaven or hell; just nothingness 
after the last breath is pushed from his lungs like a broken soda can. 


Hiroto huffs, looking down at the floor. “I’m sorry, Yue.” 


She turns her head over to look at him. Soft, mars black eyes stare at his twisted facial expression. 
“You of all people know how it is,” she says. “It’ll be ok.” 


Hiroto curves his mouth sideways. “Yeah, but that doesn’t mean I can’t be sorry about you losing a 
fang.” 


Yue quietly snorts. Her hand with the cloth moves to a different spot on her face. “/’m not useless 
so it could be worse.” She shrugs. 


Hiroto rolls his eyes at her. “When are you not optimistic at this point?” 


“You'll catch me dead before I have a bad attitude.” She bumps her mouth as she signs, making 
her wince loudly. 


Hiroto snorts, covering his mouth. Yue gives him a dirty look in response, rubbing her cheek in 
pain. She resembles a kid pouting to their parent. Big eyes and a large frown. 


Hiroto sighs with a smile still on his face, shaking his head. His eyes find the girl on the cot once 
again. Her slow breathing and young facial features. 


The pain is visible on her sleeping face. 
His smile falls just slightly. “What are we going to do with her...” 


Yue shrugs. “Take her in like everyone else.” She looks at the girl. “Based on her condition, she 
probably doesn’t have many options. Plus...” She stops signing, trailing off into her own thought. 


Yeah... 
“The injection,” Hiroto finishes for her. 
Yue’s face shifts barley, showing a little more sorrow for the poor girl. She nods. 


Hiroto exhales through his nose. His hand reaches forward and grabs the rag from Yue’s fingers. 
The damp cloth soaks into his dry, cracked skin as he grips it. 


“You’re all too young for this.” 
Yue’s brows fold down. “And you’re too old.” 


Hiroto repeats the same action with his brows before expelling a joking tisk. He turns around with 
the rag, walking to the sink to his right. He places the rag under the faucet and turns it on, listening 
to the pipes moan and creak as water sprays out. He lets the water run over the rag, ringing it out 
over and over till the blood fades. The water is freezing. 


“We’ll just have to keep a close eye on her,” he says, moving to turn the sink off. “I'll probably 
have you run tests on her blood.” His head turns and he glances at her as his hands ring out the rag 
one last time. “I don’t even want to know what that man put in her.” He drapes the rag over the 
faucet to dry. 


Yue nods her head as he turns his body to fully face her. Her hands raise to sign, but she stops. 
Her body visibly shivers, as if a colossal chill shot itself down her spine. 


Hiroto physically pauses. “What is it-” 


Shooting up, the girl on the cot gasps for air as if her whole being was possessed. 


Yue flinches and Hiroto almost flies back into the counter, barely hitting his back against the 
corner. 


“Holy mother of-” 


Yue’s instincts fall into place and she gets ready to hop off the table when Hiroto throws his hand 
up as he adjusts himself so he’s standing straight again. 


“Don’t you dare ,” he snaps at her, a little too aggressively for his liking, but she gets his point. He 
gives her a good look before he runs over to the cot and kneels. 


The girl is panting too fast- sounding like a pre-hyperventilation attack. Her eyes are darting 
around the room in a manic state and there is a cold sweat forming all over her body like she was 
just thrown into a pool. Her hands are gripping the sides of the cot- a lifeline. 


“Hey, hey shhh it’s ok,” Hiroto tries to say calmly. “Breathe.” 


“Where...where...” she struggles to say. Jesus Christ, even her voice sounds young. She can’t be 
older than 21. Her eyes continue to look around in hysteria, confused and scared. Her hand moves 
to touch her neck. 


The girl looks to Hiroto, and at that moment, Hiroto had a brilliant realization that he didn’t have 
his mask on. He freezes and they both exchange a moment of staring. Deep staring. 


The girl blinks at him before looking off to the wall again. 
Oh. 


“Where...” she shakes her head, grabbing it with a free hand. She groans in pain as it makes 
contact with her skin. 


“You’re safe,” Hiroto says, keeping his same calm and soft tone. He doesn’t want to scare her any 
more than she is right now. “You’re safe.” 


“Where...” 

Hiroto grabs her hand that’s still gripping onto the cot. 
“You are safe.” 

The girl looks at him again. 


He squeezes her hand and she swallows. She swallows and nods her head as tears start to well into 
her eyes. 


“Take a breath for me, hon,” he says, touching a hand to his own chest. He takes a breath in to 
demonstrate, feeling the cool air enter his lungs and burn as he holds it in. 


Her dark brown eyes continue to dampen as she nods again, lip wobbling. As she breathes, she tries 
to lengthen her exhales. Each one of her breaths slowly gets to a point of normalcy. 


Hiroto nods as she keeps breathing. He watches a tear fall from her eyes and land on the cot. 


“You're ok,” he says. “You’re ok.” 


Her face is pale and her hair is as dark as spruce wood- her body is so delicate to the eye. Each 
breath she takes makes her look so small. 


Hiroto can hear Yue try to move again. 
“Yue, if you move I’m locking you out.” 
The shifting stops and he can assume she’s pouting again. 


The girl looks around the room again. Her expression is full of confusion and leftover fear- 
creating an innocence that no one but a child could show. 


“Who...” she says. Her voice is shaky and rough. “Who a-are you people?” Another tear falls and 
she wipes her eyes with her sleeve. 


Hiroto cringes through bared teeth as he turns to look at Yue. 


“T’m not giving you the full answer because you might pass out. So just call me Hiroto. That’s 
Yue,” he says, pointing at her behind him. Yue gives a friendly wave, smiling with the gauze in her 
mouth. “Glad to see you’re not dead.” 


The girl glances at her and then back at him. “Ok...” She looks sketched out, which is 
understandable considering the situation she’s in right now. It would be concerning if she didn’t 
care. 


“All I can say to you is that you are much safer here than out there,” he continues. “Trust me.” 


The girl nods her head, biting her bottom lip in thought. Her face doesn’t falter from the confusion. 
Her presence deeply resembles Midoriya when he was first here, which doesn’t exactly feel good 
for any of them. 


Hiroto clears his throat softly. “May I ask what your name is?” 
He kind of realized calling her ‘the girl’ was a tad bit disrespectful. 
She nods, brightening up a bit. “*...Himari....my name is Himari.” 


“Do you know what happened to you?” He asks another question, once again trying to keep his 
same tone. “Even a little?” 


Himari’s face scrunches in a thinking manner. There is still a chunk of her that needs more trust in 
him. She lets out a sound that resembles a long ‘um.’ 


“T remember walking home from my shift and feeling nervous the whole time...” she pauses to 
think for another moment. “I passed an alley and was grabbed by the arm. I...I remember 
something holding my mouth and feeling a sharp pain in my neck...it...” She looks up at Hiroto. 
“That’s it.” She shakes her head. “That’s all I remember before waking up here. It all happened so 
fast.” 


Hiroto thinks for a moment, letting his head nod on autopilot. 
Something comes to mind. 
“You don’t have to answer, hon, but what’s your quirk?” he asks. 


“Um...” 


He can tell it seems like a touchy subject. 
“Tt relates to why you were attacked. I just need to know, but I understand if you need a moment.” 


A part of Hiroto prays that her quirk is something minor. Something that doesn’t work with 
Mortifer’s agenda and was a simple mistake. Something they can work through. Or even predict. 


But even he knows it’s not that easy. 

Midoriya’s quirk was an absolute 180, after all. 

“Uh..yeah,” she says, clearing her throat. “It’s no issue at all I just...” 

It takes her a moment. She adjusts herself in the cot, playing with her fingers in her lap. 


“A lot tell me this has a lot of potential in hero work because it’s so similar to Ryukyu’s...” she 
raises one of her hands. “But...” 


Hiroto’s stomach drops to his ass. 


Her eyes shut and when they open one again they are a burnt orange- bright and rusted around the 
edges like a sunset. 


Her hand changes to fit one of a reptilian claw only compared to Hiroto’s, the fingers and claws are 
longer and sharper. Accommodating for a bigger form and nastier predatory needs. 


He remembers someone just like her, back in the pits. A sick feeling sinks itself into his gut like a 
stone in mud. It hurts to swallow. 


He remembers him specifically- from the bright eyes and hardened scales. The smokey breath and 
ripped wings. He was the champion. Brutal and undefeated- his size alone was an advantage, and 
the grip he had in just one hand could crush a skull like a soda can. 


The fire in his throat was so hot it scorched the concrete to a charred black and mixed with the 
rancid smell of blood and bile. 


He will never forget the day when Dai was thrown in. 
And when that man’s title as the champion was stripped faster than a blink. 


He will never forget helping her scrape the blood from her face and from under her nails. Holding 
her hair back as she vomited from the smell of fire and death. Cleaning her wounds and dressing 
her infections. 


He swallows, watching as the scales on her hand fade into a darkened red and blend into her skin. 


“T never liked how people viewed me, it made me feel... wrong,” she says, looking up from her 
hand. “I’m not as pretty as the dragon hero we have now and it wasn’t much of a passion. So... 
what was the point?” 


Hiroto might be sick. He can tell by the tightness in his throat and the churning in his stomach- the 
dizziness and ill vision. 


This poor girl may just have one of the worst quirks imaginable for the situation they are in. 


Dragon. 


And there is no telling what was just injected into her. 


Hiroto turns his head to look at Yue. She’s matching with him at the moment- a face full of horror 
and sickness. She as well looks ready to yack. 


Her hands raise, and she signs one thing and one thing only. 


“Fuck.” 


“T have a lot of respect for you Eraserhead, I really do, but you’re making me question your mental 
stability,” Izuku says, staring at his teacher with a judgmental glare across his face. 


Eraserhead is looking at him with no hint of joking. He’s fully serious. 
Which honestly, is concerning sometimes. 


Izuku’s holding a duffle bag in one arm while his backpack slings itself over his shoulder, heavy 
and ready for the long week. They are both standing in front of the Yuuei gates- hesitant. Kind of 
sick to the stomach. 


The training camp begins today. 


Yayyyyy . 


Izuku’s been wondering why he chose to do this to himself. It’s a question he asks himself 
constantly, really. Decisions like this always get him into some sort of icky situation and he’s 
always warned. 


But he never listens. Even when he himself thinks it’s a horrible idea. 


Bakugou nearly bitch slapped him across the face when he said he was going to go. He was pretty 
much scolded that if he were to go that he’s required to stay within a ten-foot radius of him or he 
will be chained to a tree. 


This is very fair, considering his more than ungraceful track record. Izuku is just surprised 
Bakugou didn’t say two feet. Or one. 


Hiroto wasn’t exactly pleased to hear either. He almost shot it down point-blank as soon as it left 
his mouth. He’s been stressed to the bone and too much has happened that a training camp just 
seemed like a horrid idea. 


To be completely honest, it’s fucking horrible. 


But...he thought about it. He considered it to be a possibly good idea considering no one knows 
where the camp is. Not even most of the school. After USJ the school made it a priority to prevent 
the case of an attack or anything worse. It’ll help Izuku hide for a bit while they try to plan for the 
absolute shit show that might go down here soon. 


He’s still sending Yuma and Syouma anyway. They can’t make the same mistake as USJ. Ever 
again. 


Which, again, is fair. 


Hiroto would go himself, but they have Himari to help now. So, to say his hands are full right now 
is a large understatement. 


Himari... 


That’s another problem he doesn’t want to dive into right now, no matter how sweet and innocent 
she is. 


Her quirk is nothing more than an issue. 


Eraserhead nods his head with a shrug. “I’m serious. I’m not putting you on that bus for three hours 
so I’m going to need you to run ahead on the route I send you to and jump on top of the bus roof 
before you hit the tunnel after the seventh exit. Pll throw your bags in with mine.” 


Izuku is still looking at him like he grew two heads. Like... 
Damn, ok. 
Just like that. 


Eraserhead sighs, pinching his brow. “Yuma and Syouma will be with you so don’t worry about it. 
I just can’t have you make yourself visible until we get there.” 


“And what exactly do I do when we get there?” Izuku asks, glancing to the side. He adjusts his bag 
on his shoulder, feeling his sore muscles shift. “Make a grand entrance?” 


Eraserhead follows his gaze. “Ill have the Pussycat’s handled, but you’re just going to hop off 
right when we stop. Syouma and Yuma need to hop off before and hide.” 


Yeah, his teacher has fully lost his mind. He’s bonkers. 
Fucking manic. 
But the worst part is that he actually makes fucking sense. 


“Well shit, I don’t really have many other options do [?” Izuku blinks- longer than any other time 
earlier. 


His teacher shakes his head. “You wanted to come.” 
“T know,” Izuku says, rolling his eyes. “And you didn’t stop me.” 


“Tt’s never too late to back out,” Eraserhead responds, glancing down the road. “You’re fully 
capable of walking out of this.” 


Izuku follows his gaze, catching a glimpse of Yuma and Syouma hiding on a nearby rooftop. 
He sighs. “Yup, but that’s just lame I guess.” 

“Very.” 

Izuku feels something shove him from behind lightly. Like a shoulder brushed against him. 

“T mean it, Deku,” Bakugou says, throwing his bag over his shoulder next to Izuku “Ten feet.” 
Izuku snorts, rolling his eyes. “Yeah...” 

This week is going to suck. 


“Ten feet.” 


“How funny would it be if I pretended to be a skinwalker at night this week?” 


Izuku turns his head with a glare of judgment across his face. Yuma really impresses him 
sometimes with her thoughts. 


“You’re an idiot,” he responds, shaking his head. 
“What?” Her voice squeaks. “You can’t tell me that shit wouldn’t be hilarious.” 


Izuku rolls his eyes with a slanted smile. He looks down from the grassy hill they are laying on, 
scanning the empty two-lane highway carefully. He lays on his belly, hands pressed against the 
weeds and soft grass- ready for the moment he needs to shoot up and run. He can feel the slow 
breeze on his back and through his hair, chilling his spine. 


Syouma sighs. 


“T hope your class had an opinion change,” he mutters, licking his nose before yawning. “Because 
if not, this might be harder than you’d like.” 


Izuku still isn’t used to the fact that he can understand Syouma. Or any animal for that matter. He’s 
lucky that he’s able to block it out easily or else his head would explode- it didn’t really require 
much practice. 


It helps when tuning out rude comments all his life was a daily occurrence and an unfortunate 
habit. 


“T’m not expecting anything from them, really,” Izuku says halfheartedly. “But we will see. Maybe 
Bakugou actually convinced them.” 


He doubts it. 
Very much. 


Izuku feels Yuma bump his elbow and watches as she points down the road. He follows her finger 
and pinpoints the Yuuei bus turning around the corner. The burr of the engine and the smell of gas 
could be recognized almost instantly. That and the obnoxious blue stripe across its body. 


He squints. 
A hand slides out from an open window, tapping the outside of the bus with two solid hits. 


“Alright, let's move,” Yuma says, propping herself up slowly. She keeps her body low and in a 
crouch as she starts to make a move down the hill. “We got a camp to get to.” 


Izuku takes a second to huff before pushing himself up from the grass. His stomach and chest feel 
moist from the sweat build-up. The itchy sensation from the grass imprints makes his skin crawl. 


Syouma follows with the same motion, brushing his body against Izuku’s as a cat would do to a 
companion. He looks back to Izuku before following behind Yuma. 


Izuku isn’t far behind. 


They luckily stood ground near the tunnel entrance, just having to run a few yards to the top. The 
only issue was staying low enough to stay out of sight. 


For high schoolers, they can be too observant for anyone’s liking. 


Izuku keeps his body low, digging claws into the soft dirt as they hunch behind a congregation of 
thick bushes. He feels like a predator waiting for its prey to move. Keeping even his breathing slow 
and quiet. 


Jirou’s hearing is more impressive than anyone could admit. 


Izuku’s eyes focus on the interior of the bus, making eye contact with Bakugou who’s seated at the 
front. 


He nods. 
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Bakugou unleashes what many would consider an unholy ‘sneeze’, releasing an explosion from his 
palms out of reaction. 


It’s a hot day... 
The sound of the class screaming is like the gun to a race. 
Izuku grabs Yuma’s writs and jumps. Syouma follows immediately after. 


Right as the bus hits the entrance of the tunnel, Izuku and Yuma land on their toes and hands- 
reducing the noise and impact by at least fifty percent. Syouma practically mimics that, only he 
lands on his front paws first. If he would have landed on his hooves, there might have been an 
issue. 


They duck down low as the bus speeds into the dark tunnel, keeping their bodies pressed against 
the metal of the roof. It’s cold. 


Yuma reaches for her bag around her shoulder, pulling out a thin, folded-up black tarp. Izuku’s 
eyes connect with her’s before grabbing one end of the cloth and pulling. He can see the light of 
the tunnel in the corner of his eye. 


“Hurry,” Yuma mutters. She lifts the tarp up and over her, pushing one end towards Syouma. 


Scooting himself into a ball, Syouma scoops Izuku towards himself and presses him close as the 
rest of the tarp is pulled over their bodies into a net of protection. 


It’s humid and almost completely dark- simulating an uncomfortable sauna. But it’s safe... 
Ish.... 


Passing cars seeing a mutated lion on the rooftop of a school bus isn’t exactly a calm sight to see. 
Nor is seeing anyone on a roof on the highway. 


To be fair a giant black blob isn’t any better but it's tamer. 


Izuku feels the heat of the sun on his back as they exit the tunnel. He waits a few minutes before he 
opens the tarp slightly, letting his eye peek through. 


His mouth unknowingly gaps open. The mountains and bright, sap green trees paint an image for 
Izuku that he isn’t quite familiar with. He can smell nothing but the gas of the bus, and the earthy 
thickness of leaves and bark. 


It may have been just a few minutes, but even those short moments could change the entire 
atmosphere around them. It was as if they entered a completely different world. 


It’s the countryside. 

The beautiful countryside Yuma always speaks about. 

He can hear Yuma breathe as she opens her mouth and smiles wide. 

“Welcome home...” she says, looking through the same hole as Izuku. 

Izuku can feel Syouma’s wet nose as he moves to look too. 

He can sense a smile creep up onto his face as he opens the hole just a little more. 


It’s just as pretty as she described. 


“Bakugou, what the fuck?!”” Kaminari squawks loudly as he wipes a layer of soot from his forearm. 
“Since when do you sneeze like that?!” 


Katsuki growls. “It’s a fucking sauna in here, fuck off!” His glance catches his teacher’s for a 
moment, getting an approving nod. 


It is a good thing their driver is experienced in driving with these kinds of circumstances. If not, 
Katsuki doesn’t doubt that they would have crashed and died. 


His hand reaches forward and swipes off the soot from the back of the seat in front of him, feeling 
like dry chalk on his fingertips. Most of the class mimics this action, only with more than just the 
seat. 


The nerd made it. 


He could feel the bus shift ever so slightly as he sneezed. The weight of it feels off, but thankfully, 
no one noticed. 


Or, well, hopefully. 


He was worried about the headphone chick, he’ Il admit. Her ears are damn scary sometimes. But, 
it’s clear she was more focused on avoiding the crack and boom that came from Katsuki’s palms 
than her outside surroundings- covering her ears as it exploded through the bus’s interior. 


It was a little flashy for his liking- which really says a lot- but it was for caution. 
That damn nerd pisses him off sometimes but he doesn’t want him caught. 
Katsuki leans back in his seat, stretching his legs into the aisle with a slight groan. 


He still doesn’t understand why Deku thought coming here was a good idea, nor does he 
understand why the ones who usually have common sense allowed it. 


He doesn’t exactly know how the class feels about him after that fight. No one has said anything 
about it in days. It was like everyone just wanted to pretend nothing out of sorts happened during 
and after finals- wiping it clean from their brains. 


Unhealthy, really, but it’s easier to handle. 


Shitty hair deactivates his quirk next to him, relaxing against the window. His clothes and skin are 
littered with black and gray but there isn’t a hint of care in his eyes. “That was a lot, even for you,” 
he mutters through his teeth. 


Katsuki tisks, rolling his eyes. “Yeah, no shit.” 
The bus is quiet. 


Shitty hair stares at him with a worried glance for a few moments before sighing. He turns his head 
to look out the dusty window. His eyes glance upward. 


“T know you worry for him.” 
Katsuki’s lip raises with irritation. 


“Tt’s hard not to,” he continues. “I think everyone he’s friends with has some sort of attachment 
towards him.” He quietly snorts to himself, turning his head to look back at Katsuki. “Especially 
you. I saw you scold him like a mother the other day.” 


“T will literally punch you in the throat,” Katsuki snaps. He looks forward. 
Shitty hair chuckles, raising his hands in defense. “Ok ok, I pushed a button.” 


Katsuki huffs, shaking his head. Even if Deku doesn’t give a shit anymore and there is no real 
reason for him to make up for his past mistakes anymore, he’s not going to leave now. Or ever for 
that matter. 


He hates to admit it, but he actually enjoys his company sometimes. 
He’ll die before admitting that out loud. 


And, well, there is also a very important issue he can’t forget. Someone is trying to kidnap and use 
him as a lab rat. 


So, it’s kind of hard to not feel attached to him. Truly. 
He turns his head, glancing to look out the window. 


His face drops. All the tightness in his facial muscles stops working in an instant as his eyes make 
contact with the goddamn werewolf bitch ass mother fucker’s middle finger . 


How can he tell it’s her? 

It’s fucking her. 

“Oh, you’re fucking kidding me-” He mutters. 

Shitty hair turns around and slaps a hand over his mouth. 


Yep. He’s gonna kill her. 


The finger takes a leave back up to the roof and Katsuki debates opening the window and 
strangling her. 


“Bakugou, no,” shitty hair whisperers with a chuckle in his tone. 


Katsuki would say that he can be a pretty calm person when he needs to be. Or, specifically, when 
he needs to be quiet about something. 


Right now? 

He doesn’t care. 

“T’m gonna kill her,” he says before lunging towards the window. 

“Nol?” 

Izuku’s spine feels like it is going to fall out of his body by the time the bus comes to a complete 
stop. 


The vehicle jolts forward as the wheels stop spinning, almost sending him sliding to the front. He 
had to grip to the side with his claws like a cat gripping onto leather to keep his body still. 


Izuku opens the tarp slightly, peeking through a little opening. 


The doors squeak open and the first person to run out is Mineta, clutching his crotch in a mad 
panic to search for a bathroom. Skittering around like a small child during recess. 


Bakugou follows after, glancing back at Izuku as he stomps up to the cliffside with his hands in his 
pockets. 


Eraserhead told him that they wouldn’t be going directly to the camp. There was no way in hell the 
class would get off that easy. Izuku couldn’t help but laugh- it’s going to be quite the rude 
awakening. 


And, well, he can’t wait to watch. 


Yuma and Syouma lept off two miles back, leaving him by himself on the roof for the remainder 
of the time. His heart has been beating loudly against the metal of the roof ever since. 


The two of them will be prowling the site all week, keeping an eye on everything . They will be the 
eyes in the bushes and trees like circling hawks, checking up on him at least once a day. 


Izuku had to set some rules with Yuma though before letting her go. For many reasons. 


There are five people standing by the metal railing. Bright colors and cat features- Izuku could 
easily identify them as the Wild Wild Pussycats. The small part of his hero fanatic self left feels his 
heart race as he stares at the heroes. And... 


The kid next to them? 
Izuku blinks. 


He doesn’t look older than 6 but he shares the same facial expression with a teenager who hates the 
world. His presence seems so...off compares to the Pussycats next to him. 


It’s a personality clash that never tends to go well for the eye. 


He decides to gloss over that for now. It seems like a story he’d rather learn later, no matter how 
curious it makes him. 


Eraserhead hops off the bus, grumbling to himself. “Long time no see,” he addresses the heroes. 
The four of them lock themselves into a group pose. 

“Lock on with these sparkling gazes!” 

“Stingingly cute and catlike!” 

“Wild, Wild Pussycats!” 

Izuku blinks again, only slower. 

They are practically sparkling. 

It’s too early for this. 


He listens to them go off on a tangent, expressing their colorful personalities to the class in their 
signature flashy ways. He can tell the class is confused- more so on the current location they stand 
on. 


Izuku curls himself into a smaller ball. He can’t leave quite yet. 


“Tt’s 9:30 am right now,” the one named Mandalay says with a mischievous tone in her voice. “If 
you’re fast, you should be able to make it for lunch.” 


Oop. 
The class collectively understands their position, immediately turning back to the bus. 
To say it happened fast is a complete understatement. 


Pixie-Bob slams her paws on the ground and every member of the class is sent flying in a landslide 
off the cliff. The ground rumbles and a mix of mud and dirt swishes and sloshes, pouring like an 
aggressive waterfall. 


All Izuku can hear is an echo of screams as each student falls to their doom. 
Damn. 
So much for ten feet. 


The cats wait for the sound of impact before turning around to face Eraserhead. Pixie-Bob keeps 
her hands on the ground, focused ahead. 


“You had another one, right?” Mandalay asks, placing a paw on her hip. Her tail swishes behind 
her. The casual tone in her voice is like a slap to the face after what just happened. 


“Yeah,” Eraserhead says with a nod. He turns his head to look up at Izuku. “You’re good, kid.” 


Izuku swallows a large collection of saliva before throwing the tarp off his body. He moves to get 
up, feeling every stiff muscle in his body creak like rusty metal gears. His skin is wet from quite 


literally sweating his bodyweight off. He jumps off the roof, landing with a loud thud- watching as 
dust jumps from under his feet and into the air. It smells of pure earth- almost sweet to his nose. 


“Awww, well aren’t you cute,” Pixie-Bob teases with a wink. Her tail sways side to side as she 
stares at him with a soft smile. 


Someone screams from the bottom of the cliff. 
“Midoriya, right?” Mandalay asks, glossing over it. 


“Yeah,” Izuku responds, placing his hands in his pockets. He walks up to them with a small 
nervous lump in his throat. There is a lot that could happen right now, and he can’t really predict 
any of it, he doesn’t know the heroes well enough to know their typical reactions or behaviors. 
More so to people like him. 


Plus, Tiger is staring at him like he wants to turn Izuku’s spine into a jump rope. So to say that 
doesn’t help is a complete lack of accuracy. 


He swallows again. 

“Eraserhead here talked to us about you and your uh...” 

“Situation!” Ragdoll pipes in with her squeaky voice. 

Mandalay chuckles, rolling her eyes as Ragdoll settles down. “Yes, situation.” 


Izuku doesn’t really know what she means by that, nor does he exactly know what information she 
holds above his head now. 


“What do you know?” Izuku asks, getting it out of the way. He crosses his arms, finding his gaze 
hit the small boy again. 


“Not much,” she responds. “We just know you’re in a pickle. Not the specifics of it though.” 
One of Bakugou’s explosions rips through the forest. 
Izuku glances at Eraserhead, confused. 


His teacher looks to the heroes and then him, slowly exhaling through his lips. He scratches the 
back of his neck. “Yeah...Just show them, I wanted to explain the rest with you present.” 


“You didn’t tell them?” Izuku raises his brows. “Have it handled my ass.” 


Ragdoll raises her paws. “Hey there, squirt, whatever it is I’m sure we will be able to understand!” 
Her long green hair moves with her as she speaks. 


“Hmph,” Tiger says, nodding his head. 
Izuku places a hand on his hip and the other on his face, dragging it down. “Christ...” 


“Tt can’t be that bad, just take it slow,” Mandalay says comfortingly. She looks to the other 
members of the Pussycat’s, getting them all to nod. 


Izuku blinks. They look sincere with their words. 


He looks to Eraserhead. 


Fuck it. 
Good thing he’s wearing his suit. 


“You say that now.” Izuku lets his arms relax. “If I’m arrested after this, I will make shit difficult 
for you.” He looks back at the kid. He is...very young. “Um...I don’t think this is good for him to 
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See... 


The kid sneers, clicking his teeth. “I’m not a baby.” The attitude packed into such a small body 
shocks him a little. 


Well damn . 

Ok. He’s not a baby. 

Izuku shrugs. There was an effort, so they can’t get mad. 
Hopefully, at least. 


Backing up a couple of steps, he lets his feet get a good standing on the dirt and he shakes out his 
arms. Izuku knows at the back of his head this is going to hurt like a bitch. It always does after he 
mutates, at least physically. He’s not so sure about the mental aspect. It’s best to take it slow either 
way. 


He doesn’t want his spine to snap in half. 
Because, yeah, that could happen. 


Crouching down similarly to Pixie-Bob he plants his fingers onto the ground, letting his nails grow 
into the soft ground below. He can feel the rocks and dusty sand cake under his claws as they grow 
and grow. Fibers of hair coat his skin finger to hand, hand to arm. 


The ache of his spine stretching makes him wince out loud. A tail slithers out from his tailbone and 
moves in oscillation, pinching his lower back uncomfortably. 


Izuku’s eyes blink to green and he can feel his teeth elongate and poke into his tongue and lips like 
an awkward retainer. He shakes his head till two pointed ears erect themselves atop his skull. He 
opens his mouth and groans as his mouth begins to stretch and rip. The disgusting feeling of eyes 
trying to poke through his cheekbones makes him shiver. 


Back hunching and legs stretching, he rolls his shoulders as vertebrae jab through the skin on his 
back. 


He doesn’t even want to see their faces right now. The possible terror. It’s not pretty to watch, if not 
revolting. His gaze stays to the ground, watching his nails in the dirt. The bugs crawling and grass 
blowing with the soft breeze. Listening to the crunch. 


The worst part about shifting is the utter sensation of his bones popping and snapping and tendons 
and joints practically stressing against each other. It feels weird more than anything, if not 
unnatural. 


He cracks his jaw and neck, his shoulders and legs. His tongue flops out and licks his maw from 
the end of his mouth’s opening to the other- almost touching his eye. 


It takes him a moment longer than he would have liked, but he finally raises his head to look the 


heroes in the eyes. 


As expected, the child looks at Izuku with pure fright in his eyes. He didn’t really expect him to be 
fine with watching him turn into a monster, even after saying he didn’t care. Everyone else just 
looks unreadable compared to him. 


Izuku turns his head to the side. It’s not of shame, really, but just saddness at this point. 
“Oh, honey...” Mandalay mutters, placing a hand on her mouth. 


“Huh...” Pixie-Bob says, swallowing. “So that’s Cerberus.” She looks up to the other cats. “You 
know, I honestly was expecting worse but this is still up there.” 


Tiger leans to the side. “‘Still think he’s cute?” 
Mandalay elbows him harshly in the ribs. “ Tiger.” 


Izuku snaps his head back over. He looks down at them, feeling his head tilt to the side with a 
puzzled expression on his face. Their reactions are...tame to say the least. 


“T see why you need help now...” Ragdoll says, slowly. “You poor thing.” 


Tiger’s head tilts up at Izuku, face still as unreadable as before. “Your presence isn’t as terrifying 
as many describe.” He stomps up to Izuku- closer than he would have expected from the hero 
today. 


Izuku sits down and tucks his tail in, creaking his neck down as Tiger looks straight up. He’s quite 
intimidating, even though his wardrobe consists of a skirt and cat ears. 


Tiger squints at Izuku and he can feel his nose twitch with nerves. He swallows. The hero takes a 
step to the side, examining his physical features and invading his personal space slightly more than 
he should be right now. 


He places a finger on his lips and hums. 
What the fuck is he doing? 


Izuku looks up at Mandalay and everyone else in a cry for help. He can just about feel his breath 
on his fur. He's so close. It’s too nerve-racking for Izuku’s liking. 


“Mhm...yep...” Tiger mutters before sticking his hand out and touching the spot on Izuku’s chest 
where his ribs end. 


Izuku’s ears perk up and as soon as Tiger’s hands start scratching, his entire body turns to jello. His 
body relaxes and like its reflex, his left-back foot starts thumping on the ground along with his tail- 
stirring up dust and rocks. 


Stop stop stop, what in the fuck? 


His head cocks to the side, allowing his tongue to fall from his mouth with a smile. It feels 
strangely good, he will admit. Like a scratch he had been dying to itch for hours and finally hit the 
right spot. 


But oh dear god please stop. 


That’s when Tiger does stop. 


“Yep, just a dog.” 


Izuku freezes. He shakes his head and blinks before shoving his tongue back into his mouth and 
straightening his back. 


‘What the fuck?” He vocalizes, still a bit confused and honestly a little violated. 
There is a brief moment of silence exchanged between them all. 

“a dog with bad manners.” 

Mandalay pinches her nose. “Tiger...leave the kid alone.” 


Tiger shrugs nonchalantly before backing up from Izuku’s personal bubble- unphased and quite 
neutral. 


All while Izuku feels so fucking confused. 

“Please never do that again,” Eraserhead comments. Even he looks uncomfortable. 
Izuku can’t blame him. There is no chance it didn’t look ungodly to the eye. 
“Noted.” 

“Ok ok,” Mandalay says, putting her hands up. “Yeah, I see the pickle now.” 
Izuku’s eyes dart to his teacher for a split second. 

Her gaze scans over Izuku’s appearance. “We can work with this.” 


“So we’re just going to gloss over the criminal part? The murderer bit?” Izuku says, raising a 
paw. “Just like that?’”’ He growls with each syllable as if his throat is recovering from a sickness. 
“Sorry if ’m questioning your mental stability.” 


It’s not the first time he’s asked that today. Which, honestly, is comedic at this point. 


He doesn’t find heroes with a lack of enthusiasm towards his past on a day-to-day basis. So it’s not 
odd for him to be a Jittle confused. 


“T mean...” Ragdoll starts. Her eyes find Mandalay’s again. “We’ ve had our fair share of 
experiences with child villains and vigilantes, even if we specialize in mountain rescue. Most 
heroes do.” 


Tiger nods next to her. 
“Most of the time, they never wanted that path so it’s hard to have a harsh opinion on them.” 
Izuku’s chest feels heavy. 


Mandalay takes a small step towards Izuku. “It’s honestly upsetting you have to think like that, 
kid.” She looks sad, or more specifically, she looks upset for him. “And your class has also been 
aggressive towards you if I’m correct?” 


Both Izuku and Eraserhead nod. 


Mandalay sighs, shaking her head. “The direction Yuuei is taking its kids isn’t good...” 


“So much for teaching kindness amongst all,” Pixie says with disappointment. “It’s not like it’s one 
of the first things you learn in preschool. 


Izuku doesn’t really know what to do with this information. It’s not like he can swallow it like most 
facts and opinions- it’s just too hard to without gagging. The concept of heroes actually caring is 
still a little too raw for him. 


“Yeah..”” Mandalay nods with a huff. “Anyway...what we are trying to say Midortya is that you 
don’t need to worry about your situation with us. We will keep you safe this week as well as teach 
you the same as everyone else.” A soft smile adds itself to her face and Izuku almost instantly feels 
lighter. 


Izuku’s mouth opens and he feels like crying. 
.. really? 
Just like that? 


“What about his class?” Tiger asks, turning a thumb behind him. “Might be a bit tough to add him 
into things when they have a clear opinion towards him.” 


“Oh, that’s simple,’ Mandalay responds, placing her hands on her hips. “We are in charge of them 
this week, after all. If they don’t follow our rules or anything of the sort, we can easily discipline 
them as hard as we want. If they want strict hero training, they will get strict hero training.” 


Izuku nearly chokes. 

“Well, that sounds good to me!” Ragdoll says, shooting up a thumb of approval. 

“No mercy, I like it,” Tiger says, nodding. 

“Pretty much, yes.” 

Eraserhead chuckles, nodding his head. “Ya hear that, kid? Go have some fun down there.” 
Izuku looks at him with hesitation. It still feels like a sort of trap. 


“Go on, hon,” Mandalay adds. “It’s your training camp too. We can have a better conversation 
when you get there.” 


Izuku blinks. His mouth stretches into a wide, awkward smile and he can sense his tail start to wag 
from behind. It thumps onto the ground like before. 


“Let’s see how much faster you can get done compared to the class,” Mandalay winks. 


Izuku brightens, and without hesitation, he stands up and canters towards the railing. He’s not 
going to waste any time now. Not anymore. 


“If you make it in two hours, you get extra dessert!” Ragdoll yells. 
“Oh, you’re on!” Izuku yells as he descends down the hill. 


He can hear the heroes chuckle as he runs down the large pile of mud and dirt created by Pixie just 
moments ago. 


Landing to flat earth with a thud, he pushes off into a faster run towards the thick forest. 


The class isn’t far ahead- he can hear their pants and yells and the smells of burnt wood at least a 
mile or two ahead- so he needs to be a little careful with where he’s going. Even if he was given the 
green light, he still wants to be cautious around them. 


For obvious reasons. 


He isn’t used to running through nature, it’s typically urban areas and cities; to say he’s having to 
adapt to uneven terrain is an understatement. He’ll admit, he might break an ankle if he’s not 
careful. 


He leaps over a broken branch, taking a turn where visible quirk carnage litters the ground and 
nearby trees. The blocks of ice barely melting give him a visible sign that the class isn’t far now. 


But he doesn’t need the ice to tell him that. 


A large, dirt claw swipes at his head and nearly takes him out. Gasping, he ducks and slides on the 
ground, nearly avoiding its deadly strike. 


What in gods name- 


One of his vertebrae gets caught in the wrist of the beast as he slides, slicing it open. It wails, 
stumbling back with a loud thump. Izuku can hear a branch snap as its body makes contact with a 
tree. 


He gets a better look at it, heaving to catch his breath. Its appearance resembles a large minotaur 
made completely out of dirt, branches, and mud. 


It snorts, releasing a low grumbling growl as its cut wrist mends itself back together. 
Izuku huffs, raising a brow. 
Pixie is impressive, he’ll give her that. 


The dirt monster takes one movement to reach back, grabbing a broken tree with ease. It holds it 
up-dirt and bugs falling from its base- before winding its arm back and throwing. 


Oh fuck. 


Izuku runs forward, leaping right as the tree comes close to him and the ground. He plants all four 
paws on the bark, digging his claws into it with a screech. Pressing off, he shoots himself towards 
the beast with the leftover velocity of the tree. 


An uncomfortable flash of deja vu hits him across the face as he attaches himself to the minotaur 
like a cat, shoving his face into its chest. 


There, he chomps and rips at its muddy insides. Feeling the cold earth on his tongue and grainy dirt 
in between his teeth almost makes him gag. The texture feels all too much like cold, sewage slime 
shoving itself down his throat. 


A feeling he wishes he could wipe from his memory forever. 
He gags this time, shoving down a movement of bile in his throat. 


The beast howls and screams, struggling to get Izuku off. It grabs him by the torso, preparing to 
yank. 


Snarling loudly, Izuku thrashes his head side to side and finds a large branch submerged in the 
middle of its chest cavity. Opening his mouth, he sprays dripples of acid and bites down on the 
branch, snapping it in half. 


Like the integrity of its internal skeletal system was ripped from its body, it instantly crumbles to 
the ground in a mess of crumbs and rocks. Izuku falls. 


He lands heavily, left huffing and puffing, chest opening and closing with each breath. The dirt 
stains his muzzle and the taste of burnt earth shoves itself in between each groove in his teeth. He 
leans to the side, spitting a clot of mud out with disgust. 


Up ahead, his ears twitch as he hears a collection of yells, hoots, hollers, and laughs. Explosions 
and loud impacts. The sound of zero care. 


The kind of care that puts a sour feeling in his stomach. 

His ears pin back and he hunches his back, digging his claws into the dirt. He lets out a nasty bark. 
He’s getting done with this quickly, no matter what he does. 

And he is beating his class. 


Izuku puffs out his tail and rattles his quills before shoving every ounce of power into his back 
legs, pushing off into an ungainly run. 


Never stopping once. 
Ochako is starting to feel faint- the bile and bits of breakfast in her stomach threatening to surface 
any second. 


She roughly exhales as she releases another one of Pixie-Bob’s dirt monsters, allowing for it to 
slam onto the ground and crumble into pieces. 


Placing her hands on her knees, she pants and looks forward. She can feel the sweat dripping on her 
forehead and to be honest, all over her body. 


Most people look as rough as her right now. 
The worst part about this though is that they have only just begun. 
“Come on, Uraraka,” Jirou says with equal exhaustion. “We gotta keep going.” 


Ochako opens her mouth to respond, straightening her back and watching her knees shake from 
under her. 


“T’m dying here girl-” 
“Look out!!? Kaminari screams from ahead. 


Ochako snaps her head forward and up, finding a monster in the form of a prehistoric bird 
screeching like a banshee and coming in fast. Ochako barely has time to register it as it barrels 
towards her. 


“Oh, shit-” Jirou gasps. 


Something thin, long, and sharp is shot from the forest, hitting right in the center of the bird’s 
throat like an arrow. It pierces it with such acceleration, it goes all the way through the thick mass 
of muck and sends the bird crumbling to the ground. A wet, muddy choking sound exits its throat 
as it slowly dies in front of them- cracked, broken, and in a pile of dirt and rocks. 


Ochako whips her head around, nearly getting hair in her eye as she looks for the source of the 
weird spear. There’s nothing but the breeze. 


“What-” 


“Yo, Uraraka, you good man?!” Kaminari yells from down the path. “Sorry, we thought we had it 
handled!” 


Ochako blinks, turning her head back forward. “Uh...yeah! I’m good!” 


“God, you are so fucking useless!” Ochako hears Bakugou yell ahead at Kaminari, slamming a 
palm on one of the monsters. 


Ochako takes a breath, turning around again in paranoia. When she looks back, Jirou is staring at 
her with a muddled expression. 


“Where did that thing come from?” She asks Ochako lowly. 
“T don’t know...” Ochako turns to the side. Everyone is moving quicker, leaving them behind. 


Jirou lets out a squeak, making Ochako flinch. Her head turns to see what Jirou is looking at with 
shock. Eyes wide and unable to process. 


“What is-” She freezes. 


A long tongue licks a dirt-covered maw, slow and concentrated. All Ochako sees is the green, 
green eyes Staring at them from behind. 


Those eyes narrow, followed by a nasty tisk from its bared yellow teeth. Body low and in a 
stalkerish form, claws guide the large form to the trees. Disappearing. 


“Was that-” 

“Midoriya.” Ochako exhales a breath she was holding in. 

“How the hell did he get here?” 
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“Guys!!” Sero yells from ahead. “Let's move!” 

Jirou and Ochako exchange a look of loss- baffled- before running to catch up. 

They keep their eyes forward as they run, breaking the distance from the group through each step. 


“Uraraka,” Jirou mutters through her breathing. “I don’t know why he is here right now...but he 
was pissed.” 


Ochako swallows. 


“He was really pissed.” 


“Color me impressed,” Mandalay says, creaking her neck from over her chair. She holds up a 
stopwatch, clicking it with a satisfying ding. 


“Two hours.” 
It’s just her outside the building. 


Izuku dissipates his canter down to a low trot, panting loudly- his tongue is dripping with green as 
his mouth feels like it’s on fire. Dry and on fire. 


Pixie does not fuck around. His legs are weak and shaking and he may not ever be able to get the 
taste of mud out of his mouth. 


It didn’t help that he had to deliberately avoid the class. 
Stopping, he looks down at his soil-covered body. God. 
He shakes, turning himself into a cloud of dust and grime. 


“Eraserhead didn’t lie, you’ ve got potential,” Mandalay continues, standing from her chair. 
“What’s your drive, kid?” 


Izuku opens his mouth but chokes on a clot of saliva and mud. Choking, he spits it onto the ground 
with a grumble. 


He walks forward, letting his body shrink and creak and crack back to normal. 
It’s always quicker to shift back, to his joy. 


With a groan, Izuku cracks his neck and stands up straight- feeling every single piece of bone in his 
back crack like a glowstick. 


“Spite.” 


“Fair,” Mandalay chuckles. “I don’t exactly blame you.” She turns to look at the building. She 
sighs, still smiling slightly. “Everyone’s inside making lunch, come join us?” 


Her kindness is something Izuku can’t fully process, at least for a woman of her heroic standing. 
She reminds him of Dai a little- from her stance and energy, the soft smile and care of a mother. 
Nothing of appearance, but her strength. 


“Uh...sure,” Izuku says, looking down at his foul sweat, muddied suit, and skin. 
Mandalay cringes, covering her mouth. 


“Showers are inside and down the hall, I usually have the campers use the bathhouse but I'll give 
you privileges today on both.” 


Izuku just might melt. 
“Thank you, Mandalay. I’m serious.” 


Mandalay’s tail waves behind her in rhythm. “Don’t mention it, kid. We’ve got ya.” She turns 
around and heads towards the doors and Izuku simply follows behind. 


Izuku Midortya is a child living in a nightmare. 
And unfortunately for Shino, she isn’t new to this hard-to-swallow concept. 


From the moment Aizawa said he’s got a kid, she knew something wasn’t going to feel well in the 
pit of her stomach. His ways with words are always on the rough side. 


His quirk, for starters, is something unbelievable. Incredible and unique, but absolutely 
unbelievable. There is no question why he has had a rough year, she hates to say. 


It’s a quirk that may never be accepted. 


But that doesn’t mean she doesn’t want to help him. Because no one should be denied a chance if 
they want to try. Especially when nothing he has done was of full intent. 


Shino’s heart sank when she walked from the pantry, holding a box of fresh vegetables. Midoriya 
was walking from the steamy bathroom with his towel on, and she couldn’t quite stomach the 
sight. 


She hasn’t seen a child with so much scar tissue before in her times as a hero, and to say it was 
heartbreaking...she can’t think of another word that’s worse than that. 


It comes in clear second to when Kota’s parents were killed. When his sister was killed... 


“Are you two doing alright?” she hears Midoriya mutter on the phone in the hall. It’s pressed close 
to his ear and his voice is hushed. “If you need food or anything just let me know, it’s supposed to 
get cold tonight.” 


Shino can’t help but interrupt. 
“Are those your acquaintances?” 
Midoriya looks up from the phone, puzzled. 


Shino sighs with a smile. “Ragdoll could see them when she was doing her scan. Plus... your 
teacher warned us.” 


It’s no issue, really. She understands his need to be careful and have extra security. And...it’s nice 
to have people that care during a time of stress. She of all people understands. 


Midoriya cringes, pinching the bridge of his nose. 


“Fuck...why didn’t Eraserhead tell me- pleaseeee don’t be mad,” he begs, putting his phone on 
mute. 


“Why would I be?” She questions, tilting her head to the side. “Your class won’t be at least another 
few hours looking at their pace, so you could have them eat with us if you would like?” 


Midoriya tends to show off a very specific look every time she comments on something, more so 
when she comments something on the nice side. It’s typically confusion. Hesitation. 


He’s a cautious kid. 
A very cautious kid. 


Shino bends forward, placing a hand on his shoulder. “Bring them in, it’ll be ok.” She pats it before 


standing up straight and walking back to the kitchen. 


It takes less than ten minutes for Midoirya to walk into the kitchen with two figures behind him. 
He’s nervous, and so are his friends trailing behind him very closely. One thing about being a 
professional for so long is being able to tell how people are feeling through their body language. 


They’re nervous. 
Confused. 


She will admit, seeing a mutant lion wasn’t something she expected on her daily schedule. But he’s 
very gentle. Quiet. And the woman next to him is definitely on the younger side- more cautious 
than the rest. She can tell by the wary eye and twitching fingers. 


It drives Shino mad that Midoriya and they feel so nervous around her and the rest of the 
Pussycats. But she’ll never be mad about it. 


It took some coaxing for them to sit and eat with them. It’s fair, really. 


Vigilantes aren’t trained to trust very often. Trust isn’t in their bones- it’s too dangerous. Some 
wouldn’t even walk into the building's vicinity. So, to see that they even came in is a miracle. 


The three of them ate like they hadn’t eaten in days. Ravenously digging into their food and 
drinking their water like it’s going to save them from near death. 


Shino’s worried glances caught the other Pussycat’s a few times. Eraserhead just looked...sad. 
It’s obvious they are surviving off the bare minimum. 


“You have no idea how much your kindness means to us, Mandalay,” the younger woman- Yuma 
she was told- thanks her with sincerity, slightly bowing her head. “It’s hard to find people like you 
in the city anymore 


Shino nods. “And it’s hard to believe people treat you like you’re the plague,” she responds, taking 
a heaping bite of rice. “I’ve always heard about you. Jinrou, the mighty werewolf that stalks the 
city.” She waves her chopsticks as she speaks. “Through word of mouth, many said you were a 
threat. Dangerous because of your unpredictability and ruthlessness.” 


Yuma nods, looking down at her empty bowl. 


“But you’re just a child. A victim.” She takes another bite, looking at Midoriya. “If it were up to 
me, you'd be perfect for night rescue.” She points to Yuma with her chopsticks, getting a surprised 
look in response. 


“Tt’s true,” Yawara adds. He crosses his arms, leaning back. “Most people with animal quirks are 
great for rescue, especially dogs.” He looks right at Syouma. “You may be a cat but with all that’s 
in you I don’t doubt you have the nose of a bloodhound.” 


Syouma’s head shoots up with confusion. 


Yuma snorts, leaning back in her chair. She looks like she wants to disagree. “It’s no wonder most 
people like your hero group so much. You truly have the countryside kindness.” 


“Sorry to interrupt, but the class has gone a while without a hard obstacle,” Tomoko says, shoving 
food into her mouth. “They’re moving too fast.” 


“On it,” Ryoku says, getting out of her seat. 


She passes Syouma- the lion chimera- with a smile, bending down and rubbing the top of his head. 
He as well looks fresh to affection- perplexed by the idea of human decency from people other 
than his friends. 


There is a Jot to know about these people. And there is a chance that today might not be enough to 
get all the information out. 


“Moving on.” Aizawa leans back into his chair, lifting his chin slightly. “I hope we can trust that 
you guys will be on our side when things decide to escalate.” 


She nods along with everyone. “I told you before, whatever it is we will be with you and your 
cause.” 


Midoriya snorts. “You might change your mind when you come to a complete understanding.” 
“How so?” Tomoko asks, placing her chopsticks down lightly. 

Midoriya looks to Syouma. “What about our quirks seems natural to you?” 

Shino tilts her head. 

“Nothing,” Yawara says with no filter. 

Yamara... 

She sighs, getting ready to apologize for his words when Midoriya chuckles. 


“Yep.” He raises a hand with a sigh, letting claws sprout out of natural reflex. “We have been 
engineered and fucked with for a villain’s demented cause for years- I, especially have been 
deemed his special project without even knowing. I’ve never even met him, yet he still found a 
way to ruin my life on the sidelines.” He turns his hand, looking at it like he’s admiring it. “If I 
was never given an injection when I was five years old, I’d only have these.” He looks at Shino, 
flexing his hand. “And I could have had a better chance in the world.” 


“What kind of demon screws with a child’s internal structure and DNA?” Yawara questions with 
aggression in his voice. Asking the same question Shino has been wondering. 


“A demon named Mortifer,” Yuma sneers. 
The ice in her voice puts a shiver down Shino’s spine. The name doesn’t help. 
“How have we never heard his name before?” Yawara comes in again. 


Aizawa straightens his back. “Most people ask the same thing and there is always a similar 
response. He’s actually good at hiding.” 


“Great, he’s one of those ...””, Tomoko mutters. 


It may sound out of sorts, but villains typically aren’t good at hiding. At least the common threats. 
They crave attention. 


So, to see someone so disturbing who’s been under the nose of so many heroes makes her feel ill. 
For someone to be out of All Might’s vision. 


“What else makes him a threat?” Shino says, placing a finger on her chin as she looks down in 
thought. 


“His power over people,” Yuma says. “He’s got the league at his toes like begging dogs and who 
knows who else he has up his ass.” 


Shino frowns. That’s the last thing that anyone needs- a team up with those assholes. 
“Not to mention...” Yuma continues, leaning back. “He kidnapped our friend. Our mentor.” 
Everyone looks up at her. 


“It’s been made apparent that she knew Mortifer for years before he went off the deep end. And, 
well, she thought she got rid of him all those years ago in an attempt to rid of his experiments and 
plans.” 


“But that wasn’t the case,” Midoriya finishes for her, placing his chin on his hand. “And now he 
has her.” 


“Fuck...” Yawara curses through his teeth. 
God... 


“Special project. What does that entail?” She says, trying to get in as much information as she can 
while she can. 


Midoriya looks at her and then everyone else before letting out a low exhale. 


“When I was little, Mortifer was expanding his research to cater towards certain blood types that 
worked best with his injections. At the time, children were the most receptive- more specifically 
children with blood type O. He hired doctors to inject kids during quirk exams.” 


Shino might have stepped the line, at least for her sake. This is...a lot. 


Midoriya looks to Yuma. “It took years for the serum to take effect in my body. It needed stress 
build-up to manifest, which unfortunately happened to be the sludge villain incident.” His fingers 
are fiddling with the table, scratching at the wood with gentle care. “Apparently I was the only one 
that was a success, and now he wants me in order to make...well... more of me. Since my mentor 
burnt all his research to the ground years ago, he was unable to recreate my unique build.” 


Shino swallows. “And what exactly is he planning on using you for, or...using people like you 
for?” 


Midoriya looks back at Syouma on the ground. His eyes are low. 


“Fighting arenas, more tests, war. I don’t know.” He shakes his head, leaning back to pet Syouma 
on the head. “All I know is that he needs to be stopped. No one else should have to suffer in his 
hands.” 


Syouma’s brows fold inward- showing off his sorrow. He leans into Midoriya’s touch before his 
hand retracts. 


“You told us All Might knows, correct?” Tomoko questions. 


Midoriya sits up straight, glancing at his teacher. 


Aizawa clears his throat. “Yeah...” 


“T’m surprised All Might hasn’t already hunted the guy down,” Yawara says, waving his hand in 
the air. “He’s annoyingly persistent.” 


Midoriya snorts, rolling his eyes. “Persistent is right.” 
Shino and the other Pussycats look at him, eyebrows raised. 


“He’s been too busy trying to kill me to even care, so I wouldn’t consider him an ally.” There is so 
much disgust in his tone it’s almost vomit-inducing. 


Eesh... 


“Yeah...” Aizawa scratches behind his neck. “We are having some issues with Yuuei in general 
right now.” 


“We noticed,” Yawara says, taking a sip from his tea. 

Shino copies Aizawa, placing a hand on the back of her neck. She rubs it softly. This is sick. 
“You weren’t kidding...” She eyes all three of them. “This really is a new type of hell.” 
Midoriya crosses his arms, tilting his head. “‘Still think you’re up to helping us?” 


“T do,” Shino says a little too quickly. Yawara and Tomoko nod with her with the same lack of 
hesitation. She only assumes Ryoku agrees. 


They are heroes, after all. It’s not even the professional aspect that’s leading her decision, but 
because they are people in need of help. It really does seem like they don’t get much of it, and 
that’s the worst part. Shino really can’t comprehend why the world is so cruel to people who 
simply just want to live a normal life just like everyone else. 


It’s not even their fault they are in this right now. That’s completely out of the question. 


“We also can’t let your class leave this camp until they grasp a better mentality,” Tomoko adds. 
“That really opened my eyes on how little students are actually taught on this stuff.” 


“Agreed,” Yawara says. “It’s a disgrace, really. I ought to pummel some sense into them.” 
Shino chuckles. “Save it for tomorrow, Yawara.” 

Yuma looks to Midoriya with a soft expression. She nudges him lightly. 

“Thank you for looking out for him this week. We appreciate you actually listening,” she says. 
Midoriya nods. “You have no idea how much it means to us to feel validated for once.” 


Syouma groans, getting an eye roll and a smile from Midoriya. “And for providing us with meals 
and comfort.” 


“Of course, kid,” Shino says, bowing her head slightly. “Your friends are welcome to stay in here 
with us whenever they need.” 


Tomoko bobs her head up and down. “The class should be another few hours, you three are 
welcome to relax at the bathhouse until they arrive too.” 


Yuma’s mouth opens. “Oh my god, stop.” She looks to Midoriya. “Remind me to brag to Hiroto 
when we get back.” She scoots out of her spot on her chair, hopping to her feet relatively quickly. 
“He’s going to be so fucking salty.” 


Midoriya snickers. “You do realize he’s just going to put you on dish duty for a month, right?” 
“T really don’t care, it’s worth it,” she says, smiling from ear to ear. 


“If you break anything, Ill be sure to make you sleep outside in a doghouse,” Aizawa says, 
narrowing his eyes. 


“Aye aye!” Yuma yells, already running around the corner. 
“Yuma, I’m serious!” 


Midoriya rolls his eyes before pushing himself out of his seat. He mouths a ‘thank you’, bowing 
his head and following behind. 


Syouma rises to his feet shortly after, bowing his horned head with an act of respect. He follows 
behind quickly, letting his hooves click on the hard floor. 


Shino smiles to herself, listening to the group laugh at each other down the hall. Showing a type of 
needed innocence they, unfortunately, don’t let out as much as they should. 


And it’s sad. 

Because they really are just kids. 

“Ts it bad that I’m content with dying here?” Yuma asks, submerging herself chin-deep in the hot, 
soothing water. Every muscle in her body feels relaxed, heated to a degree of comfort she only felt 


from baths her mother gave her years ago. She looks over to Midoriya who as well looks calm for 
the first time in weeks. 


She didn’t bother going on the girls' side when it’s just the three of them, the water is murky 
enough. Not to mention none of them ever could give a shit. 


The Oni have grown in many ways together, including the respect for one another when they are 
exposed after a quirk transformation. It’s a vulnerable state to be in, especially if the transformation 
fails or is panful. She’s had her fair shares of panic attacks after full moons. 


There are too many times to count when the poor kid has seen her tits. But he’s always kept his 
eyes to her eyes. Focused on her. 


And she will always do the same, for everyone . 
“Nope,” Midoriya responds. He looks up. 
Yuma looks over to the side. 

“You, Syouma-” she stops to snort. 


He’s in a borderline meditative state, floating on his back with his paws in the air. There is a smile 
on his muzzle. He exhales a long breath. 


“Tl take that as a yes.” 


Midoriya adjusts himself. Straightening his back with a sigh, he rubs his face with both hands- 
brushing them through his hair with gentle fingers. 


“T don’t know how I’m supposed to face the class...” he says. “At least without giving them a 
heart attack.” 


Yuma shrugs, exhaling. She knows this week is going to be a new kind of experience for him. She 
could tell just from dinner. “Don’t let it affect you.” She leans her head back onto the edge. “And 
don’t let them control your mind like that either.” 


“Tt’s a little harder than you think, Yuma.” 


“Not if you just let go,” she responds, raising her head. “Give them a heart attack. Show them your 
obvious frustration and emotions. They don’t deserve your thought or attempted kindess. They 
deserve to learn their lesson.” 


Midoriya snorts. “I think Bakugou did plenty of that already.” 


“So, give them more.” She brushes a hand through her damp hair. “Might as well be as much of a 
bitch today as you can before the camp officially starts.” 


“Eraserhead was clear. Plus, the Pussycats may not appreciate that.” 


“Oh no, they would fully support and you know that,” she says with a smirk. “I'll even help. 
Throw me on the girls' side when they come and I’Il be sure to scare the shit out of them without 
even turning.” 


She won’t lie, she might just love the heroes a little too much. 
Midoriya blinks. “You really don’t understand ‘discrete’, do you?” 
“You know the answer to that, bud.” 


Midoriya sighs, sinking deeper into the water. He sinks till his chin touches, barely touching his 
bottom lip. 


Yuma smiles gingerly. “Look, kid,” she starts, turning her head to look up at the sky. 


The boring blue sky here is just as beautiful as she remembered. Almost a cerulean, hints of 
watered-down pigment, blending to the splattered titanium white clouds. Midoriya follows her 
gaze, catching the incredible sight that can only be seen far from the polluted cities. 


“Your class chose to side with the wrong opinion. And that’s on them.” She smiles deeper as the 
clouds shift with the light breeze. “For once in a really long time, you have the chance to be who 
you are around them without any repercussions. If they still have a problem even after this week, 
then they really aren’t heroes. At least not ones that deserve the title.” 


Midoriya turns his head to face her and she turns to meet his eyes. 

She shrugs. “Shit’s fucked. But you might as well do the fucking before you get fucked.” 
Midoriya inhales, almost choking on the water. 

Syouma groans. 


“Yuma-” Midoriya places a hand over his face. “Please never say an analogy like that again.” 


“What?” she chuckles. “I’m not wrong.” 

“You aren’t but you’re also an idiot.” 

Yuma puts an offended expression on her face, still smiling. “That was uncalled for.” 
Midoriya rolls his eyes, sitting up. “So was saying a fuck analogy.” 

“Ok, ok,” she chuckles. “But I’m serious, I'll go yell at some children for you.” 

“T don’t doubt that, Yuma,” Midoriya shakes his head. “You never lie about that.” 

“T’m glad that you know me so well,” she says, smiling with a slight shrug on her shoulder. 


A heat flash goes down Yuma’s spine, making her wince. Midoriya joins with the same action, 
placing a finger on his temple’s side. 


“T’d figure out your shit soon if I were you, the class cleared through quicker than we expected 
because of Midoriya already taking out his and some of theirs.” It’s Mandalay’s voice ringing in 
her head. “They will be here in twenty.” 


It feels so intrusive, but goddamn it’s cool. 

Yuma looks to Midoroya. “Yeah, kid, how dare you actually be good at this.” 

He flips her off. 

She snorts. “But seriously, what do you say? Wanna scare the hell out of your class tonight?” 


Midoriya glances at Syouma, who flips himself over in the water. There is a loud splash as his tail 
flops on the surface. 


Usually, Yuma isn’t this petty, Dai fixed that a while ago. But every once in a while there is a part 
inside her that drops every ounce of care that was stored. 


In this instance, she dropped everything off a cliff the minute that class fucked him up. 


The visible look of thinking covers his face, a tendency she finds himself doing more often than he 
does. 


He bites at his lip before letting a smug smile drag across his face. 

“Yeah, why not.” 

Ochako rubs her eyes and face with exhaustion, groaning as she feels the dirt covering her face 
transfer to her hands. 


“Was it just me, or was there a point during that where it seemed too easy,” Mina says from across 
the locker room. 


She glances to the side. Watching as the girls from the class undress themselves for the bath. 
Mina pulls her shirt off. “Because for a moment in that forest, things were too damn quiet.” 


“Yeah, ribbit,” Tsuyu agrees, grabbing a folded towel from the rack on the wall. “Either Pixie gave 
us a break, something else got to the dirt monster things before us, or maybe both. Ribbet,” she 


says casually with a shrug. “There was nothing for a good three miles in the middle.” 


Jirou freezes next to Ochako. Her eyes glance to the side at the exact same moment as Ochako. 
They both swallow as Jirou shuts the locker holding her stuff. 


“There could be a lot of reasons for it,” Yaorozu says calmly, wrapping one of the white towels 
around her breast. “If anything, we could have gotten off track for those miles.” 


“Mmm, I don’t know...” Mina says, biting her thumb. “It seemed a little...” 

“Weird,” Hagakure finishes. 

Ochako flinches from how close her voice is. She scares the shit out of her sometimes... 
“Uraraka...” Jirou mutters, holding her towel close to her body. 

Ochako shakes her head, keeping her eyes forward. 


“He’s gotta be here for a reason,” she whispers back, not loud enough for anyone to hear. But, it’s 
Jirou. 


She can’t get the image out of her head. It seems neither can Jirou. 
The bared teeth and neon green eyes. 

The anger. 

She could feel it in her neck, aching as it chilled with aggression. 


There is no question that he finished quickly, and well, that he managed to kill off some of the 
beasts before they could. 


She’s seen how brutal he is. More so, she knows what he is capable of. It would be stupid to 
assume he took longer than a couple of hours. 


Yaoyorozu shrugs. “Whatever it was, we at least weren’t harmed. Not to mention we got done in a 
fair time, considering the amount we had to do,” she says, shutting her locker. “Or, at least that is 
what I would like to focus on most.” 


“That’s fair,” Mina chirps. “I’m just glad to finally be able to get this dirt off my skin. I swear I 
have dirt in places dirt shouldn’t be in.” She holds her towel close before walking towards the door 
to the baths. 


Jirou grabs Ochako’s glance once more before following behind. 


It seems they are both trying to convince themselves that he is here for a reason now. And that, 
well, they have nothing to be concerned about. Although there are many many things to be 
concerned about. 


As soon as Ochako’s feet touch the concrete of the outdoor bathhouse, her body is flooded with the 
humidity and steam snaking itself off the water. Her skin already feels sticky. It’s quiet and clean- 
looking better than any bathhouse she has had the privilege to go to. 


A comment prepares itself on her tongue, but it’s snatched away quicker than she would have 
liked. 


“Girls!” A loud, gleeful squeal catches their attention. “Glad to see you decided to join me!” 
Everyone stops. 


The voice is familiar. Uncomfortably familiar. And it doesn’t exactly help that the steam is so 
thick she can hardly register the thin, female figure soaking in the water in front of them. It doesn’t 
sound like any of the Pussycats or any hero she is slightly familiar with. It sounds...oddly teenage- 
like. 


Yaoyorozu holds a hand to her breast hesitantly. “Who are you?” 
Ochako can feel everyone behind her holding their breath. 
There is a snort and a chuckle. Nothing on the comforting side. 


The breeze starts blowing, pushing the steam to the side. The trees rustle and the air thins, 
dispersing. 


Ochako can feel herself squinting. 


The female figure becomes visible to her eyes. Young and fit, hair cut short- framing her off- 
putting facial expression. Her lip is curled into a smile, yet there is venom in her eyes. 


“Oh, you’ve met me before, briefly, ” she says, brushing a piece of hair from her face. “But please, 
this week isn’t about me .” She calmly clasps her hands together, letting the water drip from her 
wrists and fingers. Her composure is nothing aggressive. It’s calm. 


Too calm. 

Completely opposite from the happy-go-lucky energy she once showed all those months ago. 
It’s Midoriya’s friend, Yuma. 

Ochako swallows. 

She can feel Jirou’s composure stiffen. 

“Fuck...” she mutters, clenching her fists. “I knew she looked familiar back then...” 

“ Yeah, that’s Midoriya’s friend , ” Mina harshly whispers back. 

“Yeah, Mina...connect the dots.” 


Ochako’s head snaps to the side. She watches as her friend swallows like she’s going to throw up, 
pushing down the urge to gag. Her mouth is pressed into a thin line. 


“That’s fucking Jinrou.” 

Ochako’s face falls like the snap of a finger. 

“Come on girls,” Yuma says, cocking her head to the side. 

Ochako could have sworn she saw her eyes glisten a bright, crimson red. 


“Let’s have a chat.” 


Katsuki was about to blow Deku’s goddamn cover in that forest. 


Huffing, he rubs a wet hand over his face, letting it plop down in the bath with a splash. He felt so 
disgusting after that exercise. For once, he’s calmed himself to match the tranquility of the 
atmosphere- feeling the wonderful sooth on his aching muscles in his shoulders. 


The fucking idiot was taking out some of their opponents and almost got caught in the crossfire of 
one of Katsuki’s explosions. 


At that point, he deserved to get his cover blown early. Respectfully, hit in the fucking face. 
Though he’s preparing to show up eventually, having it be in the middle of the forest would have 
been nothing but sour. 


To add, he is aware that the lion and fucking bitch of a wolf are here too. He had to sneeze pretty 
fucking loud to cover up their offset on the bus. 


Knowing their behavior, they will make an appearance as well. More specifically Yuma. Though 
their teacher may have an aneurism in the process. 


“Man those monsters were brutal,” dunce face complains, groaning as sinks himself low in the 
steaming water. 


“Honestly,” big lips agrees. “Not to mention they were pretty gnarly looking.” 
Katsuki looks at them, blinking. “It was fucking dirt.” 
Shitty hair snorts next to him, clearing his throat after dunce face looks his way. 


“Yeah, but Pixie sure does know how to make dirt look like something out of a monster movie,” 
tape face says, scratching the back of his neck. “Gave me chills when I saw that first one.” 


Dunce face throws a thumb back and points to the midget. “Mineta literally pissed himself so he’ Il 
back you up on that.” 


“Hey!!” He yells back, getting a response of laughter from everyone. 
Icy hot exhales loudly, expressing his typical displeased behavior. 
For once, he agrees with him. 


“There was one in particular though, it looked so familiar I literally almost shit myself,” big lips 
says, leaning his arms back on the concrete edge. 


“In what way?” Tail responds, raising a brow. 
Big lips turns his head. “It looked like Midoriya.” 
There is an uncomfortable shift in the bath. 

A damn pin could be dropped. 

Damn it that fucking- 

Katsuki opens his mouth. 


“What in your head thought that was a good idea to say?” Bird brain responds nonchalantly. He 


side-eyes half of the class, shifting in his spot. 
Katsuki raises his brows. 

Ok. 

Ok. 


“Seriously, what the hell was that?” Tentacles says, almost catching Katsuki off guard. The guy 
never speaks, to add he never pushes his opinion onto anything so heavy. 


He kind of forgot he existed. Really. 

Eesh. 

Katsuki glances at shitty hair and four eyes. 
‘Dayum,’ shitty hair mouths. 

Yeah. Dayum is right. 


“Hey man,” big lips says, raising his hands in a defensive manner. “TI only said it looked like 
Midoriya nothing else.” 


Katsuki clicks his tongue, shaking his head. 
“Yeah that’s bullshit, but go off,” he snarks, leaning an arm back. 


“Christ, Bakugou, give us a break!” Tape face snaps. His arms shoot up and spray water. “We are 
all stressed.” 


“All of you seriously can’t get enough of your own voices, can you?” Icy hot says, raising his lip. 
Dunce face brushes his hands through his hair, pulling tight. “God this is all falling apart...” 


“And whose fault is that?” Katsuki barks, glaring daggers at the class. “You’re stressed? Boo 
fucking hoo, you made your choices and now you can suffer the consequences.” 


Rock face and the sparkly blonde extra sink down with discomfort, looking to the side. 


Tape face pinches the bridge of his nose, groaning. “For the love of God, dude. What more do you 
expect from us, huh?” He shrugs his arms out. “We got your speech the other day what do you 
want us to do?” 


“To truly understand your consequences for verbally harassing a classmate and ignoring to 
comprehend that your reactions are completely inappropriate,” four eyes butts in, leaning forward. 
“Not just saying sorry and moving on.” 


“Well, it’s a little hard to do that when the guy you need to apologize to went off the grid after 
trying to kill our teacher,” big lips snaps back. “Where is he? Obviously, he’s not here.” 


Wow. So it appears this class can’t even learn one thing. His speech was pointless if they are still 
reacting like this. Utterly pointless and a waste of breath. 


“Sato, that was not ok you need to-” four eyes pauses. His eyes veer off to the wall. “Mineta, what 
are you doing?” 


Everyone stops and turns. Katsuki turns his head to look at the tall, wooden fence that stands as a 
barrier between them and the girls. The little freak is standing at it, staring up like it’s an obstacle 
waiting to be hurtled. 


“T want to see if the girls are having a better conversation than us,” he says casually, grabbing a 
ball off his head. “Because we clearly are still fighting over the same freak that doesn’t deserve the 
attention.” 


“Oh no, absolutely not.” Four eyes immediately grabs the edge and pulls himself out of the water. 


The midget slaps the ball against the wall, pulling another from his head. He climbs the wall like a 
mad man, gaining speed as four eyes marches up to the wall yelling. 


Katsuki groans, pinching the bridge of his nose. 


“Tt’s no use...” shitty hair says next to him, watching as four eyes screams and points from the 
bottom of the fence. 


Katsuki lets out a hmph, shaking his head. 


“For some people, it takes a while to accept when they are wrong.” He looks up, following the 
midget with his eyes as he excels up to the top of the wall. 


“Mineta!!” Four eyes yells. “Get down from there now!!” 


But something stops him from grabbing the very top of the fence. Reaching a hand out, practically 
drooling like a starving dog, he freezes when something audibly growls loud. 


It’s a familiar sound that Katsuki would hate to say is something almost pleasing to hear in this 
kind of circumstance. 


Bones cracking and the faint sizzling bubble- an anthem most would be afraid to hear. 
But no. Katsuki Joves it. The satisfaction and beauty of it all. 


Pointed ears appear, slowly rising and exposing more and more of the charred fur and snarling 
lips. 


Green drips onto the wood, burning it to black. 

A wet pointed nose moves forward, coming inches away from the midget's face. 
He huffs with aggression, showing off his jagged fangs and long tongue. 
“Excuses.” 


He narrows his eyes, blowing a breath through his mouth. Like he’s blowing away a pesky piece of 
dust. 


Like he was snapped into a trance, the midget loses grip and faints. He falls fast and catches four 
eyes off guard, slamming straight into his face ass first. 


They crumble to the ground in a pathetic lump. 


Katsuki bites back the urge to laugh. Literally biting his tongue hard. 


Because please, that was fucking funny. 


Deku rolls his eyes, pressing his paws on the top of the fenceline. He hops up, dropping down onto 
the concrete next to the sad pile of bodies next to him. He glances down, leaning his head down. 
His head tilts to the side before scooping his nose under four eyes’ chest and helping him up to his 
feet. 


He completely ignored the midget on the ground. In fact, he even sneers like he’s a squished bug 
under his shoe. 


He helps four eyes back into the bath before sitting himself down. His eyes narrow and the tail 
behind him swishes side to side in a calculated flow. 


“T hear you have some opinions,” he says, eyeing every single person in the bath. 
“So go on, don’t be scared...” 


A few people behind Katsuki sink down low in the bath, not knowing what else to do as a reaction. 
He can hear the sound of saliva being swallowed loudly. 


The hushed shaky breathing. 


“Say it to my face.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Eeesh. 


The next chapter is a mess by the way so buckle up your seatbelt like right now bc it's 
gonna hit fast. 


0000 boy. 
Anyway, look out for later this week and I hope you all have a good one! 
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We'll Meet Again Pt. 2 


Chapter Summary 


We'll meet again... 
Don't know where... 
Don't know when... 


But I know we'll meet again some sunny day... 


Chapter Notes 


shits a mess 


enjoy ;) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
Ochako didn’t exactly think it was possible for the air to get any thicker, despite the steam and 
thick earthy air that swells around each body. 
She was very much incorrect. 


All the girls awkwardly sit in the bath, soaking in both the barley boiling water and their internal 
dread. She herself can feel her hands try to fiddle with each other underwater. That, and her mind 
currently spins in an attempt to grasp a single relevant thought. 


Yuma is sitting in the same spot, tapping her fingers gently on the surface of the water. Her other 
arm is slacked back and resting against the concrete edge, creating coinciding energy with her 
peeved facial expression. 


Yaoyorozu shifts with discomfort, clearing her throat. She bites the bullet. “W-what exactly do you 
want from us?” Her voice is edging the shaky side. 


Yuma smiles. 


“Please, no need to be nervous,” she says calmly, out speaking Yaoyorozu’s confidence. “I only 
wish to have a conversation. Just us girls?” 


Jirou shivers next to her. 


Ochako won’t be dishonest, one of the things she ended up blocking from her memory is that with 
Midoriya being one of the most wanted criminals, there comes even more wanted people right 
behind him and by his side. 


And it would have been nice to remember that her class not only pissed Midoriya off. 


But they also pissed off his friends. Both in the class and out. 
There is no response to Yuma’s statement. So, she continues with a raised brow. 


“Tt’s come to my attention that your school has failed you in many different senses,” she says 
without any stutter. She lifts her hand and rests her cheek against it. “It’s sad, really.” 


Ochako bites at the inside of her lip. 


“Punishment isn’t in a hero school’s agenda. Neither is true learning lessons that don’t involve 
exploiting your physical well beings.” She turns her head and looks right at Ochako. “I fear for our 
society if you all are what enters it.” 


“Look, we are really sorry about what happened-” Mina butts in with a hesitant tone. 


“And if that were true you would have made it right by now,” Yuma snaps back. “You’re heroes, 
aren’t you? It’s fucking pathetic to think you think that apologies are the only things that can fix an 
open wound.” Her lips curls into a sneer. “Midoriya has been bleeding out for over a year, and you 
have done nothing but spit on it.” 


Ochako just might throw up. Hearing such heat from someone who always seemed so kind is 
sickening. 


It doesn’t help that she already feels ill from her thoughts about Midoriya. 


“T am aware that you girls never were deliberately mean to him. If you were, I would be doing 
more than what I’m doing now,” Yuma says, brushing her fingers through the ends of her hair. 
Twisting and twirling- playing with it as she speaks. “But you aren’t innocent. No one in this world 


”° 


is. 

There is a faint growl, sending Ochako’s eyes up. 

Yaororozu covers a hand over her mouth. 

Eyes of emerald green and poison glance back, before disappearing to the other side. 
So he really is here... 


“Just be lucky you aren’t on the other side,” Yuma says, pointing at the fence. “I can be mean, but 
nothing matches the anger seething within his body when triggered.” 


It would be wrong for anyone to disagree with that. Clearly, everyone witnessed it during finals. 


Jirou shifts, glancing at Ochako. “Jin-Yuma...there is probably nothing we can say to convince 
you we truly are sorry,” she speaks up, clearing her throat. She looks like she’s trying to keep her 
body from shivering. She’s visibly tense. “But it’s complete honesty when we all say we regret 
everything that has happened.” She looks to everyone in the bath. “Midoriya never deserved the 
life he got and he didn’t deserve the treatment he got from this class or from our teachers.” 


Yuma tilts her head, listening. 


“We...” Jirou hesitates, exhaling. “We never knew the truth and we assumed. I never deliberately 
said anything mean about him and I spoke against the guys who did, but that doesn’t mean I never 
thought anything once or twice. I’m not innocent. As you said, none of us are.” 


Tsuyu shakes her head, looking down. “It never felt right hearing such harsh words against both 


Midoriya and Cerberus, ribbit,” she looks up, staring at Yuma with big eyes. “But I never actively 
stopped them.” 


Mina nods her head, picking at her nails in front of her. “I never really realized how bad it was until 
after finals... hearing everyone talk so badly about someone who has been nothing but kind to me 
was horrible . And I felt like complete shit hearing everyone talk so negatively after finals.” 


All the girls nod, humming with melancholic murmurs. It really has been a lesson for everyone to 
comprehend in different ways. But it seems each person took it the same. 


There is shame in each of them. 

“We made a mistake,” Yaoyorozu pipes in. “But we want to learn, despite it being a little late.” 
Yuma’s lips perk up slightly into a crooked smile. She hums. 

“Right, Hagakure,” Mina mutters next to her, almost glaring at what seems like nothing. 
“Yeah...” the water shifts. “Right.” Her voice is overflown with guilt and humiliation. 


Yuma takes a moment to herself self-like she’s thinking. Tapping a finger on her bottom lip. The 
smile still stands. 


“T was prepared to have to scare the shit out of you today, but I guess I really didn’t have to.” She 
leans her arms back. “You’ve gained some respect.” 


Ochako looks down at her hands in the water, clasping them together. She processes her thoughts, 
taking a moment to collect her words. “Midoriya is a good guy,” she starts, looking to Yuma. “I 
could always tell there was something plaguing him on the day of the entrance exams, even with 
the smile on his face. He saved my life that day, and he saved a lot of people beyond that even 
though he was internally suffering. He always cared, no matter what, and I want to have the chance 
to return the favor.” 


She means every word of it. 


Yuma nods at her, showing off a side of sincerity and warmth that wasn’t there before- like she 
lowered the shields. 


Midoriya is a guy she wished she could have become better friends with. She had always craved a 
friendship with him- or, at least, a stronger one. There aren’t a lot of people out there like him. His 
personality and strength are both things she admires about him, the fearlessness inside him. He 
isn’t afraid to speak his mind and emotions, because they are his. 


And it’s heartbreaking to fully understand that things may never get to that point because of the 
lack of trust within the class. 


Within Midortya. 


It’s why she wants to try. Because honestly, Midoriya is the kind of person that should never be 
given up on. Because he sure as hell hasn’t given up yet. 


Or at least that’s what is apparent. 


“Tt’s easier than you think to return the favor, hon,” Yuma responds, grabbing Ochako’s attention. 
It grabs everyone’s attention. 


Yuma looks to the side, watching as the sky starts to slowly fade to a darker blue. She reaches 
back, pulling herself up and out of the bath with little effort. 


“Just have his back,” she says, reaching down for a bleached white towel that’s folded neatly on 
the ground. She unfolds it before wrapping it around her breasts tightly, brushing her hair back with 
a free hand. 


“Tt’s all he ever wanted.” 

And with that, she excuses herself from the baths. 

Leaving the girls to sit and soak, reflecting on their words and experiences. 
The future and its requirements. 

What they need to do to heal the damage done. 


Ochako exhales, lowering her body into the water. The tips of her hair touch and float, tickling her 
face. 


It seems everyone copies her in their own way, relaxing their once tensed spines and muscles. 

“T like her,” she mutters, looking to the girls. 

Most nod with her in the silence. 

“Yeah,” Mina says with a smile, leaning back. “She’s a good friend.” 

There is another collection of nods. 

Mina chuckles slightly. “But she’s also really fucking hot.” 

Ochako snorts, busting out a full throat giggle. 

And everyone else joins in. 

“T sense we have made a grave mistake here...’”” Kaminari mutters, pressing himself tight against 


the edge with stress. Mineta cowers behind him on the edge, holding onto his shoulders with a 
death grip. 


“Really??” Sero responds with a snarky attitude. “What gave it away??” 
The answer to that is simple. 


Midoriya is laying on the concrete with his front paws crossed over each other. His tail flicks up 
and down as he stares down everyone in the water like they are lunch. Like a lion watching over a 
group of unknowing antelope. Hungry. 


Shoto wasn’t quite sure when or how he would make an appearance. More so if he ever would. 


He would be lying if he said his entrance wasn’t a pinch to the spine. Midoriya’s eyes never truly 
show venom unless he’s pissed off enough. For eyes that don’t have a lot of emotion in them, he 
sure knows how to make them sting. 


And it never feels good to see it when they do. Anyone could agree. 


“Look, Mido man we are sorry about-” 

Midoriya raises his lip and sneers. A growl hums in his throat. 

“Don’t bullshit me.” 

Members of the class cower. Sero clears his throat, swallowing. “...we...we are sorry about-” 
“Everything,” Kaminari interrupts nervously, getting a glare from Sero. 

“Yes, yes, everything, ” He repeats, nodding his head. 

Shoto can see Bakugou in the corner of his eye cringe, shaking his head. 

Midoriya tilts his head, letting an ear flop over. 

“We assumed when we shouldn’t have and we are so so sorry,” Sato exasperates. 

“Do you think you can simply change the past with a half-assed apology?’ he hums calmly. 


Sato swallows. Though, so does most of the class. 


“Tf you all really were sorry, you’d take that apology and change your future actions with it. 
Make it right and learn. And so far, I’m not seeing any of the sorts from you.” His tail puffs 
and rattles as it sways. The rattle from a snake's warning. The spines on the tip of his tail scrape 
against the concrete, itching his brain. ‘‘Are you truly sorry? Or are you just speaking with guilt 
and regret because you fear me?” 


There is another collective gulp between everyone. 
Well, there’s that answer. 
“T-” Ojiro starts. 


“T don’t think he was asking you, Tail,” Bakugou interrupts, leaning back. Everyone looks to him 
with a confused expression. 


“As far as I know, there’s a select fuckin few of you in here that actually give a fat fuck about 
changing for the better or never said anything negative in the first place. You are one of them.” He 
looks at half of the class. “Everyone here that looks like they are going to yack in the fucking bath 
from guilt or look like they could care less have everything to apologize for.” 


Sero, Kaminari, and Sato sink lower in the bath. Mineta only continues to tremble and whimper 
behind. 


“Tt’s the pieces of shit that never thought for a second that someone’s life and fucking experiences 
were valid.” He glares at everyone that shows guilt. 


“Enough, Bakugou,” Midoriya says calmly. ‘Thank you.” 


He doesn’t object. He expresses what is similar to a pout, but his mouth is shut. It’s rare to see him 
listen, or well, listen to Midoriya without argument. 


Midoriya flexes his claws, scratching them ever so slightly into the concrete. 


‘“‘Let me put you in my shoes for a moment, hm?” he adds a little more aggression as each word 
passes. ‘How would you react if even the heroes in your life treated you like a disease? Like a 
monster that will never be given a chance?” 


He looks to Sero and Kaminari, narrowing all four of his eyes. 
“TI came to Yuuei to get a second chance. J came here to be a hero like the rest of you.” 
Sero looks down at the water. Most everyone else sits with discomfort and sorrow. 


“But instead, I got treated the same way I get treated out there.” Midoriya shakes his head, 
looking to the side. There is pain visible in his eyes and ears, the way they twitch and narrow. 


“Monsters aren’t always physical.” He exhales, adjusting his paws and looking back forward. 
‘And I came here finding more than I bargained for.” 


Kaminari bites at his lip. “What do you want us to do, man...” he mutters, looking up with sad 
eyes. “We...we don’t know what to do...” 


‘And that’s on you,” he bites back. “You had all the fucking opportunities in the world to ask 
and understand, yet you decided to sit and play the victim. I nearly died just for you to barely 
comprehend the extent of your words and you’re confused?” 


Everyone glances at each other as Midoriya stares them all down. He rolls his eyes with an irritated 
growl in his chest. He moves to get up. 


**You’re here to learn. So use it to your damn advantage,” he practically hisses, letting hints of 
acid drip from his tongue and teeth onto the ground. “It would be waste if this world lost the 
potential here. All because of a rancid attitude and failure to accept differences and 
challenges.” His claws and tail scrape as he stands. ‘I hope by the end of this week you will 
finally understand.” 


His eyes shift to stare directly at Mineta, who continues to cower behind Kaminari like a bug. 
“TI only ever wanted to be a hero. To be like everyone else.” 

He takes a look at everyone before blowing a huff from his nose. 

“But...I also just wanted to be your friend.” 

Shoto watches Sero’s face fall in the corner of his eye. 


He watches the class fall into a new kind of silence as Midoriya looks them over one last time, 
before walking away. Most everyone now sits in a pool of their own thoughts. Regrets. 


Fears. 
Sadness. 


Sato places his hands over his face and Kaminari blinks, wiping his thumb over his eyes. He looks 
away to hide the look of shame and anguish. 


Shoto exhales, looking to Bakugou and Iida. 


This week really is going to be a lot. 


There are times when Izuku doesn’t quite mind being the wolf for a long period of time. It’s never 
too common, but there are still those moments where he cherishes having thick fur and a sturdy 
body. 


The breeze on the cliffs edge is colder than by the camp, blowing through every follicle of hair on 
his face and body. He sits down as he did at the bath, only he places his head on his crossed arms 
instead, exhaling against the wind. 


His eyes stare up at the sky. The deep, violet sky with flicks of white stars. Like freckles. They are 
a concept of which Izuku is new to- considering the night skies in the city are plagued with smog 
more often than not. 


“Tt seems your class has semi learned their lesson.” 
Izuku lifts his head to the incoming voice. 


Yuma walks up the cliffside holding two bowls of food- looking to be curry. It smells strong. Her 
eyes are red and he can see her fingers attempt to form points. Syouma is following behind with a 
cautious eye and ear. 


It is late. 
Izuku exhales, placing his head back onto his arms. 
“I hope so,” he mutters. 


Yuma makes her way to his side, plopping down on the rocks. Her feet dangle over the edge with 
little fear, moving up and down like a kid on the swings. 


She places one of the bowls next to him, nudging him. 
“Tt’ll be ok.” 


Syouma slides himself into the same position as Izuku on his other side, groaning as he relaxes into 
the harsh gravel beneath them. 


Yuma slides her spoon into her food, stirring it as she looks forward. 


“T didn’t have to yell at the girls,” she starts, scooping a big bite into her mouth. “So [ll take it as 
something.” 


Izuku sighs. ‘The girls were never really the issue.” 


And he knows that. He knows that there was only a couple of half-minded opinions amongst the 
girls, but for the most part, they always seemed to have his back in some way. More so towards the 
end. 


Or al least he hopes so. 


Yuma nods, placing the spoon back into her bowl. She moves to scratch behind his ear gently, 
brushing her hand down his neck. Her touch is always so gentle, even if he’s much bigger. 


“You have a lot of allies amongst the boys. I don’t doubt that their opinions will shape sooner than 


you expect.” 

Izuku leans into her touch. 

“But... also understand that sometimes, that doesn’t stop certain opinions to continue to arise.” 
Izuku nods slowly. 


“You just can’t listen to them. Even if it hurts.” Yuma sighs, looking up. “We may wish for 
everyone to respect and understand us, but sometimes people aren’t so keen to change their 
opinions. And we sometimes just have to respect that.” 


“Even if it makes no sense?” 


Yuma nods with a slight shrug. “It’s how things are.” She looks back down. “We’ve said all we 
can say. I’m sure Bakugou has said double. If they still don’t respect you, then that’s their 
problem. You’re trying. You’ve always tried.” 


Syouma nudges him with his nose. He can feel the cold wet sensation on the side of his neck. 
“You have people that care,” he mutters. “And really...that’s all that matters.” 


Yuma hums, smiling. “I still don’t know what he’s saying, but I’m going to assume he agreed with 
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me. 
Izuku snorts, letting a small chuckle fade from his throat. 


“You'll have a good week, even if some of your class are still major dick heads. I'll make sure of 
that.” 


A twig breaks, echoing through the air loudly. 

Izuku snaps his head to the side, feeling his quills raise on his back and tail. 
Yuma and Syouma do the same. 

Something cowers behind a bush. It’s small, young. 

Scared. 

Izuku’s ears twitch as he squints. 

He can see a faint outline of devil horns on top of a hat. 

“Ts that a fucking child?” Yuma mutters, placing her bowl down next to her. 
Izuku nods his head, feeling his quills flatten back down. 

It’s the kid from earlier. 

‘“‘He’s with the Pussycats...”’ 

Yuma squints her eyes as well. 


“You have nothing to worry about, honey. You can come out,” she says softly, bringing out her 
child voice. “What is he doing out here? It’s too far from the camp for him,” she says low enough 


so only Izuku can hear. 
“T’m not scared!” the kid yells back. 
Izuku tilts his head. 


“We...never said you were, kid,” Yuma says, looking back at Izuku and Syouma. She moves to get 
up, startling the kid. 


He backs up and turns tail, dissapearing into the thick woods. The last thing he sees is his 
confused, scared eyes. 


Yuma’s lips thin. “Is he alright?” 


Those eyes quickly remind Izuku that he was present- stubbornly- when he changed in front of the 
Pussycats. 


Which, really, even if Izuku tried to convince himself it isn't something to be ashamed of, it still 
terrifying to new eyes. 


Fuck. 

Izuku groans, closing his eyes. 

“The poor kid was too stubborn to leave when I transformed...” 

Yuma immediately cringes, showing off her teeth. She sucks in a breath, shaking her head. 
“Eesh...that’Il do it.” 

“I probably traumatized him.” 


Yuma tilts her head to the side with an ‘eh’. “You probably did, but you can’t help it. ’'m sure if 
you approach him gently tomorrow you can help him learn that it isn’t as scary as it looks.” 


“True...” 


“Tt’s odd though...” she says hesitantly, looking to the woods where the kid ran away. “I do 
wonder what he’s doing at the camp though,” Yuma continues. She turns herself and leans against 
Izuku’s side. “To my knowledge, none of the Pussycats have children.” 


Izuku follows her gaze to the woods, watching as the breeze caries the leaves in a swaying motion. 
It’s a curious thing, really. He might have to talk to Mandalay about it. 
“But oh well,” she says with a sign, relaxing against him further. “I’m sure he’s here for a reason.” 


“Yeah...” Izuku says. 


He can feel Syouma press himself against his other side, adding more warmth to his already 
toasted body temperature. 


“We all are in some way.” 


Fucking hospitals. 


It’s the only thought that races through anyone’s mind while present in a building like this. 


For even Naomasa, it was especially difficult to get access for Toshinori’s room. It took days to 
even get access into the hallway, let alone into his room. 


It’s not every day you see the number one hero with his hand hanging on by a thread, and the 
doctors became frightened because of it. 


Seeing the untouchable obviously touched is never pretty or comforting. 
He remembers specifically when Toshi was in shambles all those years ago... 
The nightmares weren’t any prettier. 


Toshi has been staring out his window for hours. The night sky and busy lights. Not a word has left 
from his lips. Either from embarrassment or shame, maybe both, he won’t speak. 


Not even to him. 


His hands and chest are bandaged and he’s loaded with IVs and medications, adding a whole new 
look to his already skeletal body. 


“Toshi,” Naosmasa starts, shifting in his stiff chair. “You need to talk to me.” 
There is nothing from Toshi in return, just a blink. 

Naosmasa sighs, placing a hand in his hair. 

It’s frustrating when he gets like this. 


“You staring out the window is not going to change what happened. You need to face the facts,” he 
says with sugar coating. “That kid fucked you up...and honestly, for good reason.” 


He can see a change in Toshinori’s facial expression. His brows twitch. 


“Midoriya has so much rage pent up towards you, and you have done nothing but fuel it.” He tries 
to keep his tone slow and gentle. The last thing he needs is to ignite a fire in Toshi. “You can’t act 
surprised that it happened. And you can’t pout about it either- you are an adult for Christ’s sake.” 


“T’m glad you are ok and alive but...” he struggles to say. He leans back against his chair. “We 
both ignored something that could have had every chance in the world to kill us all. That child is 
extremely powerful and we are more than lucky that he has a good heart.” 


Again, nothing. 
Naomasa looks to the side, shaking his head. “You asked him to carry your power.” 
Toshi bites the inside of his lip, showing a reaction. 


“Toshi, you asked him to be your successor. You knew there was good in him, and that out of 
everyone in that damn school you chose him. Yet, when he showed you who he was- who he truly 
was- you reacted horribly. Horribly. If I were him, your hand wouldn’t be the only thing close to 
gone.” 


Toshi turns his head further towards the window. 


Naomasa clicks his tongue, shaking his head again. 
“What happened to you, Toshi?” 


Toshinori is a man that Naomasa has always held respect towards. He’s a good hero and an even 
better friend. There aren’t a lot of people out there that don’t respect or admire him. 


But right now...ever since he’s been put in the position to choose a successor... 
He’s changed. 

And not for the better. 

“What happened to you saying anyone can be a hero?” 

He can see Toshi swallow. But not a word escapes from his lips. 

“What happened to that?” 


Naomasa sighs, placing his elbows on his knees. He wants to tell him of the man that Eraserhead 
fears. He wants to tell Toshi of the hell they are about to face. 


But there is no point. 
Not when he won’t even listen now. 
He rubs his eyes, standing from the chair slowly. 


“T’m not going to keep talking to a wall, Toshi.” He mutters, looking at his watch. It’s too late for 
this. 


“Call me when you’ re ready to talk.” 
He turns and walks towards the door, grabbing the handle with a gentle hand. 


“Because there is a /ot you need to understand.” 


“Good morning, kiddo!” Mandalay chirps from the lounge. It’s still dark outside. 


Izuku walks out of his room, rubbing the dry crusts from his eyes continuously. He groans in 
response. 


“Sleep well?” she asks kindly, placing her phone down on the table next to her. 
He hums. 

It’s five am... 

Curse Eraserhead and his torturous training schedule. 


Izuku is fortunate he was able to sleep in the main building and away from the class- it doesn’t 
service that he already has a tough time falling asleep in new atmospheres. Sleeping with a class 
that he just chewed out is awful to anyone with any lasting sanity. 


“Here,” Mandalay mutters, reaching for something on the table. She grabs it and throws it in his 
direction. 


He catches it without thought. He looks at it confused. 

“T’d eat something if I were you. The class won’t be eating for a while.” 

Izuku raises a brow. It’s a banana. 

She smiles with a wink. “I don’t usually play favorites but yeah, you’re my favorite.” 
Well...he’ll definitely take that into consideration. 


He nods, moving his fingers to peel it. “Thank you.” He looks to the side, watching as the rest of 
the Pussycats muddle around the kitchen and dining room- shuffling like zombies. 


His brows fold in. “Can I ask you a question?” he says with a little more volume. He takes a bite 
out of the banana. 


“Shoot,” Mandalay responds, getting up from her chair. 


“What’s with the kid,” he says with a full mouth. “Is he yours?” He takes another bite. He didn’t 
exactly eat a lot last night either. 


Mandalay places a hand on her heart and chuckles. “Technically, no.” 

Izuku raises a brow. 

Mandalay looks to the side, sliding her hand off her chest. “Kota, he was my sister’s.” 
Izuku can feel his hand lower. 

Oh. 

“Was?” He asks, shifting his feet below him. 

She nods with her head down, crossing her arms. Her mouth forms a frown. 

“T’ve been looking after him since the Water Hose incident...” 

Water Hose... 

Izuku’s tired brain takes a moment to connect the dots. 

He swallows, placing a hand over his face. 

Ah jeez... 

“Shit...they were his parents, weren’t they?” 

Mandalay nods. “It’s too young for anyone to lose their parents, especially in that way.” 


He remembers hearing about it on the news. The bloodshed and tragedy affected a lot of people. 
Both heroes and citizens. It makes things worse to think that they had a child- the unfortunate cost 
of losing heroes in work. 


Mandalay sighs softly. “I don’t usually tell people about his past, but... you’re an exception.” 


“In what way?” Izuku says curiously. The way she toned it was...odd. 


“T feel you both relate in some factors.” She reaches to the side and grabs her phone, checking the 
time on the bright screen. “Kota isn’t exactly...” she pauses. “Fond of heroes.” 


Well... 

That'll do it. 

Izuku nods, fighting the urge to cringe out loud. “I...can understand that...” 
Certain experiences can ruin it for some people. 


He lost his parents at such a young age. It’s no wonder, really. For kids, the blame needs to be put 
somewhere. It doesn’t help that he’s young and confused about the concept of hero and villain. 


“Yeah...I think I spooked him a little with my quirk so that probably didn’t help,” Izuku says, 
scratching the back of his head. 


Mandalay shakes her head. “It’s not your fault, hon. He’s a stubborn kid.” 


He shrugs, taking a bite of his banana. “I still feel bad. He’s little and my quirk is /ess then pretty 
during transformations.” 


The look on his face yesterday was more than enough to convince him. 

Mandalay nods with the unfortunate agreement. “Don’t blame yourself, it’s a difficult situation.” 
“Tt always is...” he’s tired of saying this. 

“Oi, squirt,” Tiger hollers from the sliding door. “Yer class is about to get started, you comin?” 
“Yeah! Pll be right out,” he responds, shoving the rest of his banana into his mouth. 

Mandalay snorts. “We can talk later, kay?” 

Izuku nods with his cheeks full before getting shooed out of the room by her. 

Yeah. 


He’d like that. 


Nishi screams. 


She screams till her throat feels like it’s beeing shredded from the inside out. Till she can taste 
blood and spit on her tongue and teeth. 


Till her voice gives and cracks- failing as each second passes in the endless eternity this hell may 
be. 


She slams her fist on the metal bars encapsulating her. She pounds and pounds, screaming and 
screaming. 


Ankle chained to the ground with rusting metal quirk condenser, she feels it rub and rub at her now 
raw skin as she yanks and struggles. A beast in a cage. Wild and pissed. 


She’s been thrown in the control room cages, making things all the worse for her. 


She tries to summon claws or a tail, anything, but it’s no use. 


Backing up, she throws her body against the metal in hysteria. The warm saltiness of tears cascade 
from her face and fall to the ground. Dripping and dripping and dripping! 


“FUCK!!” 


She falls to the ground, back against the bars- cold against her skin. Face in her hands, she wipes at 
the tears in her eyes. Wiping and wiping, they won’t stop. The lack of sight hurts as she continues 
to rub at her eyes like a damned spot of blood on cotton. 


“Puck fuck fuck fuck...” she mutters, shaking her head. 


“GOD FUCKING DAMN IT!” She slams her fist on the bar again. She growls, placing her hands 
on the back of her neck, looking up at the dripping ceiling. 


Nishi’s chest rises and falls with a quick rhythm. Panting and panting, her throat continues to sound 
broken and cracked like a fallen vase. 


She huffs. 
And huffs. 


There is blood under her nails and splattered on her arms and hands. Memories from her clawing 
and scratching as she was shoved and chained. 


Memories of the words from him. 
That she will not be interfering this time. No more. 


A manic smile wobbles across her lips, allowing a faint chuckle to push out of her mouth. The tears 
don’t stop. 


She grabs her hair, pulling it as her eyes stay up. 


A loud, raucous cackle escapes from her smiling lips- loud and unstable. She bends forward, 
keeping the hands in her hair as she belts levels of insanity. 


“You coward,” she says through each giggle and grin. 

She shrieks another collection of laughs, falling to the ground in a crumpled mess. 

“You won’t win!” 

He threw her in here for a reason. 

She will always be a threat to him. But even then, she still will be while rotting in this cell. 
She chokes and coughs on a combination of blood and spit, drooling onto the musty floor. 


A snicker hums in her throat as she throws her head back once more, feeling the liquid fall from her 
lips. 


“Diabolus damnetur!”’ 


“Damnetur!!” 


He’s afraid. 
Deep down, that man is afraid . 


He should have killed her when he had the chance. 


“Man, they weren’t kidding when they said no mercy,” Yuma comments from above. 


Her and Syouma are perched atop one of the thickened pine tree branches, watching both A and B 
classes fight for their lives to stay on their feet. 


It’s as if they are at war with themselves- consistently fighting tooth and nail to beat the shit out of 
their own limits. 


Her leg sways as she leand against the trunk, playing with her utility knife- touching the blade with 
a gentle finger. 


Syouma groans in what she assumes is agreement, tail swishing like her leg off the edge of the 
branch he sits on. His paw plays with the loose bark, clawing at each piece like it’s a hangnail. 


The class was thrown into hell the second they were awoken at the ass crack of dawn- 
expierencing what any normal person would consider torture. 


The dumb blonde kid is literally being shocked to near death with a battery typically used as a 
backup generator for a whole complex. 


To add, Bakugou is on the other side plunging his hands in boiling water while screaming bloody 
murder. 


So, to say it’s not entertaining while also very much concerning would be a fib. 


But her only concern continues to lay on the kid, per usual. She came here with a job, and that job 
was to make sure nothing out of the ordinary happened and Midoriya was being treated with 
absolute fairness. It’s the tendencies of a helicopter mom, but there’s nothing wrong with it in this 
certain circumstance. One thing in the world grinds her gears almost as much as the man they fight, 
is inequality and discirimiation- the harassment they all unfortunatley experience daily. 


She’s been watching him focus deeply on himself for the past four hours. 


Entering meditative states as he handled harsh obsticles, to pushing his quirk to its limit without 
fully transforming. 


There isn’t much he can do, considering the B class is also present. One class is enough when it 
comes to exposure, anyone could agree. 


And it’s honest luck that no one in class A said anything to them. 
Hopefully, at least. 


Midoriya grunts loudly as he flips a quadruple full in the air, dodging a flying piece of wood 
thrown by Tiger. He lands in a crouch, baring his teeth as Tiger runs to him with his paws 
clenched. He stands and digs his enhanced clawed feet into the dirt, holding himself solid and 
balanced. He flexes his hands, allowing for sharp nails to protrude. 


Clashing, Tiger, and Midoriya push against eachothers hands and paws- barely budging on each 


side. A pushing war- first one to lose their balance even slightly is a victim to losing. 


Midoriya growls loudly, letting his legs grow and strengthen as the pressure put on his arms 
increases. 


Tiger stretches his body vertically, making himself taller. His tail swishes as he puts himself in at 
advantage, now pushing down on Midoriya instead of forward. 


Yuma can see Midoriya pant as his arms and legs shake. It would be no surprise if they gave out 
any second. 


Come on kid, you’ve got more up your sleeve... 
She leans forward, holding the blade in her hand tightly as she watches close. 


Midoriya snarls, pushing a tail from his vertebrae. He extends it longer than what he’s used to, 
showing off a visible wince as he sucks in another breath. 


That’s when slithers his tail in between his own legs as another way of balance before pulling 
Tiger towards him with all his might. 


Oop. 
Tiger’s eyes widen as he flies forward, clearly not expecting the level of balsyness from the kid. 


Midoriya turns his body and uses the acceleration to his advantage, flipping Tiger over his 
shoulder and slamming him to the ground with a loud thud. 


A crack appears in the dirt as the hero yelps with high volume. 


Yuma can’t help but cringe. Getting flipped like that knocks the wind out of anyone, no matter how 
prepared they may be for the move. 


Tiger inhales sharply, not allowing for the kid to obtain any sort of victory or second to breathe. 


Pressing his hands in the dirt behind him, he lifts his lower body up, arches his back, and pushes 
off into a kip-up. 


Midoriya’s eyes bulge out of his skull as two large feet plant themselves into his stomach and send 
him tumbling back. 


“Ooo yeah,” Yuma winces, leaning back against the trunk again. She rubs her ribs, empathically 
feeling the pain he’s most likely feeling. “That’s gonna bruise.” 


Syouma groans worldessly again in agreement. 


She looks down at him. His head is laying on his front paws as his tail continues to swish. He looks 
tired- almost bored. 


A long exhale exits his nose, nostrils flaring. 
She can’t exactly blame the guy. 


It’s frustrating when all you can do is grunt or groan in response to anything. She understands, 
truly. Before learning sign, that was her in her werewolf form- scared and tired of lack of 
communication. 


Although the situation itself is ass, there’s no doubt there is a part inside Syouma that is thankful 
Midoriya can now fully communicate with him without the need of an alphabet card or floor 
scratching. He can’t use sign with his paws, so that’s all he really can do. 


It doesn’t help him that his memory was damaged due to trauma and experimentation. 
There is nothing more validating than your words being heard. Processed and responded to. 


She sighs, looking forward. Her fingers poke at the tip of the blade and stroke it’s handle. She flips 
it around and around. 


“T truly do wish things were different for you, Syouma,” she mutters, glancing to him. 
Syouma’s head lifts up, ears twitching. He tilts his head- a typical show of his constant confusion. 


“Tt sucks when no one is able to listen. Or, really...” she begins. “When no matter how much you 
try, nothing is even heard slightly.” 


Her eyes find Midoriya again, scrambling to his feet after another blow. 


“You’ve had to learn enough from us, same thing for the kid. Starting from square one is never 
easy, especially when you have no choice in the matter.” The blade pinches her skin, but she pays 
no mind to it. 


Syouma quietly hums, untilting his head. He looks down to his claws that begin to pick and dig at 
the bark once again. 


“T think it’s our turn to learn something for a change,” she says, turning her head fully to look at 
him. Their eyes lock. 


“T know you had to learn your language to survive, but that doesn’t mean you should be punished 
for that.” 


Syouma’s bright, yellow eyes soften. 


“T’d be willing to learn for you.” Her lips form a small, sincere smile. “You shouldn’t be the only 
one learning, don’t you think?” 


Syouma’s mouth gapes open slightly. He blinks- taking a moment to process her words and 
sincerity. 


He lets out a deep meow, nodding his head. He lets a smile stretch on his face, matching hers with 
the same level of softness. 


She may not be able to understand what he says now. 
But she hopes to change that. For him... 
And...she hates to admit it but... 


She swallows, letting the worst of the worst come to mind. Her head turns forward, watching the 
kid battle it out with Tiger once again. A snarl ruptures through the trees, sounding more canine 
like than usual. Deeply animalistic. 


She swallows again, only thicker this time. She nearly chokes. 


There will soon be a time when Midoriya has finally become what he fears most. 


And there will be nothing else they can do. 


Midoriya has been quiet all day. Or, well, more quiet than usual. 
And that’s coming from Shoto of all people. 


Shoto bends down with a small, flickering flame in his palm- patient. He places it in the bundle of 
wood underneith the outdoor stovetop, allowing for it to be set ablaze. 


His head cracks to the side, watching as Midortya carries stacks of wood planks in his arms and 
curled in his tail. His face is neutral- relaxed- as everyone chatters with eachother amongst the 
setting sun. 


But he’s quiet. 

He’s been quiet. 

Everyone avoided him like the plague during today’s training. 

For other reasons besides the whole, you know, pissed the fuck off aspect. 


Midoriya was nasty while fighting Tiger. To be fair, he tends to be an aggressive fighter no matter 
the opponent or circumstance. After the tournament, his bruised ribs, dislocated shoulder, and 
cracked jaw could easily back that up. There’s no doubt it’s from the level of experience and 
training he received as a vigilante- the natural instincts of kill or be killed. But still, getting in his 
way or even speaking to him during those long hours could have ended badly. 


Tiger even looked like he was struggling during some bits. And that’s saying something. 


Shoto had to give out his fair share of warning glares to his classmates. Mineta and a few others 
specifically. They still need to work on...well... 


Not being awful people. 
Which will unfortunately take time. 


It’s not like he’s one to talk. The time it will take for him to fully forgive those that hurt Midoriya 
will be long. 


Very long. 


“Hey, Todoroki, do you mind helping us with our fire?” Uraraka asks politely, standing next to 
Mina and their stove. 


Shoto nods, keeping his eyes focused on Midoriya. His friend bends down, setting down the 
wood. 


“Yes, if you'll give me a moment,” he responds nonchalantly, standing fully from his crouch. 


He ignores the waves from his classmates as he slowly makes his way to Midoriya. The crunch of 
gravel under his feet is loud- practically an alarm for anyone near. 


Midoriya turns his head as he hears Shoto walk up, setting down the wood tucked in his tail. He 


smiles tiredly. 
“Hey,” Midoriya says, straightening his back. 
“Hey,” he returns with his usual monotone voice. “You doing alright?” 


Midoriya looks off for a split second, shrugging. “I’m as good as you’d imagine.” He bends back 
down, grabbing each block of wood and stacking it in an organized manner. 


“T assumed so,” Shoto agrees. “But you’ve been quiet, so I just wanted to make sure you were 
alright.” 


Midoriya’s shoulders shrug again. He grabs another piece of wood and stacks it higher. “It’s hard 
to be talkative in this kind of atmosphere.” He dusts his hands off before standing straight again, 
turning his body to face Shoto. 


Shoto nods, turning his head to where the class is setting up. He sighs. 
“Just give them time...” he says quietly. 

Midoriya clicks his tongue. “Time a luxury not everyone can afford.” 

“T know...” he says. “But it'll work out, I promise.” 

Midoriya’s lips form a half smile. “You know how I feel about promises.” 
He knows. 

He knows it all. 


Shoto looks back at the class again- looking back at Mina and Uraraka specifically. They are still 
huddled around their fire, attempting to light it themselves now. 


“There’s no harm in trying yourself, at least.” 
Shoto lowers his head, reaching back and grabbing Midoriya’s. 
Midoriya grabs it back without question, warming Shoto’s hand as soon as their skin touches. 


He squeezes it, leading him back towards the class. He can feel a hesitance in Midoriya’s step, 
more so the urge to turn back. He isn’t walking with urgency. 


“Oh thank god,” Mina whines, standing up. “We literally have no idea what we’re doing.” She 
points to the fireless wood, getting a quiet snicker out of Jirou across from them. 


“No worries, I don’t mind helping,” he responds, letting go of Midoriya’s hand to create a flame 
into his palm like earlier. Like his, the wood blackens and ignites- warming the air around it. 


Mina and Uraraka cheer. 

“Fire!” Uraraka chirps, clasping her hands together. 

The stove across from them explodes, making everyone near flinch. 
“What the hell-” 


“Shit!!”? Kaminari screams. 


Yaoyorozu peaks her head around. A few others do the same- confused brows raised. 
“Nitroglycerin isn’t a good fire starter, you know...” She mutters. 

Jirou slaps a hand over her mouth, snorting. 

Of course it was Bakugou. 

Bakugou pops up from a crouch. “Oi! Shut it!” 


“You’re a fucking idiot,” Midoriya pipes up behind Shoto, breaking his renoucned silence. There’s 
a hint of laughter in his tone. 


Shoto perks up, looking behind him to see Midoriya crossing his arms with a look of judgment on 
his face. 


Bakugou whirls around, pointing at Midoriya. “Oh yeah? And what have you been doing this 
whole time?” 


Midoriya’s brow arches up. “I’ve been getting you damn wood, so stop exploding it all or Il 
make you get more yourself.” 


Bakugou opens his mouth but shuts it with a grumble, realizing he lost this battle. Midoriya rolls 
his eyes, getting small giggles from some of the girls. 


“Hey Sato, do you mind splitting this? It’s too long for the stove, ribbit,” Tsuyu asks behind them. 
Midoriya turns around with Shoto. 
“Oh yeah, give me a second my hands are full,” he responds juggling a large pile of wood himself. 


Midoriya’s brow raises again, and without even blinking he uncrosses his arms and walks up to 
Tsuyu. 


Shoto can’t help but raise his brows too. 
At this point, everyone here will be raising their eyebrows. 


“T can get that for you,” he says softly, reaching his hand out slowly- clearly trying to not alarm 
her. 


“You sure?” She responds, looking skeptical. “It’s really thick.” 
“She’s right,” Sato jumps in, glancing at it. “I’d need to break that one over my knee.” 
“Yeah, I got it,” Midoriya says with a shrug, grabbing the block of wood from her hands. 


He holds it with one hand, lengthening his fingers and palm to fit all the way around the wood. 
Claws sink into the bark, cracking it with ease. 


Kaminari squints from where he stands by Bakugou. “Wait...is he-” 
Midoriya squeezes his hand, snapping the woodblock in half in an explosion of splinters. 
Everyone goes silent. Even Shoto. 


Bakugou’s jaw drops . 


“Holy shit,” Jirou whispers. 

Unphased, Midoriya brushes off his hand and grabs the broken pieces off the ground. 
“T hope that works,” he says with a smile, handing them to Tsuyu. 

She blinks. 

“Ts...is your hand ok?” She asks, grabbing them in awe. 


It’s a question even Shoto is wondering. The amount of splinters that came from that one piece of 
wood is enough to cover his whole hand twice over. 


Midoriya looks down at it, unphased. “Yeah, it’s fine.” He looks back to her, noticing her obvious 
astonishment. He exhales nervously, showing her his uninjured hand. “I have thicker skin on my 
hands because I run on all fours consistently-” 


“Midoriya, I swear to god!” 
He flinches, sprouting claws on his other hand. 


Kirishima is violently pointing at him from across the yard. “Teach me those goddamn grip 
strength workouts you maniac!” 


“T don’t have any!” Midoriya responds defensively. 
“Bullshit!” 
“Stop yelling at me!” 


“All of you shut the fuck up!” Bakugou barks, his palms spark and catch a loose piece of wood in 
the grass. 


“FUCK!” 


Midoriya sputters into a laugh, holding his stomach lightly. A sight and sound no one here is quite 
used to. 


Shoto feels the pit of his stomach lighten and float. Like a little flutter deep within his chest and 
core. 


He hasn’t laughed like that in days. 


Shoto turns his head to the side where Iida is peeling potatoes. He pauses for a moment, holding a 
half peeled potato. They both exchange a glance of relief- understanding and appreciating their 
shared happiness for Midoriya. His happiness and relaxed emotions. A rare occasion, really. 
Especially now. 


A pair of footsteps come from behind and they both turn. 


“T leave you alone for ten minutes and you’ ve already lit something on fire-” Aizawa-sensei 
groans, massaging his temple. 


“Sensei,” [ida mutters quietly, pointing at Midoriya. 


His friend is now assisting Sato with the wood he was struggling with, carrying a bundle in his tail 


as he walks in front of their larger classmate. His face is holding a new accessory. 
A smile. 
A true smile. 


Not the kind of smile he puts on for show, but the kind of smile that lingers after a joyful 
experience. That makes you feel good inside. 


It may be the leftover laughter from Bakugou’s scene, but that’s no matter. 
Because he’s smiling. 
Aizawa sensei stops rubbing his temple, pausing mentally for a moment. 


“Well...would you look at that...” he mutters, looking down at Iida and Shoto. “It’s good to see 
him trying...” 


“Agreed,” lida agrees, moving his head back down to his potatoes. “I don’t know how long he 
would have been able to last without exploding.” 


“Yeah...I was nervous,” Shoto says, nodding his head. 


He’s glad Midoriya followed him. It really shows how willing he is, no matter how much he 
counteracts it with his words. Nothing will get better unless he tries too. 


“Dude, what the fuck!” Kirishima groans loudly, like he’s struggling with something. 
They all look up and over. 


Midoriya is stoically standing in front of Kirishima, holding a piece of wood in his hand like 
earlier- ready to crack it open. His tail is swishing behind, mocking him in a slow snake like 
motion. Kirishima is mimicking his same stance, only struggling much much more. His hardened 
hand is only making it crack slowly as he squeezes with every ounce of power. Grip strength isn’t 
exactly anyone’s forte here, it’s not like everyone has the insane physical power of a hell hound on 
their side. 


Midoriya smirks, lifting his chin. He clearly finds this amusing. 
His Bakugou side is showing. 
“Are you even trying?!” Kirishima grunts. 


“T’m going to be completely honest with you, Kirishima,” Midoriya says with a level tone. He 
snaps the wood in half with ease. 


“Not really.” 


“Oh literally get fucked,” Kirishima says, shaking his head. He tosses the wood into the air, giving 
up. 


Midoriya chuckles to himself. 
But something strange occurs when he opens his mouth to vocalize another comment. 


His spine visibly shivers and his pupils shrink before expanding rapidly. His tail puffs and quivers 


like it’s in fight or flight. 
Shoto’s brows furrow forward and their teacher steps forward. 


Midoriya groans, grabbing his head with discomfort, bending forward slightly. It’s like he felt 
something paranormal grab onto him. 


“Deku, you fuckin good?” Bakugou asks, just as confused as Shoto. 


Even some of the class pause with concern. Although, some still show fear no matter how much 
they attempt to cover it with worry. Midoriya’s quirk isn’t exactly predictable. Especially now. 


“Yeah...yeah,” Midoriya says with a wince. “I just got a... really weird headache.” 
Aizawa-sensei glances at Shoto. 
“Do you want to sit down for a second, kid?” 


“Nah, nah,” Midoriya shakes his head, standing straight. “I think I’m fine...” He shakes his arms 
out, letting his tail relax and smooth down. “I think it’s gone.” 


“You sure ?” Aizawa-sensei questions, walking up to him. He places his hand on his shouler. 


Midoriya nods, swallowing. “I’d be concerned if it didn’t go away. I think my quirk is just reacting 
because of stress build up...” he raises his hand and drags it through his hair. “It was like I just got 
shocked or something. 


Aizawa-sensei squeezes his shoulder. “You haven’t had much of a break all week.” 


“Yeah, clearly,” Midoriya says back, rubbing his other shoulder. “I might actually need to sit 
down...” 


The class awkwardly stands around, unaware of what they are supposed to do or say. Despite the 
lightened mood earlier, people are still nervous. 


Bakugou stares at Shoto, showing off a specific facial expression he only shows when things are 
typically serious. And usually, those expressions are very easy to read. 


Shoto walks up to Aizawa-sensei and Midoriya to help, keeping his eyes at a glance with 
Bakugou’s. 


Something about that wasn’t right. 

But it’s obvious neither of them can put a finger on it. 

Because it really was... 

Weird. 

It’s too quiet for Tomura’s liking. Though, it is a cup of tea compared to where he was moments 
ago. 

Setting up cameras and speakers in the tree wasn’t a treat. Not for anyone. 


Rubbing gravel together in his fingers, he looks over the cliffside and to the trees- feeling the slow 


silent breeze brush through his hair and clothes. The sky has set to a dark purple, almsot black. 
He sighs. 

The camera’s, he gets. But... 

What the fuck is with the speakers? 

“Remind me why I can’t kill the kid again?” A deep, irritating voice hovers over him. 

Tomura side eyes him. 

“Tf you kill that damn kid, you’ ve killed us,” he snaps back, turning his head fully. 


Muscular. A man of very little common sense and morals- fueled by only rage and the cravings of 
crushing someone’s windpipe with his fingertips. A voilent, unpredictable man. 


Tomura never wanted him in the first place, but he’s strong. 
Incalculable and never listens, but strong. 
“Yeah, please don’t,” Spinner hisses. “I may hate my life but that doesn’t mean I want to die.” 


Muscular lets out a tisk and a growl. “Fine, but if any of you interviene with my other shit, I won’t 
hesitate to squeeze your brain ouf your skull.” 


“Wow, how charming,” Toga jokes. 


“Maybe let's not get in his way...” Twice mutters. “Fuck you!” He spits immediatley after- shifting 
personalities like a snap. 


Tomura shakes his head with a shrug. “I couldn’t care less what any of you do, really.” He looks 
back to the trees, narrowing his eyes. 


“Just don’t kill the fucking kid.” 


The sounds of laughter and hollars echoes from down the cliffside, harmonizing with the shifting 
bodies and blowing fabric behind him. 


Well... 

Tomura cracks his neck to the side. 

Time to appease the devil, hm? 

“T will forever be salty that you aren’t playing with us,” Uraraka jokes, nudging Izuku on the 
shoulder. 

Izuku smiles, snorting quietly to himself. “You know it’s unfair.” 

“Yeah, that's the whole point.” 


Izuku rolls his eyes and shakes his head as Uraraka moves to join her partner. She’s always been 
kind to him, and he will forever appreciate it. There’s only a few people out there that resemble her 
good nature. 


And he’s lucky others are starting to follow in her steps. 


Class A and B have been gathered together tonight to play a game in the forrest- a haunted scare 
competition. Minus the people in his class who unfortunately have to participate in extra lessons, 
everyone is here. Quite literally shitting themselves. 


Midoriya would have eaten that shit up, Yuma too. But all things considered, he doesn’t get 
spooked easily and every scare tactic he has in his book involves exposing himself to another 
class. 


So, tonight he passes. Unfortunate and boring, but needed for everyones sake. 


It’s fun listening to the occasional screams in the trees, he will admit. He likes to picture what shit 
B is pulling. 


“So what the fuck are you gonna do instead of scaring the shit out of those extras?” Bakugou leans 
in from behind, questioning. 


Izuku turns his head. “I don’t know, might go for a walk and catch Yuma.” He shrugs. “I’ve got 
options.” 


Bakugou narrows his eyes, making Izuku narrow his back. 

Fucking idiot... 

“T will literally be fine, stop being a mom,” he says, pointing to the blonde. 

Bakugou blinks. 

“Say that to-” 

“Nope,” Izuku interrupts him. 

He doesn’t even need to let him finish his sentence to know he’s going to call him out. 


“Bakugou, we’re next lets go,” Todoroki calls from across the yard with his typical monotonous 
tone. “The child needs to leave the nest eventually.” 


Bakugou whips his head around with such aggression he may have pulled something. “You’re 
testing my limits half and half bastard.” 


Torodoki stares at him. “It’s mutual, now come on.” 


Bakugou’s mouth opens with disgust. The audacity. Izuku snickers to himself before pushing 
Bakugou forward. He gets a quick glare from the blonde’s piercing red eyes before they move out 
of sight. He’s tamed out considerably, honestly. If Todoroki said that to him six months ago he 
would have been cussed out. For hours. 


Mandalay walks up to his side, replacing Bakugou with her hands on her hips. 
“You doing good, hon?” She asks quietly, watching as pairs from A filter down the path. 
He hums, smiling slightly. 


“Yeah...I think I’m doing good.” He’s not stretching a lie this time, surprisingly. Today wasn’t... 
bad. Really. 


Training with Tiger was nice- getting a chance to let loose without repercussions. And the 
atmosphere has lightened around his class, at least slightly. 


Slightly. 


Which, truthfully, is better than he anticipated for this week. He almost ripped them a new one last 
night so he’s surprised they aren’t all avoiding him more than usual. He won’t complain. 


Though, they are still skittish around him. Anticipated, but still sucks reguardless. 


Mandalay places a hand on his shoulder, rubbing it comfortingly. “I can tell. You look much more 
relaxed,” she says, looking down at him. “I’m happy that it seems to be working out with your 
class.” 


Izuku nods, moving his eyes to stare at the lingering groups. 
“T haven’t had to send Tiger on any of them yet,” she jokes, winking. “So I'd take that as a win.” 
Izuku snorts. “True.” 


“Anyway...” she exhales, patting his shoulder. “I’m going to let you go find your friends. Let me 
know if any of you need anything.” 


“Thank you,” he nods, letting her remove herself from their engagement to speak to Ragdoll. He 
will never not be thankful for her. And, well, all of the Pussycats. 


His eyes veer off into the distance, catching a glimpse of the top of the cliff he was at last night. He 
squints. 


Hm. 


Izuku takes one last glance at the class before walking into the trees with his hands in his pockets. 
Feeling the breeze chill his exposed skin. 


The view must be pretty tonight. 

There aren’t any clouds to be found. 

And for once... 

It’s quiet. 

“Mmmm, I might run back to the main building to grab some snacks before we meet up,” Yuma 


mutters outloud as she walks through down the dirt trail. “Stock up for tonight.” Staying up late to 
patrol the area is never fun on an empty stomach. 


Syouma meows in response from behind, hooves, and paws crunching the sticks and gravel below 
them. 


She hasn’t eaten much today, and although she just ate dinner, it wasn’t enough for how much 
she’s been outside in the sun. 


To add, she should be shifting soon in the next few minutes. It’ll be better to have something in her 
stomach so she doesn’t have to snag a raccoon or anything of the sorts. 


Never again... 
She shutters from the memory. 


It’s doubtful that Syouma isn’t in the same boat. He’s so large she’s surprised he isn’t hunting 
squirells or rabbits every ten minutes to satify his stomach. 


She’ll probably grab something for the kid too, maybe something sweet... 
Yuma turns her back to the side, cracking it as she walks. 


“Might start bringing a damn pillow with me to those trees too,” she groans, looking back at 
Syouma. “Shit fucks up my back.” 


Syouma tilts his head and groans. Only... 


He stops, hair visibly standing on end. His tail starts to twitch abnormally, pointed outward with 
caution. 


“You good?” she asks, narrowing her eyes. 
He’s holding his breath, and it’s starting to scare her. His chest won’t even budge. 


Syouma’s mouth gapes open, revealing his sharp fangs and pointed tongue. His eyes bulge, 
showing off the whites of his eyes that normally never appear. He backs up, almost tripping on a 
branch. 


“Wh-” 


A crippling shiver goes down her back, and as if the little warmth was just vacuumed from the air, 
everything goes dead cold. 


But it’s too late. 
Yuma swivels back around, regretting her decision immediately. 


Syouma shrieks a horrid combination of a hiss, growl, and a bleat- pushing into a continuous 
demon-like rumble. 


Yuma makes eye contact with green before a large mass slams against her head. 


Knocking her out cold. 


Kota is so much smaller up close, Izuku has discovered. 


Peeking around the trunk of a tree, Izuku finds not Yuma or Syouma, but the small child sitting 
over the edge of the cliff- staring off in a sulk. 


Hm. 
He’s seriously too young to be out on his own. This far out, he may add. 


He tilts his head, moving from behind the tree to get closer. The gravel crunches under his feet 
loudly, alarming anything in a ten-foot radius. 


Kota turns his head towards him, face dropping as they make eye contact. 


Izuku raises his hands up. “Hey, hey it’s ok.” He says with caution. “I don’t think I ever introduced 
myself. My name’s Midoriya, and you’ re Kota, right?” 


Kota swallows. “I’m not scared of you,” he mutters, looking forward. There is a tremble in his 
hands. 


Izuku frowns. “You keep saying that...” 
“Because I’m not!” He yells back, still refusing to look at him. He squeezes his eyes shut. 


Izuku watches as Kota crosses his arms, completely avoiding all forms of contact. He sighs, 
throwing his hands back into his pockets. 


“There is no shame in being scared, kid,” he says quietly, moving in slowly. Kota opens his mouth 
and eyes to object but Izuku stops him. “ /f you were.” 


Kota side eyes him quickly. 
“T’m scared too, you know. My quirk isn’t a very nice sight.” 
Kota’s brows furrow downward. 


Izuku continues to walk slowly to the kid, afraid he’ ll scare him off again like last night. He gets to 
the point where he’s now standing a good three feet away, but he decides to not push it. 


The kid looks uncomfortable. 


Exhaling, Izuku looks forward to the view he so craved on his way here. Sitting down, he lets his 
legs dangle like Kota’s over the edge freely. 


“T know how you feel.” 

“How could you know how I feel?” Kota snaps, turning his head fully this time. 

Empathy throbs in his chest as he stares at Kota. He’s been where he is now, for a long long time. 
Izuku shrugs. “Life sucks. In many different ways.” 

Kota sneers. “Even for people like you ?” 

Ok...His tongue is sharper than he anticipated. 

Izuku bites the inside of his cheek. 

Kota shakes his head, looking forward once again. “All you heroes are the same.” 

Ok. 

Never mind. 


Not quite the direction he expected. Hateful comments are never really pointed towards heroics 
much, so really, that surprised him a little. Even if he knew of his opinions from Mandalay, that 
doesn’t make it any less shocking. 


“We have more in common with you than you think,” He mutters. “I’m not exactly fond of heroes 
either. Vice versa, I’m not exactly loved. You saw my quirk.” 


Kota raises one of his brows, confused. 
Izuku clasps his hands together in his lap. “Do you know who vigilantes are?” 
Kota hesitates before shaking his head slowly. He still looks nervous. 


Izuku nods. “Vigilantes are people who do heroic work against the law. Either because they don’t 
agree with hero commission morals or because they have no other choice.” 


Kota blinks. Izuku kind of forgot he’s literally like fucking six. 


Izuku smiles softly. “Heroes aren’t fond of my quirk, so I had to go into hiding and become an 
illegal hero instead.” He reaches his hand out slowly so Kota doesn’t flinch. Carefully, he lets his 
fingers turn to claws. “Scary quirks aren’t adored compared to ones like All Might’s, but I still 
wanted to help people regardless of everyone’s opinions of me.” 


Kota looks at his hand, curious. 


“My quirk is scary, yeah, but I’ve never hurt anyone on purpose with it unless I had to. I’m tired of 
letting people decide what I should do or be, even if my quirk isn’t super strength or flight. I want 
to be able to actually help people without facing stupid concequences.” 


Kota’s hand reaches out, hesitating to touch the pointed nails on his fingertips. He retracts it. 
“T don’t understand,” he says quietly. 
Izuku keeps his hand out. “What don’t you understand?” 


“All of this is dumb.” Kota shakes his head with creased brows, looking forward. “What’s the 
point in calling eachother villains, heroes, or vigilantes just for you all to kill eachother in the 
end...” 


Izuku’s mouth opens and he blinks, the only sound playing around them now being the breeze 
rattling the leaves on the trees. 


Oh, so this is a society problem. Not a hero problem. 


There is nothing he can really say to that, unfortunately. Because, well, he doesn’t know the 
answer. The words that came from a child barely even six years old have absolutely stumped him. 


The wind blows through his hair, making him move a piece from his eye with a nail. 
He just knows Dai would love this kid to pieces. 
He’s interesting. 


Izuku bites his lip, turning his head to look forward. “You know what kid...” he says softly. “I 
really don’t know.” 


If only it were that easy for the concept of hero and villain to be vanquished. Removed. For no one 
to divide quirks into categories or roles in society. For everything to be plain and simple- no 
stereotypes, no nothing. 


But it’s never that easy. That part he knows. 


Kota swallows again and looks at Izuku’s hand. “Why even try?” 


Izuku stretches his hand out closer to Kota, keeping it still. He shrugs. “Life is miserable if you 
don’t try. Even if you hate it.” 


“You’re werid,” Kota responds. 
Izuku snorts. “Why? Because I’m validating your opinion?” 


“T don’t know you’re just...” he reaches his hand towards Izuku’s, now touching the tips of his 
claws. “Different.” 


“T get that a lot.” 
Kota slowly starts to inch his hand more onto his, gaining a slight sense of comfort. 


Izuku debated appoligizing for the loss of his parents as they spoke- validating his pain and 
suffering. But children don’t typically like to hear or be reminded of what hurt them. What was 
taken from them. 


He’d know, of all people. 

A twig snaps. 

Kota flinches and Izuku turns around. 

Thinking it’s Yuma or Syouma he opens his mouth, ready to spill a comment soaked in sarcasm. 
But said comment never slips from his tongue. 


The smile on his face drops. The numbness that comes from pure dread spreads through his face 
and down to his neck. 


“Aww, how heartwarming ...” 


That same deep feeling of dread shoots down Izuku’s spine. Hard and sudden. A feeling he’s only 
ever gotten a few times in his life. 


Heavy footsteps and heavier words, Izuku stares at what might as well be a living nightmare. 
No... 

Please. 

Realization hits him like a truck. 

The head hiding under a cloaked hood turns. “It’s too bad I’ve gotta cut it short.” 

Kota squeaks, scooting his body close to Izuku’s- now squeezing his clawed hand tight. 


A hulking hand grabs the black cloth wrapped around the man's body, yanking it off in one smooth 
motion. 


The turned grin on his face is something Izuku only remembers from the news years ago. The 
fucked up eye. 


No no no... 


Kota’s breathing starts to pick up. 


No no. 

“Mamma...” he whispers in horror as he stares at the face of a criminal- recognition. A murderer. 
“Pappa...” 

His parent's murderer. 

Izuku’s lip curls up into a nasty sneer and he places a hand on Kota’s back, bringing him close. 
Muscular. 


Muscular takes a heaping step forward, making Izuku snarl. “Take another step and you’ ll regret 
it,” he hisses. 


The man barks a laugh, amused. “He told me you had a bark.” He lifts his chin, puffing out his 
chest. “Wanna test that bite to see if it matches?” 


Izuku’s heart drops to his stomach. He almost gags. 
He. 

He. 

He he he. 

“Who told you?” He snaps, turning his body. 
Muscular smiles. 


“Who told you?” Izuku says with more volume. Fangs poke at his lips as he speaks each word and 
he can sense his eyes start to change the more his heart throbs and throbs in his stomach. 


It seems he already knows the answer. 
But god, he sure wished he didn’t. 


This week was supposed to be different. Out of everything that has happened last week, this was 
supposed to be different. 


Izuku’s breathing quickens and he starts to slowly stand to his feet, keeping Kota close and 
behind. 


His vision is starting to lose clarity- fogging like glass in the cold. 


“T couldn’t care to remember his name, you know,” Muscular says, stepping closer. “But man, he’s 
fuckin obsessed with you, Cerberus .” 


Izuku swallows, sprouting his tail bit by bit. He swishes it, holding it near Kota. 
“And that’s just so interesting to me.” 
“Leave here, right now,” Izuku snaps, practically spitting. 


Muscular flexes his biceps. Strings of muscle and tendons curl around his skin- pulsing in a 
sickening mannar. He hums. 


“T don’t think I will.” 
Izuku growls, feeling the vibration in his trachea as he lowers his body. His tail puffs. 
“Because we’ve only just begun.” 


The same intense headache hits him hard, making him wince through clenched teeth. Everything 
feels cold. 


“Midoriya...” Kota’s voice shakes. He grabs onto his tail. 


Izuku turns his head and every molecule of breath in his lungs is sucked out of his lips like the snap 
of a finger. His eyes widen. 


Bright electric blue flames engulf the trees below, rising and falling like breath. Growing. The 
putrid smell of smoke and burning grass hurts his head even more as he starts to breathe it in 
replacing the missing oxygen within his lungs. 


All he can see is flame and that’s all he needs. The fear that consumed Izuku for so long has finally 
come true, beating in his head and heart with an uncomfortable ache. 


People are about to suffer because of him. 


Breathing in and out with more aggression, Izuku turns his body to look back at Muscular. His 
shoulders move as he inhales and exhales- nostrils puffed. 


“Come on... let's see why they call you a blood-thirsty murderer, brat,” Muscular coos, cracking 
his knuckles loudly. 


Izuku bared his teeth, grinding them together with aggression. 
So be it. 

“Turn around and cover your ears, Kota,” Izuku murmurs. 
“What?” 

“Turn around,” Izuku nearly snaps. 


The kid complies without any more argument, covering his ears and turning to look off at the 
burning trees and smoke-filled air. 


Izuku takes a step forward and hunches his back, hearing a familiar pop and snap in his joints and 
bones. 


It doesn’t take much longer for his body to be on all fours, towering over Muscular by at least two 
feet. He huffs and puffs, making himself taller and taller. His ears pin themselves back and he lets 
his lips fold up, showing off his bright pink gums and disgustingly yellow fangs. 


Muscular chokes a laugh, looking up with both astonishment and hilarity. 
Whoever else is here won’t make it far. 


Izuku’s mouth dribbles and drips the neon green he so hates. The sizzle on the rocks makes his 
ears twitch. 


He won’t allow it. 


Muscular deeply chuckles, lowering his stance. More fibers of muscle twirl around his skin, 
building a bizarre form of armor. 


“Show me why he craves you so bad, kid.” 


A growl bubbles in Izuku’s throat. He builds it up and up, arching his back and dropping his head 
down. His claws dig into the gravel with an ear-scratching screech. 


He can feel Kota tremble behind him. 


The bubble in his throat pops, and with that, he sharply releases an ungodly shriek from deep 
within his core- rupturing the very eardrums in his own skull. 


Muscular deeply cackles, throwing his head back. He licks his lips. 

“Give it to me!!” 

The second Katsuki heard what may possibly be the worst sound to ever exist, he entered a fight or 
flight response. And as soon as the air turned to a sweet pink- poisonous and thick- he slapped a 


hand over his mouth and urgently sent himself into a sprint, no second thoughts. Away from the air 
that started to make him light-headed. 


And towards the very scream that shook his bones. 


Echoing down the mountain and through the trees and rocks, a horrific scream that could only 
belong to Deku bellowed through his ears and rattled in his ribcage. 


And this isn’t the kind of scream that would come from frustration or anger. 
No no no. 


That was the kind of scream that came from a caged demon ready to fight, shrieking a mighty 
battle cry loud enough to make someone’s ears bleed red. 


And there’s no doubting it was a warning, either. Its volume was high enough for anyone within a 
twenty-mile radius to hear. 


Deku isn’t the kind of person that did stuff like that on accident. 
And paired with the poison... 
It scared the absolute shit out of him. Because that can only mean one thing. 


“Bakugou! You don’t even know where you are going!!” Half and half screams from behind him, 
He’s holding onto some fucking extra on his back tightly, trying his goddamn best to keep up. 


They found him on the ground unconscious, and even though Katsuki really had no time for that 
shit, they couldn’t just leave him. 


Even that’s cruel for his taste. 


“T don’t care! I knew I shouldn’t have left the damn nerd alone!” 


Half and half growls with frustration as he picks up speed. “I know, but that doesn’t mean you 
blindly run in a direction you think the scream came from! Use your brain for a moment and take a 
fucking second!” 


Katsuki screeches to a halt, turning around. Icy hot nearly slams into him. 
Grabbing his shirt collar, Katsuki holds him tight. 

“We don’t have a fucking second, you bastard!” 

Something crunches. 

Like bone being snapped, something crunches. 

Both Katsuki and half and half go dead still. 


Flesh ripping and muscle squishing- Katsuki listens to a sound so familiar to a piece of meat being 
eaten with such feral energy. Hungerly. 


There’s a gasp and a groan. 

Half and half opens his mouth but Katsuki shoves his hand over it. 

‘Shut the fuck up,’ he mouths, getting a frustrated stare from him in response. 
The same wet crunching sound returns. 


Katsuki slowly creaks his head to the side, eyes finding puddles of blood littered around the 
bushes. 


A figure moves. 
Katsuki’s vision flashes red and he winces, grabbing his temple. 


“Everyone needs to return to base camp immediately! Two villains have been spotted on the 
premises,” Mandalay’s panicked voice rings in his skull. 


Half and half looks at Katsuki, his hand still over his mouth. 
“Do not, I repeat, do not engage!” 


Katsuki’s eyes make contact with the figure moving again. It’s dark, crouched body on the ground 
behind the bushes. 


A line of sweat travels down his forehead. 

It holds something in its grasp. 

Chewing and gasping- desperately biting into what looks like skin and bone. 
“Flesh...” 

Half and half grabs Katsuki’s wrist, yanking it off of him. 

“Bakugou, we need to run. Now.” 


The figure turns around, loudly cracking its neck in an obscure way as its faceless head moans. 


“Flesh...” 

Katsuki feels his breath get stuck in his throat like a bubble of saliva. 

In its hands... 

Is a severed hand, bloodied and raw from messy, desperate blade marks. 
Moonfish. 

“Fleshhh...” 

His heart rate spikes upward, whitening his vision. 


The only thing Katsuki remembers after that is being dragged away by Icy hot, nearly ripping his 
shirt in half in the process. 


But they didn’t get that far. 


Not even ten feet. 


“Do not, I repeat, do not engage!” 
Shouta nearly shit himself when Mandalay’s message hit his brain. 
There is panic within the room. Specifically with the students. 


Too many scenarios are possible with a message like that. But, considering they have a 
considerably large danger magnet with them this week... 


He can only think of one specific reason why the villains are here. And his heart stopped when he 
fully let things process. 


The worst nightmare comes true. 


“Vlad, keep them inside,” Shouta says quickly, already grabbing his scarf with a tight hand. 
“Whatever you do, don’t let a single fucking thing through that door.” 


“What about you??” Vlad questions. 

“T promise you right now, there aren’t just two villains out there.” 

Vlad swallows wearily, readying to object. 

“T know why they are here, and there are more than two.” 

It’s comical to think the villains would come so ill-prepared. Specifically, with low numbers. 


No. He can feel it deep inside his skin. Deep in his chest that there will be a mass of them out 
there. 


Vlad hesitates, looking at each student with a nervous eye. “You heard him, everyone get to the 
back.” 


“Sensei,” Kirishima says sternly, stepping forward. 


The nerves on his face say it all. 

He knows too. 

“Stay,” Shouta points at the red-head, voice charged with threats. 
Kirishima opens his mouth. 


“You know how he feels about you guys getting involved so for his sake, stay,” Shouta repeats. 
“Please.” 


Kirishima looks at him with the same lack of understanding. Stubbornness. Shouta just looks right 
back at him with the same glare of seriousness. 


He turns around, exiting out of the doorway in a full sprint. 
He doesn’t have time to keep his students grounded. Or argue. 
Time isn’t a resource they tend to have, ever. Especially when it comes to the kid. 


Shouta rears around the corner and practically bodyslams the door open with his shoulder. The 
door swings open, crashing into the cement wall with a crack. 


Panting, he skids to a stop as his eyes lock with the green trees now turned blue- bright and 
smoking in an abnormal display of flames and crackling bark. 


“Shit...” 
“Wow...didn’t think heroes had such mouths...” 


Shouta turns his head, eyes widening as a scarred palm unleashes hellfire before he can even 
process the tone of voice. 


Hotter than red, the blue scorches his clothes as he throws his scarf up into the air, hooking onto 
the roof and pulling himself up. He clings to the wall, already sweating from the heat pulsating 
from the fire below him. 


His skin is sweltering under his clothes. 
The blast of blue halts to a stop, dissipating into small bundles across the dirt and grass. 


Shouta can only seem to find a man covered in dark purple burn scars, stapled like a joker’s smile. 
His lips are turned up in a disgusting grin. 


“Let’s make this easy for the both of us,” The man says, walking closer to the wall where Shouta 
has himself stuck to. “Point me in the direction of that student of yours, and we both won’t have 
any issues, ‘kay?” 


Shouta grinds his teeth together harshly. He can hear his jaw pop. 
He knew it. 
“You won’t be getting such a thing,” he growls, pressing his feet off of the wall. 


The man reaches his hand out to deliver another hellish blow but is stopped when Shouta grabs his 
face and bashes his nose in with his knee. A satisfying crack enters his ears as they both tumble to 


the ground. 


Shouta grunts as he turns the villain’s body and grabs his arm- placing his knee on the back of his 
neck till he chokes for a breath. 


The man under his knee wheezes a chuckle. 

“You really have no idea- AH!” 

Shouta had grabbed his arm, twisting it and pulling it till it dislocated. 
Pop. 

Crack. 

“Enlighten me,” Shouta says through grit teeth, leaning closer to his ear. 
The man spits yet another pained chuckle, only more breathy this time. 


Shouta pulls harder, getting a wince and a yelp out of his lips as the joints in his shoulder contort. 
Shouta would be lying if he said he didn’t want to completely yank his arm off and feed it to the 
bears at this moment. He raises his lip. 


“Poor little Eraserhead,” the man spits, letting a small wheezing laugh follow. 


The arm within Shouta’s grip begins to soften. The face squished to the ground starts to melt and 
contort like wax in the sun- mushy and easily manipulated. “Can’t even protect one student, can 
you?” 


Shouta’s stomach churns and sours. And with that, he puts all his weight down on his knee- 
crushing the windpipe of the figure under him with a wet splat. 


Immediately melting into a pile of mush, the man beneath his grasp is no more. 

Or...the thing that was beneath his grasp. Only mud holds its place now- broken and fake. 
Shouta catches himself inhaling and exhaling with aggression- anger. 

Red, hot, anger. 


Loudly groaning, Shouta punches the wet ground and stands to his feet. His pants are stained with 
brown- the blood of the figure below. 


He pants, looking around to the trees that are ablaze. Blue. 
Shouta grabs his hair with a hand, pulling it back. 
Where are you kid? 


“Fuck!!” 


Izuku pants with his tongue hanging lazily from his jaws. 


Circling with his head lowered and eyes sharp, he curls his lips and snarls- licking his nose and lips 
with the acid-covered tongue that once hung. 


Glancing to the side, he makes sure Kota is still hiding behind the trees he pushed him in- staying 
in his line of sight. He’s trembling. Practically shaking like a dry leaf in the winter. 


One foot after the other, Izuku continues to circle with light feet. He ignores the throbbing pain in 
his ribs where Muscular nailed him hard just moments ago- no doubt that at least one is cracked. 


Muscular chokes a laugh, wiping his lips and brow from the sweat and drool soaking his face. 
“You're a goddamn animal,” he huffs. “I think I just might enjoy this.” 


Izuku pins his ears back all the way- lips tight and pulled back. The hair and hackles on his neck 
are raised all while his tongue moves around his mouth, saliva dripping from his lips. He snaps his 
teeth, stepping closer the more he circles like a shark in deep dark water. His tail the long caudal 
fin. 


“Tt’s too bad I’m not allowed to kill ya,” Muscular says with a wild smirk. “Because you’ re too 
special to keep alive.” 


‘Why work for him then?” Izuku hums, licking the acid from his teeth. 
“T work for no one,” he responds quickly with a nasty spit. 


“It sure does seem that way,” Izuku snaps back. He stops walking, now holding his ground with 
a solid stance. 


He doesn’t want to know what other villains are present. He got Mandalay’s message, and two just 
seem a little false. 


Not when they are here for him. 


Muscular shrugs, growing his physique more and more. “I’m not a favor kind of guy, but he’s the 
reason I’m no longer rotting in my damn prison cell. If all I’m asked to do is bring you in without 
killing ya and I’m allowed to do anything else, then fuck it.” 


Izuku growls. “‘You really don’t know who you’re helping, do you?” 


“Nah, but I really couldn’t give a shit.” Muscular grins wide. He clenches his fists, hearing them 
crack loudly. ““Not my problem.” 


Izuku keeps his weight evenly distributed on all four paws, lowering his head. 
“It will be, sooner or later,” Izuku hisses before gripping his claws into the dirt. 


Muscular smiles wide, chuckling like a blood-thirsty maniac. Muscles flowing and wrapping 
around his skin with rapid eagerness, he flexes his lower body and bolts into a run. 


Izuku barks, ears still pinned to the back of his neck. 
He waits till the distance closes in, pointing his tail up and out. 


Muscular winds his arm back, creating a cue for Izuku. Swinging, Muscular goes straight for 
Izuku’s jaw. 


He’s fast. 


Really fast. 


Izuku was prepared, yet he still got grazed- feeling the harsh blow on the corner of his cheek. 
Wincing through grit teeth, he moves his head to the side. He snaps his jaw, snagging a broken 
thread of muscle hanging from his body. He yanks and pulls, bringing the man in closer. 


Opening his mouth again, he lurches forward and clamps onto his wrist. Hard. 


With hints of feral desperation, he thrashes his neck side to side. If he were in a better spot, he’d 
death roll like an alligator on land. 


Muscular’s shield is something to marvel over. Strong and nearly impenetrable- Izuku has to use all 
his biting force to breakthrough. It’s like biting into stone. 


Muscular grunts loudly, his one good eye twitching with horror- clearly fazed- from how quickly 
he was able to bite through. Though, Izuku is hanging on for dear life. Muscular shakes his head 
before reaching his other hand out, ready to grab at Izuku’s snout and throw him to the side. Break 
his jaw and neck. Izuku only narrows his eyes and snarls like a protective dog over its bone. Pulling 
back, he keeps his jaw locked and tight. He pulls and pulls, feeling the stretching and ripping of the 
tissue and muscle on his wrists and arms. 


Snap 

Snap 

Muscular belts a pained, confused roar, yanking his arm back towards himself. 
Izuku skids, digging his claws into the dirt. No. 

This is a game of tug of war he isn’t losing today. 


He growls and grunts, allowing for the acid built up in his throat to pool out and sizzle through the 
thickened armor in his grasp. He can smell the burning skin. The rotten stench of crisping cells and 
blood. 


He flares his nostrils as the muscle held tight between his teeth begins to give and break down. It’s 
like ripping at stale licorice, putting more and more force into eat bite and tear. Until eventually... 


Snap. 


Nearly experiencing whiplash from the force, Izuku now holds strings of muscle and tendons in his 
mouth. Like too long of noodles. 


There isn’t a doubt he got a chunk of his actual skin. 

Blood drips from the strings onto the ground. Dripping and dripping. 

Dripping. 

Its sound mixes with the wince of pain coming from Muscular’s mouth. The pissed-off breathing. 


Izuku raises his lip in a sneer, spitting out the contents from between his teeth and tongue. They 
land in the dirt with a wet splat. 


He licks his lips. 


“Still planning on keeping me alive?” 


Muscular stares at him, letting a pissed and annoyed smile cover his lip. “You son of a bitch.” He 
shakes his head, standing tall. Blood ripples from his wrist and off his fingertips, coating the 
ground. 


He cracks his neck to the side with a loud pop and takes off running once again. Only this time, 
there is a fuel inside him that adds to his speed and drive. 


Rage. 


Izuku plants his feet, prepping to dodge or bite. His tail puffs and rattles, loading the ammo 
embedded within. 


Muscular swings his arm back with faster intent, learning from his first mistake. He strikes, giving 
Izuku mear milliseconds to react. 


He dodges, but at what cost? 
Muscular yells, swiveling his body and grabbing Izuku’s neck that has veered to the side. 
He chokes, feeling the grasp around his windpipe tighten and suffocate the breath inside his lungs. 


Izuku squeaks as Muscular picks him up off the ground and throws him to the side like an 
oversized trash bag. He slams straight into the wall of stone they stand near, crumbling to the 
ground alongside the bits and pieces of rock he set loose. Dust and gravel swirl in the air as he 
coughs and wheezes- his body twinging with sharp pain in his ribs and back. 


He doesn’t get time to fully catch his breath. Muscular charges, bringing Izuku to scramble to his 
feet in a panic. 


He leaps to the side, barely dodging Muscular’s full force body slam into the wall. There’s an 
explosion of rock and dust- crashing loudly in the air- as Izuku skids across the dirt. He opens his 
mouth and releases a deep snarling roar, spitting saliva and acid from his tongue and yellowing 
teeth. 


Through the dust, a hand emerges and grabs his opened mouth. Clamping down on the top part of 
Izuku’s muzzle, Muscular grips tightly till a panicked shriek escapes his lips. Izuku attempts to 
slam his mouth shut and trap the man within his jaws but is stopped when another hand once again 
shoots forward and grabs his lower jaw- holding his mouth open to a painful 90-degree angle. 


Muscular leans forward with a twisted smile, narrowing his good eye. Taunting. Izuku stares back 
with all four of his eyes squinted with a combination of rage and terror. His muzzle folds as he 
bares his teeth and growls, pushing back at Muscular’s force. 


“Not so tough, are ya?” He mocks him, leaning in closer. 


Izuku’s lips fold back more and his tongue hangs loose- flopping to the side from his wide-open 
mouth. 


Izuku exhales aggressively through his nose in a pissed snort before deciding to make a very very 
stupid decision. 


He did this with Tiger earlier, being commended for his balsiness but also scolded for the absolute 
stupidity of the move. 


He let his legs give out, falling straight to the ground. 


Not prepared for the motion, Muscular stumbles forward. His hand holding his lower jaw moves 
and slips. 


His fucking luck. 


Izuku instantly closes the gap between top and bottom, snapping Muscular’s hand in a prison of 
sharp fangs and boiling acid. 


Muscular howls in pain as blood explodes in Izuku’s mouth like a gushing piece of candy. Izuku 
only tightens his grip and growls louder and louder. The man reaches forward again to grab his 
face but Izuku isn’t falling for that again. Scooting to his back, he pulls Muscular with him and 
places all four of his paws on the stiff chest and stomach in front of him. 


He pulls. 


You’d think that the strength and support within the wrist would be stronger. That the connection 
between arm and hand is solid like cement and brick. Especially with a man who’s built like a trash 
truck. 


Izuku sure did think so. He thought so with All Might. 
But he’s been wrong about a lot of things lately. 


There is a crack and a pop. A slimy ripping sound of blood and tendons. It’s almost funny how 
similar it sounds to biting into a crisp apple- wet and juicy. 


Izuku’s head kicks back and Muscular is sent flying from the push of Izuku’s legs. The only 
portion of the villain staying right in his mouth- soaked with blood. 


Izuku can’t even process that that just happened. 
Because what the fuck. 


Izuku flips back to his feet in an awkward skitter, clawing his paws into the dirt to obtain a straight 
stance once again. Keeping the rancid body part inside his mouth like it’s a dog holding its favorite 
toy, he doesn’t let it go. His jaws have locked tight. 


Muscular is now on the ground, writhing in pain as he clutches his now gushing wrist. He screams 
a gut-wrenching deep wail, spit spraying onto the now bloodied gravel. Strands of muscle attempt 
to cover his wound and temporarily make a new hand, but the pain in which he is experiencing is 
slowing it. Even his quirk doesn’t understand what his body has just gone through- shocked and 
confused. 


To be honest, Izuku’s vision completely blurred the second it happened. 


Kota continues to stand behind the trees, petrified. His shaking has stopped, being replaced by the 
stillness of pure terror within. 


Izuku looks at him. Worried and scared, for even he doesn’t know what will happen next. 
And a child should never have to witness something like that. 
“You piece of shit!!”” Muscular howls. 


Izuku’s mind is telling him to spit out the limb. Spit the blood and mush from the back of his throat 
and lunge for the villain while he’s down. 


But no matter how much he tells his mouth to open. Simply open. It doesn’t budge. 
That’s when he starts to chew. 


It’s like instinct- bodily reaction. A physical nightmare. Breathing in and out quicker than before, 
he can’t stop. He can’t stop. His mouth continues to chew at the hand inside his mouth, crunching 
and squishing like a raw chicken wing between his teeth. 


He gags at the putrid stench and the taste of blood and muscle is swallowed down his throat 
hungrily. He gags as the gushing blood escapes from the gaps in his mouth and pools from his lips 
and to the ground. He can feel bits of skin sticking to his gums. 


He can’t stop. 


His mouth continues to chew and swallow- gag and swallow. He shakes his head and grunts loudly 
in a panic. 


Muscular heaves hot, angry breaths- standing with shaky legs and feet. He grips at his reddened 
wrist. He grinds his teeth and sneers- face smeared with blood and sweat as a form of war paint. 


The panic of not being able to even slightly open his mouth starts to take over. Izuku’s breathing 
quickens, nearly matching Muscular’s. He needs the damn guy to knock him in the face hard- 
break his jaw or something. 


Get his mouth open. 


Practically summoned, Muscular stutters to a run- sluggish, but still rapid with murderous intent. 
Izuku can see from the glint in his eye and the scrunch of his forehead. 


Izuku preps for impact. 
Muscular swings his opposite arm with more aggression and cracks Izuku across the face. Hard. 
His jaw pops, releasing the tight hold he couldn’t undo himself. 


Gasping, Izuku’s body flies and scrapes against the hard grain and rocks- his mouth finally opens 
and pulsates with pain. Before his body even stops skidding, he violently gags and vomits the 
mushy red contents from his stomach and throat. 


Shards of bone slice his mouth and esophagus as he spits and yacks the horrendous choice his body 
made in front of him. He can smell the blood and stomach acid, forcing himself to gag again and 
again. 


Nausea and pain exploding all over his body is a new kind of hell. 


Too busy throwing up everything from his stomach, he never notices Muscular stomping over to 
his quivering body. A hand grabs at one of his elongated vertebrae while a foot is placed on his 
side. Pushing on his ribs and pulling at the spine, loud snap bursts through Izuku’s eardrums. 


Izuku pants, looking to the side with internal exhaustion. His stomach is tight. 
Muscular is holding his vertebrae up like a spear right above him, gripping it tightly. 
Oh shit. 


Izuku blinks. 


Oh shit. 
A violent flashback punches him in the stomach and his body shoots up on autopilot. 
Yue won't be able to save him this time. 


Izuku lunges and Muscular does exactly what he intended to do without even flinching. With every 
ounce of force, he stabs the spear downward and into Izuku’s shoulder. 


The pain is unimaginable. Something he wished would never happen to his body ever again. It’s so 
hot. 


Hot. 
It’s a near miracle he didn’t lose consciousness from the pain. 


A shrillish scream rips through his throat as he continues to push towards the man. He can feel the 
sharp, jagged bone from his own body pierce his skin and muscle- spraying deep green onto 
Muscular’s arm and face. 


Izuku pushes and pushes, sensing a clot of blood force itself up his throat only to be choked out. 


Izuku grinds his teeth together loudly. ‘‘Go ahead...” he hisses, feeling the bone shank itself 
deeper into his body. ** Kill me.” He taunts the villain, tilting his head to the side- a haunted stare. 


Muscular stares down at Izuku with a horrified smile across his face. His lips twitch as he lets out a 
nervous laugh. 


“You really are crazy...” he grunts. “Aren’t ya?” 


Izuku narrows his eyes, blood now gushing from his throat and out of his mouth like something out 
of a horror movie. 


“Very.” 


And with that, he lifts his claw and swipes it down- breaking his speared vertebrae in half with a 
satisfying snap. 


He jerks his neck down, catching the jagged, fractured piece of bone before swinging his head to 
the side. Swing batter batter... 


Swing. 
With much force, Izuku stabs the bone into Muscular’s abdomen with a loud shunk. 


To the man’s disadvantage, he didn’t have the protection he required. Due to the need to cover his 
bleeding wound and strengthen his blows, the muscle that should be covering his vital organs is 
bare. 


To Izuku’s advantage, that actually worked. 


Muscular shrieks, swiveling his body all while wrapping more and more muscle around his arms 
and chest. A fist slams against Izuku’s neck with so much built-up force he flies straight into the 
mountainside. The wind instantly got knocked from him. 


He opens his mouth with desperation to obtain oxygen. He gasps and gasps- practically a fish out 


of water. 


A foot once again stomps on his torso, pushing him down so hard the ground underneath cracks 
and gives. 


Grunting and panting, Muscular reaches for his own stomach and pulls the bone from his skin, 
spraying blood onto Izuku’s body and face. He growls, throwing it to the side. 


“This was fun, but I’m starting to get real pissed off with you,” he snarls, leaning down. 


Izuku turns his head and pins his ears back, staring right back at the villain with a matching facial 
expression. 


Muscular moves his hand and places it on the protruding bone on Izuku’s shoulder, pushing it 
down. 


Izuku screams in pain but it is cut short by a fake hand made of only muscle grabs his snout and 
squeezes. 


He keeps pushing and all Izuku can do is release a muffled cry. He’s starting to feel dizzy. 


“T can see the appeal with you now,” he mutters, moving his face dangerously close to Izuku’s 
clamped jaws. Izuku’s breathing quickens through his nose. 


“But [ really couldn’t care less.” Muscular slams his head back and into the stone wall with a crack, 
blurring his vision even more beyond the dizziness and nausea. 


He slams his head against the wall again and again. 
“Say goodnight, brat.” 


Izuku shuts his eyes, tirelessly preparing for his skull to be bashed in from the back. For his muzzle 
to be snapped in half. 


He can’t. 


He can feel his heart struggle to stay beating as his blood flows from each open wound on his 
body. 


He can’t. 

He’s going to die. 

Or worse. Or worse. 

He can’t- 

“Stop!!” A childish shriek echoes through the air. 
Everything stops, including Izuku’s breathing. 
“Stop it!” 

Izuku feels his heartbeat nearly come to a stop. 


A stream of chilled water is sprayed against Muscular’s back and side, making him turn his head 


with irritation. 


“P-please!” Kota is standing mear feet away from Muscular with his arms stretched out; violently 
trembling. There are fat tears welling in his eyes, falling and streaming continuously down his 
face. 


“Please just stop it! Stop it stop it stop it!!”” He begs, screaming at the top of his lungs. 
Izuku’s ears twitch and his eyes soften. 

Kota’s scared. 

He’s really really scared. 


And not because of the nightmarish mess in front of him, the blood, or the sight of Izuku ripping 
Muscular’s hand off, but because Izuku and Muscular are doing the very thing he is terrified of. 


They are killing each other. 

They are killing each other just as his parents and Muscular did before him. 
And right now, Izuku might be the one who doesn’t make it out. 

Just like his parents. 


Muscular tisks, annoyed. Looking back at Izuku he places his hand back on the submerged spine in 
his shoulder. 


Izuku just might have to do something stupid to get out of this. 

“T think it’s time I moved on from you,” he mutters before shoving the spine deeper. 
Izuku inhales sharply before his eyes shut and he goes limp. Unconscious. 

Or... 

At least to Muscular he is. 


He can feel the large hand remove itself from his muzzle aggressively, letting his head drop to the 
ground with a thud. 


He ignores the pain surging within his skull and neck as he holds his body completely still. 

The only muscle moving is his beating heart. 

“Midoriya...” Kota mutters with fear in his voice. Izuku can hear his little feet take a step back. 
Muscular moves his way, Izuku can hear it. He can hear everything. 

He needs the man to believe he is out cold. He needs him to turn around- away. 

“T knew ya looked familiar...””» Muscular hums, adding weight to his step. 

Izuku’s ears twitch. 


Kota whimpers. 


“The water only solidified my conclusion .” 

Izuku can hear the faint stretch of muscles, the clench of a fist. 

He can hear Kota squeak. 

“Why don’t you say hello to your dear old parents for me, hm?” 
Izuku’s heart explodes and his entire body enters the fight response. 


“M-” Kota falls to the ground, staring past Muscular. Staring right at Izuku as he stands to his feet 
and jumps forward. 


Muscular barely has a second to turn around. 

“What-” 

Izuku lands on Muscular’s back, sinking his claws into his back muscle. 
He hisses. 

“Say hello to the devil for me, hm?” 

Opening his jaws, he strikes. 


Muscular’s eyes widen and he screams as blood sprays from his neck where Izuku’s jaws are now 
clamped. 


Just as quickly as his jaws sunk into flesh, Izuku yanks back with a chunk of Muscular’s neck in 
between his teeth. 


Muscular gasps and slaps a hand over his now gushing neck and throat, dropping to his knees. 


Izuku makes sure to spit out the piece of flesh before his jaws have the chance to clamp tight. He 
cringes as the sour taste of blood on his tongue doesn’t go away with the chunk of meat slapping 
onto the ground with a wet splat. 


The wound on Muscular’s neck isn’t deep enough for him to die instantly. No. Izuku could have 
easily decapitated him if he really wanted to. But the damage he dealt was enough for his current 
state. Enough for him to get the fuck away. 


“Y-you ffucking-” he chokes and gurgles as the blood flows with more aggression between the 
cracks of his fingers. 


Izuku presses off from Muscular’s back and pounces over his head- practically shoving the man's 
face into the dirt. He lands, nearly falling from the pain shooting through his shoulder, and barrels 
towards Kota. 


Kota’s eyes widen. 


“Hold on,” Izuku says as he ducks his head down. He scoops his nose under Kota’s feet without 
stopping, letting the boy cling onto his face. 


“Midoriya!” He yells, voice full of terror as Izuku heads straight for the forest. 


Not his best plan for a literal child. 


But, considering the situation they are facing, there aren’t many grand plans for Izuku to spitball. 


“It’s ok!” He yells back. “It’ll be ok!” He lifts his head up, allowing for the kid to koala climb to 
the back of his neck and grip onto the longer clumps of fur. He pulls tight, signaling for Izuku to 
add to his step. 


“You won’t make it far, you fucking brat!” Muscular chokes from behind. A faint cackle erupts 
from his bleeding throat. “I promise you that!!”” Another choke. 


“You’re on my list, Midoriya Izuku!!” 


Izuku snarls to his comment, leaping over a fallen tree stump and turning the corner to the 
elongated dirt pathway. 


“Get fucked!”’ 


There’s too much for him to do right now, and letting the words of a man like that affect them is 
not one of them. 


Kota buries his face into Izuku’s neck as his steps become bumpy and miscalculated. Izuku 
winces. 


“I’m sorry...it’ll-” he cringes as his shoulder grazes a tree branch. “‘It’ll be over soon.” 
His shoulder is working overtime to not collapse. 


Panting and panting, Izuku can feel the blood on his muzzle and face dry as the wind blows against 
it- crusting and clotting on his whiskers. 


He can still taste the bitterness from Muscular’s skin and blood in his teeth and gums. 

And he can still feel the pricks from the shards of bone in between his teeth. 

Everything feels blurry. 

“Midoriya!” Kota gasps. 

Izuku’s brain snaps back into focus right as a burning branch drops in front of them on the path. 


He leaps over it, just grazing the tips of the bright blue flame igniting the leaves. But, unlike the 
last branch he lept over, his shoulder gives out and sends him stumbling to the ground. 


Izuku does everything he can to keep Kota on top of him, grabbing the ground with his claws to 
prevent his body from flipping. His shoulder is tensing and pulsating- it hurts like a bitch but that 
doesn’t matter right now. 


Grunting, Izuku stops and looks up and around- the bright blue growing in his vision the more he 
scans the trees. 


It doesn’t even look real. 
The crackling of flame on wood- breaking branches and falling leaves. 
The soot and ash fall like snow. 


He inhales and exhales aggressively- coughing as the smoke enters his lungs and burns. 


Looking down at his shoulder he winces as the deep green blood is pouring out once again in a 
gross clotting flow. Oozing plasma. 


It’s going to get infected at this rate, and he can’t afford that. 


His breathing stays quick as he rapidly scours the area for anything that can help him in this given 
moment. 


He has a child on his back surrounded by hellfire while bleeding out. 

Is it bad that this isn’t even the worst he’s experienced? It beats being skewered by a long shot. 
His eyes meet a scorching branch leaning against a nearby tree, still aflame. 

Welp. 

It really is survival at this point. 


“I’m gonna need you to close your eyes and cover your ears, kid,” Izuku says quickly as he 
limps over to the branch, grabbing it with his jaws before returning to the path. 


“What?” Kota says, panicked. “Again?” 


“Trust me,” he muffles with the branch still in his mouth. He drops his head and spits the branch 
out onto the ground. ‘You don’t want to hear this.” 


He can’t see Kota while he’s perched on his neck, so he can only trust that he listened. 
Because truly, even Izuku doesn’t want to hear this. 


Exhaling a shaky breath, Izuku turns his head and stares at the jagged bone sticking through his 
skin. He exhales again. 


This is gonna hurt. 
Grabbing the tip of the spine with his mouth, he braces for the anguish that is about to hit him. 
He inhales, pulling his head to the side. 


He was right about the pain, as always. Though, he really wished he wasn’t for once. Screaming 
with absolute agony, Izuku’s eyes well with hot tears as the searing pain of pulling bone from skin 
become almost unbearable. His lips wobble as drool and tears fall from his lips and cheeks. 


Blood squirts and sputters from the wound, nearly splashing him in the face. 


Huffing in and out in and out he finally puts in the strength to yank the remaining inches of his 
vertebrae from deep within his shoulder. 


He can feel Kota shiver on top of him. 
The tip of his spine exits and Izuku nearly faints. 


Gasping for air he drops the now green soaked piece of bone to the ground, body trembling. He 
can feel hot, wet blood pour from his now open wound like its lava. The gash is throbbing with his 
heartbeat. 


Ba bump. 

Ba bump. 

Ba bump. 

He’s sweating profusely, swallowing thickly as he continues to keep his body from passing out. 
With shaking legs, Izuku reaches back down and grabs the burning branch. 

Thank god for adrenaline. 


He goes through the same mental preparation as before, inhaling and exhaling before shoving the 
burning side of the branch into his skin. 


His vision nearly went white this time. 


His skin sizzles and broils, creating a certain smell of blood burning and crisping- hurting his nose 
as the aroma becomes rank. The pain being worse than before, he nearly experiences a cold flash 
as the wood digs and digs into his skin. Though he’s cauterizing his wound, his body can’t seem to 
figure out what temperature to emit. 


He didn't realize he was holding his breath the whole time until his mouth no longer had the 
strength to hold onto the branch. 


Exhaling in pure vain, he attempts to catch his lungs up. Every limb on his body is shaking right 
now and there is still a chance he will collapse. 


But the very fact that Kota is with him... 
The fact that he’s still standing, even after receiving the beating of his life.... 


The fact that there are more people in this camp that could be facing the exact same 
circumstance... 


All of these are reasons for him to keep fighting on this current day- current second- and beyond. 
Because fuck letting this win again. 


Panting for a few moments, Izuku takes in a deep deep breath before exploding a rage and sorrow- 
filled howl from his throat. 


The fire dances around him, cracking the trees and poisoning the air as his blood-chilling shriek 
echoes through the forest. 


There is no way these villains will be getting away with anything. 

Not today. 

And not ever. 

Yuma groans loudly as her brain swells and pounds against her skull. Like a second heartbeat, it 
pulses uncomfortably. Her skin feels wet. 


Her eyes crack open- blurry and attempting to focus. She blinks a few times, grumbling. 


Her entire body is limp, but she can feel a scraping against her back- like she’s being dragged. 
Slowly. 

Her head turns to the side. She winces as a flash of pain hits her neck. 

Syouma is out cold and in the same situation as her- dragging against the ground limply. 


Something has a hold of her ankle, squeezing tight, while Syouma’s hoof is clutched on the other 
side. 


What... 
She’s out of it, taking extra seconds to process the air around her. 


Her body is changed, that’s for sure. She can tell by how her bones and joints feel- oddly enough. 
But the question regarding what is holding them now stands above. The hand holding them doesn’t 
feel human. 


Creaking her neck up, she focuses her eyes enough to make contact with a large green figure. 
What the fuck? 


It moans as it continues to drag Syouma and her down the dirt path- a mindless zombie. The 
exposed brain over its skull quivers as the breeze hits it, disgustingly slimy. 


The smell of smoke practically punches her nose. Burning sap and bark- a smell that’s not typically 
pleasant. 


Her eyes flutter open and closed again as she turns to look at Syouma again. 


She notices a deep red patch on top of his skull, right in between his horns. There are dribbles of 
clotted blood on his face and muzzle. 


Where... 
A howl bursts through the trees, alarming a flock of birds. 
A howl, deep and broken. 


Angry. 


It’s a pitch she’s only ever heard from one other wolf. And she’s done the same toned hum right 
next to him. 


Her heart spikes, making her jolt upward. 
FUCK 

Oh FUCK 

The beast holding her glances back, groaning. 


Yuma ignores every warning sign in her head before she lifts her body into the air and twists like a 
rolling log. 


A disgusting snap of bone twitches her ears as the grasp on her ankle is released. 


She lands on the ground with a loud thud and a yelp, scrambling to her feet with mad panic and 
discombobulation. 


The beast sucks in a dry moan, cracking its head to the side. Its wrist is twisted in an unnatural 
degree- but it shows no evidence of being phased. 


A wet, crunching sound emerges from behind his back. 

Yuma’s eyes widen. 

Yeah. Of course. 

Six limbs now jut out of his spine, holding assortments of chainsaw blades. Long and sharp. 
Yuma stares at it, blinking. 

Nope. 

Nope nope nope nope. 


She barks at Syouma who is still passed out, dodging a broken hand that reaches for her once 
again. It drops Syouma’s hoof, prioritizing her conscious body. 


God damn it mother fucker- 

She snorts, glancing back at Syouma’s unmoving body. 

Yuma reaches down and scoops up a large stone, dodging the hand yet again. 
Well...sorry man. 


She turns her body and hucks the stone at Syouma’s head, knocking him hard against one of his 
horns. It cracks. 


Syouma’s eyes fly open like window shades and his head shoots up. 


Yuma screams in distress as she scratches up a tree trunk to avoid one of the swinging chainsaws 
on the beast's arms. 


It nicks her tail, pushing out a shriek. 


Syouma’s head shakes in an attempt to wake his brain up, moving his body the same way Yuma 
did to get up. Unorganized and panicked. 


Now running towards the weaponized freak of a monster, Syouma lowers his head and slams his 
horns into the back of the thing trying to rip at Yuma. 


Yuma jumps up from the trunk, grabbing onto a branch above her right before it sputters and flies 
forward, straight into back the very same tree Yuma’s clinging to while it’s distracted. 


It’s nothing short of a miracle that Syouma didn’t get a chainsaw to the skull. 


The tree quakes and cracks, nearly shaking Yuma off the tree. Her claws dig into the branch, 
screeching against the wood. 


Its body slumps forward, belly on the ground, leaving a trap of blades and chainsaws below her 


dangling body. 
It doesn’t move for a good moment. 
Syouma looks up at her and belts a roar, giving her a cue to let go and get the fuck out of here. 


She snarls back at him before swining forward on the branch. She lets go and plummets out and 
away from the fallen body. 


She lands just a couple of feet away from the booby trap and doesn’t hesitate even a second. 
Placing her hands on the ground, she bolts on all fours. 


Syouma isn’t far behind. 


They both pant loudly as they make their escape, winding through the maze trees and bushes with 
aching arms and legs underneath them. 


Syouma wines, running up to her side to match her stride. 

““What...was...” he struggles. “‘T-that?” 

Yuma shakes her head, moving her eyes in every direction. The trees, the ground, the sky. 
She doesn’t know. 

Hell, she just woke up five minutes ago to a thing with chainsaws for hands. 

She would be the last person to know what the hell is going on right now. 


They hurdle a fallen branch, spraying dust into the air as they add speed to their step. Yuma can 
hear the loud thumping from Syouma’s hooves, almost creating a melody with it from her clawing 
and panting. 


All Yuma does know at this moment though, is that the distant smell of smoke currently burning 
her nose and the deafening how! that burst through the trees just moments ago means nothing 
good. 


Syouma glances at her, eyes filled corner to corner with worry. 
Fear. 


Nothing good at all. 


Shouta hasn’t stopped running since he left the supplementary class. 
He hasn’t stopped thinking about Midoriya, either. 

Though, how could he not? 

“Poor little Eraserhead...” the taunting voice still haunts his brain. 
“Can’t even protect one student, can you?” 

Something thumps. 


And thumps. 


And thumps. 

Shouta stops for the first time since earlier, going quiet. 

There is no flame from where he stands now. No cracking or sizzling. No dropping branches. 
It’s quiet. 

All but the thumping. 


Dirt scraping and loud panting, the thumping grows near. Like something is running straight for 
him from the side. 


He grabs at his scarf, lowering his body. His other hand grips at the yellow goggles loosely tied 
around his neck. 


The only thing he can see through the darkness is trees moving and bushes rustling. Snapping 
twigs and branches. 


A snarl and huff. 
He prepares for the worst, narrowing his eyes and swallowing. 


Crashing through the dense leaves and bushes, Midoriya makes a brash, sudden appearance- mind 
and body covered with dismay. 


Shouta’s eyes widen and he dives out of the way. He slams to the ground, hitting his shoulder 
against the ground with a bang. He groans, watching as Midoriya runs straight down the path and 
away from him. 


“Midoriya!!” he screams. 

The kid is clearly in too much of a panic to be aware of his surroundings. 

Like he was slapped, Midoriya screeches to a halt and nearly falls face-first into the dirt. 
Oh my god... 


Shouta’s eyes focus on Midoriya’s back. The kid is with him- curled in a ball, consumed with 
fright as his hands cling to the hair on Midoriya’s back. 


Whipping his head around to Shouta, Midoriya’s four eyes are wide- filled with hysteria. 
His face is covered in different colored blood. 

Deep, crimson red. 

His face shows nothing but the emotions of a spooked... 

Animal. 

Shouta swallows. 


He’s clearly in shock from the adrenaline faltering within his body, chest-puffing from each breath 
he’s taking. 


There is no way he’s mentally sane right now. There’s a chance he’s blacked right now. 


Shouta releases his hold on his scarf, moving his hand out in front of him. 

“Hey, kid hey...” he says quiet, but loud enough for him to hear. “Hey.” 

Izuku’s ears twitch and his eyes blink. Everything snaps into place. 

His legs shake and he drops to the ground like a puppet whose strings were snapped. 

“Fuck- kid oh my god,” Shouta nearly screams, rushing to his side. 

“Midoriya,” Kota says worryingly, rubbing his ears with his small hands. 

Shouta drops to his knees and looks to Kota. 

“Tt’s ok, kid, hey hey it’s ok,” he says. It can be intended for either of the children in front of him. 


Midoriya exhales a whine, opening his mouth to pant as pain clearly washes over him like a wave. 
He squeezes his eyes and winces. 


The wounds littering his body aren’t pretty. At all. 


Especially the enormous burn on his shoulder- visibly bubbling and pussing with infection. It hurts 
Shouta just looking at it. He can’t even look at all of his injuries without wanting to throw up. 


“Take...” he grunts, stubbornly attempting to get back to his feet. “Take him.” He motions to the 
kid on his back. There are tears in his eyes, clearly from the horrid pain, his body is experiencing at 
this moment. 


The kid on his back is trembling as he looks up at him. Tears fall from his own eyes, dripping into 
the fur he clutches to. He looks confused. 


Petrified. 
“Come on...” Shouta whispers, reaching out for him. He needs to get him off. 


The kid doesn’t object, grabbing onto Shouta like a koala as soon as he’s lifted from Midoriya’s 
blood-soaked body. He adjusts the kid so he’s resting on his hip, placing a free hand on Midoriya’s 
head. 


Midoriya is still trying to get up. 
“Midoriya, stop.” 


The information regarding how he was hurt isn’t relevant right now. No matter how much it itches 
his brain. What is though, is getting him to stop. Stop. 


The adrenaline can only hold on for so long. And clearly, it’s gripping for dear life. 
He’ ll die if he keeps going. 
“Kid,” he says firmly this time. “ Stop .” 


Midoriya lifts his head, green eyes wet with acid and tears. He whimpers, pressing his nose against 
Shouta’s chest. 


“Give them permission...” he says softly, voice broken and raw. 


“Kid, what-” 
“Give the classes permission to fight,’ he repeats. The blood on his face is nothing comforting. 
Shouta stares at him, lips separating. 


Midoriya’s legs shift underneath his body again, but this time, he gains the ability to start to stand. 
He cringes through clenched teeth as his injured arm wobbles. 


“Midoriya, stop it please-” 

“No, ” Izuku snaps his teeth. ‘I’m not doing this again.” 
Again. 

A word that only stings in this kind of circumstance. 


Midoriya fully stands, spitting a burnt clot of blood from his mouth. Shouta stands with him, 
creaking his neck up to look at his face. 


“I’m going to find Mandalay and then Yuma whether you like it or not,” he exhales. “But you 
can’t let them sit without fighting. Not when there are people like Muscular here.” 


Shouta’s face drops. 
That is a name he hoped to only ever hear on the news. The injuries start to make more sense now. 
“Midoriya you fought-” 


“T did,” he spits, narrowing his eyes and glancing to the side. ‘So please, let them protect 
themselves so they don’t suffer. ’d never forgive myself if they all were hurt because of me.” 


Shouta’s eyes scan over Midoriya’s twitching shoulder and cracked external ribs. The snapped 
vertebrae on his back. 


The blood. 

Fuck. 

Fuck. 

Shouta places a hand over his lips dragging it down. 

“T need you to promise me you will hide immediately after finding them.” 
“You know how I feel about promises,” Midoriya says back immediately. 


“Midoriya, please,” he pleads, squeezing the kid on his side tight. “I will give them permission but 
in return, I need you to fucking promise me you will prioritize yourself for once.” 


Midoriya looks to the side again, allowing the breeze to blow the fur on his face. He turns his body 
with a limp, now only glancing back at Shouta. 


He nods. 


Shouta hates it when he does that. Not because it’s not the same as vocalizing a ‘yes’ or ‘no’, but 


because he looks much older than he actually is. 
Much harder inside. 
“Stay safe.” Is all he can manage to say now. 


Midoriya’s face folds to a frown as he nods again. A promise he knows he can’t keep. He turns his 
head, taking off into an awkward, gangly run. 


And all Shouta can seem to do is grip at the kid on his hip, staring at Midoriya’s large body 
disappear. 


Straight down the path. 

Shino backbends as the large artillery of blades swings for her face. Clattering loudly in it’s 
supports, each sword and knife comes too close for comfort. 

This isn’t good. 


Glancing to the side, she dodges yet another reel as Yawara swings at the villain named Magne. 
His fists bash with her forearms- protecting her face in a shield. 


The mass of blades comes swinging again. 

Tomoko is missing. 

It swings again. 

Ryoku is injured and unconscious. 

She dodges again. 

The students are scattered. 

And she has no idea where the hell Kota is. 

Spinner yells through each over forced swing, coming in again and again. 


Impressive for the sheer size of his weapon. Heavy and clunky, he’s managing to swing it with 
accuracy. 


Too much accuracy for her liking. 


“Jesus, you’re persistent,” she curses, diving under the blades. She swipes her claws to the side, 
nicking the lizard villain in the stomach. 


There’s a yelp and a grunt as she tumbles and rolls, digging her claws into the ground for traction. 
“Tl take that as a compliment!” He yells, lifting his swords into the air. Right above her head. 
Her eyes widen. 

“Enough!” A deep, roaring voice booms. 


Smashing into the blades, a black mass breaks and shatters the enormous weapon that once was 
held above her. 


“WH-” 


Claws scraping against the ground, a massive black wolf slides across the dirt with a twisted snarl 
across its face. 


Midoriya. 
Midoriya. 


Metal clangs on the ground loudly as he gains his balance and stands with a hunched back and 
swinging tail. His face is covered in blood. 


Midoriya sucks in a breath and growls, exposing his teeth and greenish drool. He opens his mouth 
and a horrendous, haunted shriek cracks through his throat. He snorts, pinning his ears back. 


Rage. 
Shino pants as she regains her footing, turning back at the villain she was fighting. 


“Oh shit, he’s bigger than I thought,” Spinner mutters with wide eyes. His hands are shaking by his 
side- now empty. 
“Spinner!!” Magne yells, pushing Yawara off her. ““That’s him! That’s the kid!” 


Yawara comes right back in with a blow to her shoulder. 


Spinner snaps his head to the side, keeping his eyes on Midoriya whose breathing has only gotten 
more aggressive as the seconds pass. 


“No fucking shit, Magne!” he spits. “What other fucking kid here is Cerberus!” 
Shino feels her heart tense inside her chest. 

Midoriya curls his lip upward and he starts to walk to the side- circling them. 

He barks, spitting a clot of acid from his teeth. 

“Mandalay...”’ he hums, ounces of pain in his voice. His leg is soaked with blood. 
Shino can feel Spinner tense behind her from the tone. The deep and monstrous tone. 
He can’t be here right now. 

He can’t. Not when they are here for him. 


“You need to get out of here, kid!” She whips around and swipes her claw while Spinner is 
distracted. “Those injuries aren’t minor!” 


“I’m ok,” He ignores her, snapping back his own comment. *‘Kota’s also ok...I need you to 
relay a message for me. Now. ”’ His wording sounds jumbled. Like his brain can’t quite keep up 
with the information falling from his lips. He shakes his head, exhaling. 


His fangs and lips drip with blood and acid. Thick with drool. 


“Kid, what-” she jumps, avoiding a kick from Spinner. As she’s in the air, she swings her body and 
slams her foot into his shoulder. He’s sent tumbling back. 


Midoriya stands tall. 
‘Aizawa gives permission to both A and B classes to fight.”’ 
Shino nearly stops functioning for a moment. 


In the split second she stops, Spinner grabs a knife from the back of his belt, throwing it in her 
direction. 


Midoriya barks, snapping his tail to the side. A barb shoots towards them, clanging into the knife 
before it can hit her. 


‘Tell them through telepathy!” He yells. “No one should be allowed to die because of me!” 
Turning his body again, he flicks his tail in Yawara and Magne’s direction. Barbs shoot like 
ammunition, flying between their battle. 


Mange and Yarara jump back, avoiding the spines- just barely. 


“Hm, a noble one...” Spinner coos, turning to engage with Shino once again. “I think I like this 
kid.” 


Midoriya narrows his eyes at the comment, shooting another round of barbs while Spinner has his 
back turned. 


Unfortunately for him, everything about Midoriya is fast and calculated. And, well, his reflexes 
don’t exactly match either of those qualities. 


Two barbs jag themselves into Spinner’s shoulderblades, spraying droplets of blood into the air. 
“AHHG!” he shrieks, dropping to his knees. 

Shino takes this as a gift- internally thanking the kid for the opening. 

Running forward, Shino jumps and spins- cracking him across the head with her foot. 


He’s on the ground just as fast as when the barbs shot into his skin. There is a satisfying thump as 
his body falls, leaving Shino panting with exhaustion near his crumpled body. 


She’s almost embarrassed for how long that took her. 
“Spinner!” Magne yells, looking away for a brief second. 
A brief second too much. 


Yawara grabs the gift given to him and throws a punch straight into Magne’s jaw. Her neck snaps 
to the side and she spins, dropping to the ground with a thump just as loud as Spinner’s. 


Out cold. 
Yawara leans his head to the side and spits, lifting his lips with disgust and annoyance. 
“Shouldn’t have taken that long,” he curses, wiping his mouth. “Fucking bullshit .” 


“That doesn’t matter right now,” Shino says, swallowing. She bends down and reaches for a pair of 
zip ties tucked in one of her belt pouches. “We need to find the remaining kids who didn’t make it 
back to the building. We need to find Ragdoll, because, without her, we may not be able to find the 


kids in time. Plus, we don’t know if she’s injured or not.” She grabs Spinner’s wrists and ties them 
together with a satisfying zip and snip. 


Shino turns her head to Midoriya, who is already heading straight back into the forest. He’s 
running fast. Limping through each step. 


Fuck... 
She’s internally cursing at herself right now. 


He can’t be out here any longer. Not with those injuries. And certainly not with the immense 
bounty on his head. 


She exhales, glancing back at Yawara who is copying her actions, tying Magne’s arms behind her 
back tightly. 


None of them know how many more villains there are out there, nor do they know how skilled or 
dangerous they are. For the first time in a while, they are completely and utterly clueless. 


Midoriya is drenched in blood- injured horrifically. Who knows who else is. 

She’s aware Kota is ok due to Midoriya’s information but it still doesn’t ease her heart. 
She has no idea where anyone is. What is going to happen? 

And it scares the absolute shit out of her. 


The only thing they can do now is to make sure the kids will have a better chance out there. A 
fighting chance. 


Shino places a finger on her ear, inhaling deeply. 
None of them really know what else to do. 


She activates her quirk. 


“Ochako...” Tsuyu whispers, clutching onto Ochako’s arm tightly. 


Ochako can feel the mucus from Tsuyu’s skin secrete like sweat, adding to her already damp arms 
and hands. She holds onto her hand- tight and shaky. 


They can see flames farther away from where they stand. The hue of blue above the treeline. There 
is a loud sound of breaking branches. 


Mandalay’s message put a chill down both their backs as soon as it wormed through their ears. 
Villains. 


It’s always villains. 

“We need to get back...” Ochako mutters back, glancing backward. 
A delicate, hushed chuckle tickles her ears. 

“Mmm, I don’t think you do~” a young, feminine voice cooed. 


Ochako isn’t able to properly react before a sharp pain slices across her arm. 


Tsuyu gasps, grabbing her and yanking her back. 
The giggle intensifies- manic and high-pitched. 
Ochako grips at her arm as her and Tsuyu back up on the path, swallowing thickly. 


A girl. A girl that very much could be their age stands across from them, admiring the blood- 
stained blade in her hands. Her messy hair moves with her exaggerated expressions- insanity. 


“IT know we’re here with a purpose...” she says softly, turning the blade. “But I just can’t help 
myself.” The mask on her face is unsettling. So are the excess blades and needles strapped to her 
sides. 


The word purpose nearly spins Ochako's world around her. 

It’s clear it did the same for Tsuyu. 

“Why are you here?” Ochako asks, trying her best to keep the shaking in her chest at bay. 
“Ochako and...Asui,” the girl points her blade at them, ignoring the question. She giggles. 
Fuck. 

Ochako glances at Tsuyu. 

“You two are so cute,” the girl woos. “I have a feeling we will be best friends~?” 
Something catches Ochako’s eye from the side. 

She moves her eyes, nearly making a visible reactive face. 


She almost didn’t see the large mass in the trees. The long fur and lanky limbs. The tail swished 
below the branch. The snarling maw. 


But, the red, glowing eyes could simply be distinguished clear as day. 
Jinrou. 

Ochako swallows, moving her eyes back to the girl. 

The villain. 

“Oh. ..definitely,” Oahcako agrees, trying hard to keep her gaze forward. 
Tsuyu grips at her arm. “Ochako-” 


Ochako squeezes back, clearing her throat. “I don’t think we got your name, what can we call 
you?” 


The girl practically squeals with joy, stepping closer. “Toga Himiko.” She takes another step 
forward, yellow eyes now becoming a prominent feature to them. They are nearly glowing. “But 
you can just call me Himiko...” 


“Ok,” Ochako responds, nodding her head. She can feel the sweat dripping down the back of her 
neck. Cold against the breeze. 


At the corner of her eye, she can see Jin- Yuma leap from the tree branch and land silently. Like a 


panther- light on its feet. Her eyes continue to glow red as she stares down the villain in front of 
Ochako and Tsuyu like she’s lunch. 


“Ah, I’m so excited!” Himiko grips onto her sweater, clutching it tight near her chest. “I don’t have 
any girlfriends where I’m from.” She giggles again, swooning as a blush covers her face. 


What a lunatic... 


Yuma starts to stalk around and behind Himiko. Her head is low and her arms and legs awkwardly 
pace through the dirt. Her head has spots of blood on it- clotted, yet fresh. 


“Oahcako...Asui...” 
Yuma lifts her lip, walking closer and closer from behind. 


“T need to have your blood,” she says, low and whiney. She steps closer, reaching for something 
from behind. “Just a little...” she takes her other hand and pulls down her mask. A jagged smile 
with pointed fangs greets them- unsettling. 


Yuma walks closer and closer, slowly lifting herself up to her back legs. 

“Just a little...” Himiko repeats, pulling out a needle. 

Yuma is now standing directly behind her, towering over her by four feet. She huffs from her nose. 
Himiko turns around to the sound. The needle in her hand drops to the ground. 


Yuma flares her nostrils and pins her ears back. She growls deeply before lowering her body back 
down. She lowers herself till her pointed snout matches the same level as Himiko’s face. Her teeth 
are bared- crooked and yellow. 


“Oh...” Himiko mutters. “Well shit.” 
Yuma sucks in a breath before opening her mouth fully to release a gruesome scream. 


Himiko backs up, eyes wide. “Nope. That’s a line I won’t cross.” She lifts her hands up, voice 
shaking. She swallows. “I’m crazy but not that crazy.” 


Backing up again, she nearly trips as she turns in the other direction. She bolts past Ochako and 
Tsuyu- giving them a quick demented smile- before leaping over a bush and disappearing like an 
alarmed mouse. 


“T’ll see you soon, girls!” she squeals from afar. Voice echoing like a ghost. 
Ochako wants to vomit. Right in the bushes. 


Yuma huffs, rolling her eyes. Her ears unpin and she relaxes her body- flattening the hair that once 
stood on end. 


Tsuyu lets Ochako go, taking a step forward. 


“T-thank you,” she says quietly. Her throat bobs as she swallows thickly. “She was giving us the 
creeps.” 


Yuma shuts her eyes and bows a nod. She’s not speaking. 


Turning her head to the side, Yuma opens her mouth and yaps a short bark. 
It doesn’t take long for the bushes to rustle. For branches to snap and crack. 
Oh my god. 


This week has been odd in many different ways, so clearly, she isn’t phased anymore by strange 
sights. But Ochako really wasn’t expecting to see a lion walk through the bushes just now. 


Specifically, a lion with ram horns, hooves, and a crocodile tail. 
Tsuyu grabs onto her arm and squeezes it again. 


It looks injured in the same way Yuma is- skull bashed and bloody. But unlike Yuma, its eyes are 
big and soft. Overall, though it is close to the size of Midoriya and terrifying to look at, it doesn’t 
really seem... 


Threatening. 


The lion looks up at Yuma and then at Ochako. Its head tilts and it points its nose forward and 
towards Ochako and Tsuyu. 


Yuma points to them and then makes an ‘ok?’ sign with her fingers. 
They are typing to see if they are ok... 

So they really can’t speak. 

Ochako looks to Tsuyu. They both nod. 

“Yeah...yeah, we are ok,” Ochako says. 


Yuma’s piercing eyes narrow down for a second. She tilts her head like the lion and then walks up 
to them. 


It’s definitely overstimulating being around animals this large. 
Because Jesus. 
This is going to take some time to get used to. 


Ochako fights the urge to step back, allowing Yuma to duck her head down. Her nose sniffs around 
the two of them, stopping at the deep cut on Ochako’s arm. 


She whines and tilts her head up in a worried manner. 
Ochako grabs her arm. “I’m ok I promise, it just grazed me.” 


Yuma keeps her head tilted in disbelief. Lifting one of her large clawed hands, she delicacy grabs 
the sleeve covering the bloody cut. She slides the sleeve up with caution, now exposing the cut on 
her arm. For her size, she’s so gentle. 


Ochako cringes as the cloth brushes over the cut. It throbs with her heartbeat. 
Eesh, yeah that’s not good. 


Yuma sniffs again, leaning forward closer. 


That’s when she opens her mouth and licks her arm. 

“What are you-” Ochako says, flinching back. 

But, as soon as the warm tongue slides across her arm, it instantly feels better. 
The irritation and inflammation are already being soothed down. 

“Oh.” 


Yuma licks it a few more times before stopping and retracting her tongue. She backs up and licks 
her lips and nose, whining again. 


Dog saliva is notoriously known for preventing infection and bacteria growth in external wounds. 
Obviously, it’s no healing agent, but it helps. It’s no doubt it has more strength because of her 
form. 


She looks at her arm. Its bleeding has calmed down. “Thank you-” 
BOOOM 

The earth shakes. 

Yuma’s head shoots up, the ears turned up and forward. 
“AAAARRRRHHHG!!” 

A violent chill goes down Ochako’s spine and she follows Yuma’s gaze. 


Another boom, this time it’s worse. Like something large just ripped a tree from its roots and threw 
it to the ground. 


“What the hell was that-” Tsuyu questions but never gets to finish. 

Yuma grabs both her and Ochako, lifting them off the ground. Woah. Ok. 

She turns with them in her hands before setting them down directly onto the lion’s back. 
Ochako blinks. 

What- 


The lion’s head turns to look at them. There may be no words, but its bright yellow eyes say 
plenty. 


Ochako grabs onto its mane, immediately being pleasantly surprised by how soft it is despite its 
thick nature. She grips on tighter. 


Neither she nor Tsuyu gets a chance to really process their position before Yuma takes off running 
in front of them. 


And it doesn’t take the lion any longer to follow behind. Tsuyu wraps her arms around Ochako’s 
torso as she nearly comes close to flying off. They both are forced to bite down the urge to scream 
as the lion runs through the thickened forest of bushes and trees. 


Yuma turns her head around and barks loudly before turning back, adding a step to her gallop. She 


vaults over a fallen tree, grabbing onto a tree branch and flipping up. 
Well... 


Ochako leans forward, gripping onto the lion’s fur tighter. This week really can’t get any weirder, 
can it? 


Tsuyu’s grip grows tight around her stomach and chest. 


Here they go. 


Izuku almost slammed into Shoji. 
Literally almost slammed into him. 
In his defense, he’s kind of bleeding out. 


His classmate was hiding behind a tree when Izuku stumbled over a branch and almost crashed 
into him. Luckily, his classmate has some sort of spatial awareness and good hearing. If not he 
would have been crushed. Because quite frankly, Izuku has no idea where he’s going anymore. The 
lack of blood is starting to catch up to him. Everything is starting to look blurry... 


“Midoriya!” Shoji does his best to grab the scruff on the back of his neck and yank him back. A 
shot of pain punches him in the shoulder as he lands aggressively in a bush. 


A dark claw about as large as Izuku’s whole body swipes at where he just stood. It snags a tree, 
nearly taking it out of the ground. 


“AHHG!” Someone screams in pain and frustration. 

Shoji holds him down behind the tree, placing an extra hand over his muzzle to keep him quiet. 
Izuku whines with confusion. 

“Stay down...” Shoji whispers. 


Izuku attempts to peek through an opening to see what the hell is attacking them. To see anything. 
Confusion is all that fuels his decisions right about now. 


Shoji pushes his head back down. 

That’s when he sees it. 

Izuku inhales, eyes widening at the bloody mess Shoji holds close to his chest. 

Just like Muscular, Shoji is missing a hand. 

“Tt’s ok, I’m ok,” he says firmly. “It’s just one of my duplicates so it doesn’t matter.” 

Dust stirs as multiple claws flail around. There is a loud moaning scream- almost demonic. 
“G-get...get away!!”” 

Oh, fucking shit. 


Izuku recognizes the voice. 


The dark, aggressive mass is starting to make sense now. 
Shoji glances back quickly. 


“One of the villains here found us and I was unable to move away in time...” he whispers quietly. 
“Tokoyami saw me get injured and lost it. He can’t stop.” 


Tokoyami screams in pain again. 


“T don’t know how to help him,” Shoji continues. He sounds so frazzled. “I can’t help him by 
myself.” 


“Please!!” Tokoyami yells. Izuku can hear the crack in his voice- emotional and unwell. 
It’s all too familiar to him. 
Izuku shakes Shoji’s hand off his muzzle and peeks up through the bush. 


Tokoyami is almost completely consumed in a blackish-purple- clawing and scratching at the air 
and trees. 


There are big fat tears in his eyes, almost complimenting his terrified facial expressions and body 
trembles. 


He’s scared. 
He’s really really scared. 


Izuku ducks his head back down and stares right at Shoji, green eyes narrowed in a thinking 
manner. 


Overwhelming quirk malfunctions and growths are hell on earth. The confusion and fear course 
through each vein in your body. The feeling of no control. That nothing in the world could help the 
pain and sorrow that swells inside the brain and heart with the aching bones and tendons. 


“T’ll help you,” Izuku mutters as quiet as his voice could allow. 

“But how? ” Shoji questions. As he should, really. 

Izuku doesn’t exactly...look up to the task. 

Izuku looks up at Tokoyami’s struggling body once again, a reminder suddenly coming to mind. 
His eyes widen. 

Wait a fucking- 

“Shoji,” he says. 

His classmate looks at him. 

“T have a plan. But you’re gonna need to trust me.” 

Shoji blinks, nodding his head with hesitance. 


“Because this might be a bad idea.” 


Izuku stands fully to his feet, keeping his head low for Shoji. 


‘A really really bad idea.” 


Shoto is about to pass out. 

For many reasons. 

The gas still stuck in his lungs from earlier. 

The fact that he’s been dodging blades for what feels like half an hour with someone on his back. 
Or, well, the fact that he’s so stressed out his brain is going to explode. 

To be honest, it’s all a cocktail inside his brain. 


“What inside your fucking head thought running away was a good idea!!” Bakugou screams as he 
sends off an explosion to avoid the sharpened blade soaring in his direction. 


“Bakugou shut the fuck up!” Shoto snaps back, slamming his hand down on the ground to create 
another wall of ice. 


Really, he won’t disagree, it was a shit plan. 


But in his defense, Bakugou nearly got stabbed through the stomach and the only thing he could 
seem to think of was to grab him and run. 


They weren’t exactly allowed to engage in combat, so what else could that have done? 


Hearing Midoriya’s scream didn’t exactly make any of his decisions feasible either. He was blind 
to everything, Bakugou especially. 


Moonfish cracks his head to the side as he floats in the air, blades holding him up in a disturbing 
display- like a puppet held by strings. The metal clangs. 


“Flesh...give me...” 


Moonfish opens his mouth wider, allowing for more blades to grow and snake downwards. They 
break through Shoto’s wall with ease. 


“Your flesh!!” 
Shit! 


Shoto and Bakugou jump to the side, avoiding the blades. They come too close for comfort, 
stabbing straight into the dirt. Shoto nearly drops the guy on his back. 


“Give...” a wet hiss. 

“Fuck!” Bakugou screams with a frustrated growl. “This is wasting our time!” 
“T-” Shoto starts. But, he stops. 

The ground beneath them rumbles. 


Quakes. 


Bakugou notices this too, freezing. They both look at one another- sweating visibly from their 
brows and necks. 


“Eh...” Moonfish creaks his head to the side. 

Trees and dirt explode over the treeline. 

BOOM 

BOOM 

BOOM 

“BAKUGOU!!” 

Both Shoto and Bakugou whip their heads to the side, following Moonfish and his gaze. 
“Deku?!” Bakugou screams, holding his hands out. 

Holy shit. 


Running towards them full speed is none other than Midoriya. Panicked and bloodied. But that’s 
not quite the alarming bit. 


Shoji is on his back, holding onto his neck scruff for dear life as Midoriya barrels down the path 
with an angry black mass behind them. 


“MOVE!” Midoriya shrieks, jumping to the side to avoid a claw swiping at him from behind. 
“Oh my fucking god what the fuck is happening -” Bakugou says to himself. 
He doesn’t have the chance to finish. 


Midoriya speeds up and jumps forward, landing right next to Shoto and Bakugou. He opens his 
mouth and hooks his fangs onto their clothes before diving out of the way. Shoto’s neck nearly gets 
choked as they fly to the side. 


The black mass that was once chasing them slams an oversized claw down, catching Moonfish in 
the crossfire. 


Ice explodes everywhere. Crashing and shattering like a hammer to glass. 


“Deku, what the fuck?!” Bakugou yells as Midoriya skids, gripping his claws on the ice-covered 
ground. His shoulder pops and he almost collapses, bringing all of them down with him. 


Bakugou pulls himself out of Midoriya’s hold, ripping the back of his shirt in the process. 
“AHHHHG!” Something screams within the black mass. 

Shoto snaps his head to the side as Midoriya drops him to the ground, panting. 
“Tokoyami... ” Midoriya says with a tone painted with exhaustion. ‘“Light...make light.” 
Bakugou’s eyes widen. “ That’s bird brain?!” 


Tokoyam1i is trashing and struggling within the darkness of his quirk. Tears stream down his face 


as Dark Shadow shoves a claw down on the ground, confining Moonfish to the ground. 


“He’s out of control,” Shoji says, dropping off Midoriya’s back. “We need- SHIT!” he ducks as a 
piece of ice is shot towards his head and shanks itself into the tree behind him. He dodges just 
barely. 


Looking to the side, Shoto watches as Tokoyami’s Dark Shadow grabs onto Moonfish, snapping 
his blades in half like they are toothpicks. Easy. 


Moonfish gasps in pain as he thrashes in Dark Shadow’s grip. His body is held like it’s a piece of 
trash- getting thrown to the side with an aggressive snap. 


Slamming against a tree, Moonfish chokes out a line of spit and drops limply to the ground. 

He doesn’t get back up. 

Christ. 

Dark Shadow cackles deeply, raising his claws into the air. “J haven’t had enough fun yet!!!” 


Midoriya continues to pant loudly, turning to look at Shoto and Bakugou. ‘Light him the fuck up 
now or I swear to god!” 


“Don’t tell me what to do!” Bakugou screams back, already on his feet. 
Shoto lets the guy on his back drop down to the ground gently before following Bakugou. 


Bakugou steps upon an ice block and throws his body towards Dark Shadow- palms sparkling 
brightly. Shoto copies his movements, only he flexes his hand and ignites a flame big enough to 
light up half the area they stand-in. One-upping Bakugou just slightly. 


Dark Shadow grunts in pain and frustration as Bakugou slams his fists onto its body. His body 
squirms and writhes as Shoto does the same. Over and over. 


Over and over. 
It continues in an endless loop until eventually, Tokoyami is the only thing left. 
Almost everyone sighs with relief as Dark Shadow sucks itself back into his body. 


“Jesus fucking Christ,” Bakugou mutters, putting out the spark in his hand. Shoto was thinking the 
same thing. 


Good lord. 
“T’m-” Tokoyami says with shame in his tone. “I’m so sorry.” 
Bakugou rolls his eyes. “Can it. You took out that piece of shit for us so don’t apologize.” 


Tokoyami looks up at Shoto and Bakugou, tears still lingering in his eyes. He bows his head and 
nods. 


“Sorry to cut that short, but Midoriya is like literally dying right now,” Shoji cuts in. 


Shoto gets slapped across the face with a reminder, turning his body and almost falling from how 
sudden he runs towards them. 


Bakugou almost does the same. 

Midoriya shakes his head. “‘I’m-I’m fine,” he says, panting. 
He is in fact. 

Not fine. 

“Midoriya, your leg-” 
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My leg is fine,” he snaps back, wincing in pain as a visible hot flash bores through his body. 


No. 
It’s not. 


Shoto almost feels nauseous looking at it. The green oozing infectious pus that coats the outside of 
what looks like a burn wound is hard to look at. So is the red, dried blood layered over his nose and 
mouth. The cracked and broken spines on his back. 


Shoto can hear his lungs failing as he continues to pant and wheeze unevenly. 
“T leave you alone for-” 
“Bakugou don’t even start,” Midoriya bares his teeth. 


Tokoyami stands up from behind them and makes his way over to the now emotionally wrecked 
bundle they all are. They are starting to crowd him and Shoto can tell he’s about to lose it. 


“Midoriya, what happened?” Shoto asks, placing a hand on top of Midoriya’s head. 
He almost retracts it from how hot he is. How wet he is from blood and sweat. 
‘Muscular. Now please just help me up. ” 

The casualness of his tone slaps everyone across the face. 


Shoto is starting to get scared. Not because just of his bleeding body and fucked up face, but 
because he just won’t stop. He clearly hasn’t since his obvious fight. 


Shoji’s eyes nearly bulge out of his face. “Muscular?!” 
Bakugou looks like he’s going to have an aneurism. 


Groaning, he drags a hand through his face and then leans forward. He grabs Midoriya by the face 
and pulls him in close. He stares him right in the eyes. 


“You need to stop,” he says, almost baring his teeth through each word. “Right fucking now.” 
“Let go of me, Bakugou,” Midoriya growls. 
“Bite me then,” Bakugou growls back. 


Midoriya snarls with annoyance like he’s considering in doing such. He scoots his body back and 
violently shakes Bakugou’s hands off of him. He struggles to his feet, nearly collapsing once again 
as soon as all four feet are flat on the ground. He’s losing his mind. Shoto can tell by the glassed 


eyes and uneven panting. Blood loss and stress are getting the better of him. He’s overstimulated to 
a painful degree. 


Shoto stands up, putting his hands up the same way someone would to a spooked horse. 
“Midoriya, take a breath.” 


Midoriya’s face contorts to fit pain and frustration. ‘Please, stop worrying about me and worry 
about yourselves!” 


“Too fucking late, Deku! Shut the fuck up and let us help you!” Bakugou steps close to Midoriya. 
“Midoriya!!” a feminine voice rings from down the path. 
Everyone turns their heads. 


Uraraka and Tsuyu are sliding off Syouma’s back, running towards them with worried and 
panicked expressions. Yuma trots next to them, sharing the same curled look of concern. 


Both Yuma and Syouma let out whimpers as they run over. They are a mess too- bloodied and 
stressed, fur on end. Clearly, they’ ve been through the wringer too. 


And who knows who else is out there looking and feeling the same thing. 
Shoto doesn’t even want to know. He’ll throw up if he thinks about it any longer. 


“Jesus Christ, wolf brain where the hell have you been?” Bakugou snarks, pointing at Yuma as she 
lowers her body. “Isn’t your fucking job here to prevent this bull shit?” 


She signs something aggressive with her long fingers. 


Bakugou didn’t take it kindly, whatever it was. Face twisting with offense, he shakes his head and 
looks back at Midoriya. 


‘They are after me, not you,” Midoriya almost mutters. “‘ So please, just get somewhere safe-” 
Yuma barks at him. She barks at him. 

Oh shit. 

Midoriya goes still. 

Yuma shakes her head and sighs. Her hands move to sign. She signs. And signs. 

And signs. 

She looks like she’s about to start crying. 

And Midoriya goes still. Deathly still. 

Everyone looks at the two of them like they grew two heads. 

Uraraka and Tsuyu especially. 


Looking to the side, Midoriya tisks. He shakes his head and scrunches his face with discomfort and 
anguish. 


Whatever she said... 

It was clearly processed, unlike their words. 

“What did she say...” Shoto mutters. Bakugou simply glances at him from by his side. 
“Dai,” Bakugou mutters back quickly. “A lot of it was about her. And I mean a fucking lot.” 
Shoto holds in the urge to make a face. 

Ouch... 

Shoji veers in. 


“T know bits of sign...” he mutters, looking down. “I don’t know what she was talking about but... 
that wasn’t pretty to listen to.” 


Midoriya shakes his head again and narrows his eyes. He looks quite displeased from her word 
choices. 


‘Fine.’ 
Bakugou lifts his hand up and exhales. “Of course the fucking dipshit got him to listen-” 


Yuma winds her hand back and smacks him across the back of the head, exhaling through her nose 
quickly. She rolls her eyes. 


Her hand then forms into a thumb, jabbing it over her shoulder. 

Yeah. They need to get going. 

Like right now. 

Shoto nods, moving to grab the guy who’s still unconscious on the ground. 

“T don’t really know what’s going on, but I’m assuming nothing good,” Uraraka says out loud. 


“You’re right about that, pink cheeks,” Bakugou snarks. “The piece of shit is the target of the night 
and we gotta fucking move it.” 


Midoriya walks forward with an irritated glance, swatting Bakugou with his tail as he passes. 
Bakugou simply just takes it. 


Shoto turns his head and nods to Uraraka. “There is a lot you guys don’t know...but right now isn’t 
the time for a catch-up, unfortunately.” 


Tokoyami, Shoji, Uraraka, and Tsuyu all look at one another. They share concerned and confused 
glances before taking a moment and nodding. 


Now's not the time for a lot of things. 
“We just want to make sure he’s ok. That’s all that matters,” Shoji says, looking to Midoriya. 
Uraraka nods. “He doesn’t look so hot. I’m really worried about him.” 


“Yeah...” Shoto agrees. He turns his head, watching as Yuma and Syouma help Midoriya walk 


straight. His limping leg isn’t getting any better and neither is the cracked ribs. 


He can see the frustration painted across his face. Shoto knows that this is the last thing he wants. 
He knows. 


But they can’t let him keep doing this to himself. 

He’s slowly killing himself. 

And one day...he just might be successful. 

“T am too.” 

“Have I ever told you that I firmly believe that we are fucking terrible at this?” Dabi snarks, 
leaning against a tree. 

Tomura pinches his nose. 

“You are all useless.” He shakes his head. “Fucking useless.” 

Dabi raises a brow. “Oh yeah? How about you go march out there and grab the kid yourself?” 


“T’m planning on it at this rate,” he bites back, uncrossing his crossed arms. “If we don’t get this 
damn kid within the next hour we will be the next /ucky contestants to hell's arena.” 


“Sounds fun!” Twice butts in. “What the fuck?” 
Tomura rolls his eyes. This fucking team... 
Muscular went rogue and is nowhere to be found. 
Toga doesn’t have her priorities straight. 
Moonfish is incompetent. 

And honestly, so is everyone else here. 


“Tf I can get close, I'll be able to capture him with no problem,” Compress adds, touching the brim 
of his hat. 


“Don’t be cocky,” Dabi comments back, standing straight from the tree. He shoves his hands into 
his pockets. “There are a lot of people here that give a shit about him. Don’t expect anything easy, 
despite your weird-ass quirk.” 


“T’m not helpful in this area,” Twice comments again. “Dabi’s copy was down in seconds.” He 
shakes his head before belting another backward comment. “We did great!” 


Tomura glares to the side, fighting the urge to just off himself at this point. 
He sighs. “Compress...just-” the phone in his pocket starts vibrating, cutting off his words. 
Fuck. 


He groans, moving his hand to grab it. He doesn’t even need to look at the screen to know who’s 
calling. 


“All of you shut it,” he says, pressing the answer button. 
Everyone complies and he places the phone to his ear, glancing at the fire blazing down the path. 
“What ?” he snaps, not caring about his tone anymore right now. 


“You’re lacking, Shigraki ...” a demented hum nearly makes Tomura want to throw his phone 
across the path. “/’m almost worried.” 


Tomura covers his mouth with a hand, looking up. “Don’t be. It’s fine.” 
“Mhm...” 
Christ on a fucking- 


Tomura swallows, looking back at the people near him. “What do you want? You obviously didn’t 
just call to tell me how bad of a job I’m doing.” 


“Smart boy,” he says deeply on the other end. 


There is nothing more in this world that infuriates him more than the words that come from that 
man’s mouth. 


Tomura grinds his teeth. “So spit it out. What do you want?” 

“Oh, I want nothing, my boy. I simply just called to layout a warning.” 
“Warning?” 

Dabi glances at Tomura as he speaks, narrowing his eyes. 


“Warning, yes.” There is faint background noise coming from the phone. “J feel I have forgotten 
to include something important with my plan.” 


You always do. 
He nearly says it out loud but bites his tongue. 
Tomura hums. 


“Have a portal ready with you at a constant,” he hisses in his ear. “You won’t want to have to 
stall. I promise you that.” 


“...why?” Tomura asks, feeling his chest tighten. 

Nothing about that sounds comforting. 

“You remember my whistle, yes?” 

Tomura swallows. 

“How could I forget...” 

Mortifer chuckles on the other end. “Altered DNA has a fun effect when played with.” 


“Spit it out already,” Tomura says with a little more acid on his lips than he would have liked. 


Another chuckle, only softer. Deeper. 


“Tt took me a while to take the aspects of the whistle and turn it to something more...intense. Less 
technical.” A huff. “But I did it.” 


A feeling of dread inches down Tomura’s back. 

“So...all it takes is the press of a button.” 

Oh. 

You know... 

The speakers they littered around the area make a whole lot of sense right about now. 
Tomura lets those words sink in deep inside his stomach. 
“You have the control poles I gave you, correct?” 
Tomura looks to the side again, shifting uncomfortably. 
“Yeah.” 

“Good.” There is a pause. 

“I’m glad we could be of service to each other.” 
Tomura opens his mouth but the line gets cut. Silent. 

All but buzzing static. 

“What did he want?” Dabi spits, crossing his arms again. 


Tomura looks down at the ground as he shoves his phone back into his pocket. He stands there, 
quiet for a moment. That’s when he exhales a shakes breath. He looks to everyone he stands with, 
face almost completely numb. 


“We are so fucked.” 


Katsuki is trying his best right now. 


Which, may not seem like it from his comments and snarky attitude, but he’s trying his damn 
fucking best, alright? 


Walking back to camp with a very much mentally unstable idiot, injured extras, and the constant 
need to turn around is craze-inducing. He feels like he’s losing it. 


Deku isn’t doing good. Not at all. 


Which, is fair, he will give him that. The training camp has been attacked for the sheer purpose to 
capture him and he just had his shit rocked. 


Katsuki is never the type to sugarcoat, especially in a circumstance like this. 


He hasn’t seen the nerd so fucked up since Hosu. More so, he hasn’t seen him so borderline 
suicidal since USJ. 


He’s manic right now- clearly only fueled by the thought that everything and anything is his fault. 
It doesn’t help that he clearly has a head injury and is running off fumes. Katsuki will be 
completely honest for a second. 


He is fully impressed the piece of shit is still conscious. 
Fully. 


He should be passed out right now from his injuries and lack of blood, but somehow his body is 
keeping him awake. 


Katsuki turns around again. He glances at bird brain and tentacles. 


It honestly would be easier if he was out cold. Right now they are all worried the fucker is going to 
go rogue at any given moment. 


Run off so they don’t get caught up in this shit. 
But, honestly... 
Too fucking late. 


Deku is limping in front of them with Yuma and Syouma holding onto him tightly. Supporting his 
crumbling body. The idiot can’t shift back because of the trashcan of injuries on his damn body so 
the strain on his fucking bones right now definitely isn’t helping. 


He’d chew the idiot out if they weren’t on a time crunch. 


Something in the air shifts and Katsuki physically shivers. Skin now bumpy and rough with 
goosebumps. 


It almost sounds like there is...ringing in the wind. 

Yuma’s ears twitch with discomfort. She scratches at them shaking her head. 
Deku stops upfront. He literally stops. 

The suddenness of it punches Katsuki right in the stomach. 

Nothing good comes from a physical response like that. Ever. 

Shit. 

Yuma groans with concern, leaning her head forward. Her ears fold to the side. 
“You alright?” Half and half pipes in, stepping forward. 

Most of the others here copy his actions, stepping forward with concern. 
Legs shaking, Deku dips his head down and groans loudly. But it sounds off. 
He groans again. Louder. 

Really off. 


Something... 


Katsuki keeps his body grounded, goosebumps only raising more as the seconds go by. He reaches 
forward and grabs half and half by the should, keeping him back. He squeezes tight. 


Deku shakes his head. Ears flopping and spines rattling, he shakes his head and lifts his good leg to 
scratch at his ears as if something is biting at him. Sucking his blood. 


He coughs. 
Something isn’t right. 


He’s not talking. Nothing is coming from his lips other than the animalistic groans and whines. 
Choking. 


Red flag. 
Red fucking flag. 
That’s when quite possibly, the worst kind of circumstance bites them straight in the ass. 


Deku cracks his neck to the side, suddenly spewing both blood and acid to the ground like 
something out of a horror movie. It spills like lava- hot and thick. 


His eyes roll into his skull and he goes limp- collapsing. 

Everyone collectively gasps. 

“Midoriya!” 

Oh, fucking shit. 

Katsuki breaks his stone-cold stance, running forward and dragging half and half with him. 


Yuma nearly screams, bending down with terror in her eyes as her clawed hands hover and try to 
figure out how to help. 


“What just happened-” tentacles says, bending down. “Did his injures catch up to him?” 


“He vomited blood, Shoji,” pink cheeks adds, voice filled with a shaky panic. “That’s not a normal 
bodily reaction. He should have just passed out.” 


Another chill slides itself down Katsuki’s spine. Like a cold finger in a warm room, tightening his 
muscles and freezing his skin. 


Katsuki slowly cracks his head to the side, swallowing. 
Syouma’s body is trembling. 

It’s trembling just like Deku’s before he dropped. 

His head shakes like Deku’s. 

It shakes and shakes. 

His tail swings. 


Just like Deku’s. 


Flashes of the sports festival click and slide through his brain involuntarily. 
The screaming. The blood. 
The pain. 


The color drains from Katsuki’s face and it seems Yuma has also connected the dots. Turning to 
look at him, her face drops. 


Face twitching and contorting, breathing intensifying, his eyes widen with realization and he turns 
his head to look at Katsuki and half and half. 


The look he gives Katsuki is something that only belongs inside a nightmare. 
“Run.” 

The first word to ever leave his mouth with absolute clarity. 

He drops. 


And Katsuki just might join him. 


-Moments earlier- 

Nishi wakes up to a low clicking sound scratching at her ears. 

Deep footsteps. The deep footsteps no one here likes to hear. 

Groaning, she cracks her crusted eyes open, feeling a sting of dry air hit her hard. 
“T would stay awake for this, my dear.” 


Nishi blinks, trying to focus her blurred vision. Her head feels like she’s a thousand feet 
underwater. 


Sitting up, she clutches her stomach as an ache and throb punch her hard. 


The screens of the control room illuminate the darkened, rusting room. The fake light hurts her 
eyes. 


“T feel this is a decent enough punishment for your recent behavior.” 
Fingers dance across a keyboard. Typing with ease and little mistakes. 
A thumb hits the enter key with more aggression. 


She blinks again, rubbing her eyes and face to free the sticky and dry pieces of crust and dirt from 
the crevices. Grogginess is the worst feeling. Especially now. 


The screens shift to show off a different view. 
Each camera angle displayed across each monitor is different. 
Unique and...odd. 


One, specifically, is in the middle of the forest. 


Mortifer steps back, away from the screens to admire them. Admire them like freshly painted 
canvases on a museum wall. 


She can sense that he’s smiling beneath the metal mask placed on his face. 


“T’ve been keeping you in the dark for a reason, Nishi. I hope you can...understand,” he turns to 
look at her, red eyes flashing. 


“In the dark my ass,” She spits, adjusting in her cell. The chains on her ankle rattle and shift. “I 
already know what your plan is for tonight. So does half this damn facility.” 


Mortifer tilts his head. 
“Are you quite sure about that?” 
Nishi narrows her eyes. 


Motfier lets out a hum, turning back to face the screens. He takes two long strides back to the 
consol before bending over and pressing one of the larger buttons. 


The camera angles shift. 
Her face drops. 
DOr diss 


Her eyes dart around. Panicked. She counts each square on the monitors- each in different, specific 
locations. 


She counts. 

And counts. 

ore 

37 locations. 

The exact number of people they injected during phase three. 
She nearly chokes on the breath she sucks in. 
“You're bluffing.” 

“Do I ever bluff, my dear?” he says, almost cooing. 
“Phase three isn’t even complete-” 

“Tt’s been complete for days.” 

No. 

She swallows, looking over the screens again. 

And again. 


She almost laughs. 


No. 


“How?” she asks firmly, taking her eyes off the screen. “How could you have possibly finished 
developing the last piece without me?” 


He has to be bluffing. 
Because if he’s not- 


Mortifer lightly chuckles, typing on the keyboard again. He reaches to the side and under the 
panel, opening one of the old rusty drawers. It squeaks loudly- uncomfortable to her ears. 


“T’m not stupid, Nishi,” he says, reaching inside the drawer. He digs around. “There are people 
whom I trust more than you currently. I got the job done just fine. You aren’t the only one here 
with medical and tech experience.” 


Her chest starts to ache. It starts to ache and ache the more she realizes that her confidence and lack 
of worry have been shoved into the fireplace. Burnt into a crisp. 


His hand pulls out a faded plastic CD case. He raises it, dusting off the visible dust and grime 
present on its top. 


“T won’t waste a day like this on just capturing Cerberus. No no no,” he digs his nail in between the 
case, popping it open. 


“Chaos can’t happen with just one single event.” He lifts his finger, waving it before lowering it 
back down to pry the CD from its case. 


“With the number one incapacitated, I need everything to happen tonight. Everything, or nothing.” 
He admires the CD in the fluorescent light. “If all goes well, I will have all I need and want. All in 
one day.” 


He looks back down, pressing a couple of buttons. A disk reader pops out loudly. Humming 
quietly in the already offputting atmosphere. 


“TIsn’t that just exciting?” He turns to look at her again, hovering the CD close to the reader. 


Nishi backs up in her cell, chains dragging against the cement. “You won’t win.” She bares her 
teeth. “You may be successful today but in the end, you won’t win.” 


Mortifer shrugs, eyes glinting without care. “You can believe that if you so wish, my dear.” He 
slides the CD into the reader with a click. “But I assure you, I have spent almost twenty years 
perfecting my plan.” 


Nishi’s eyes watch the screens. She watches as people walk into view. Alleyways. Streets... 
Forests... 

“T won’t be taken down with ease.” 

A small pop-up appears on the middle screen. All that shows is a play button- light grey and small. 


Mortifer hums a small chuckle. “Enjoy the show, my dear,” he says, pressing the play button on 
the screen. 


Digging a hand into his freshly ironed suit pocket, he pulls out a very small metal device. 


Similar to the whistle. Similar, yet so much more intimidating. 


The overhead speakers start to buzz and static. Broken and exhausted, a faint unsettling sound of 
instruments begins to play. 


He flicks the metal flap up before pressing the button with no hesitation whatsoever. Not even a 
second thought. 


Fuck. 


“Tt’ll be quite the treat .” 


Play: We’ll Meet Again- Vera Lynn 
“We’ll meet again...” 
Something crashes, snapping Yue’s head to the side. 


A snarl. Another crash- like pots and pans just fell from the top shelf. Clattering and banging 
louder and lower. 


Growling. 

“Don’t know where...” 

Putting her pencil down, Yue pushes herself out of her chair. 
The grunting and grumbling intensify- hungry and impatient. 
Another clatter and crash. 

Glass breaks, making her flinch. 

“Don’t know when...” 


She reaches her door and grabs the handle, slowly cracking it open. She peeks her head down the 
hall, swallowing against the doorframe. 


She can’t yell for Hiroto. Nor can she yell for Himari- question if either of them is alright. 
Himari has been hiding in the common room all day... 

Hiroto is in his room... 

She slowly walks out of her room, making sure to keep her steps silent and soft. Unknowing. 


A pan flies out of the common room doorway, slamming into the wall. The drywall cracks and 
crumbles from the force. 


Yue stops dead in her tracks, placing a hand on the wall. 
Her neck flaps start to quiver and her tongue tries to push itself from her lips. 
“But I know we'll meet again some sunny day...” 


Slow and shaky, a large, dark red claw slips from the opening. Piercingly sharp claws grip onto the 


doorframe, squeezing it till it cracks and splinters. 
A hiss echos from inside the room, putting a sick feeling inside Yue’s head. 
“Keep smiling through...” 


Another claw appears, clacking against the cement on the ground. The sheer size of the claws is 
unsettling. 


Because if they are that big... 

There is no telling what lies on the other side of the door. For certain, it’s too big for the said door. 
“Just like you...” 

A large forked tongue slithers and flicks- wet and sticky. 

An even bigger snout follows after. Scales deep and orangish-red, yet shiny and bright. 

Burning ember eyes bore into her skull. Pupils are slit thin. 

Yue steps back. She steps back and almost trips. 


Thick, ivory horns nick the top of the doorway as its head cracks to the side. It licks its dry, scaly 
lips with its tongue, baring it’s abnormally large fangs. 


Its face and lip twitch as a deep rumbling growl gurgles in its throat. 
Yue’s breathing starts to pick up as her heart pounds against her chest. 
Something is wrong. 

Something is very very wrong. 

And she doesn’t need the dragon in front of her to tell her that. 

A loud, long, painful screech itches at her ears from behind. 

Her face goes numb. 

A familiar hissing, reptilian snarl joins with the scratching. 

“Always do...” 


Slowly turning her head, scared to see what stands behind her, she starts to tremble. Head to toes, 
her body is fighting to stay still. 


Scarred lips and crackling bones. 


Angry panting and tongue-flicking. The scales she once knew as green and grey are now darker 
than she remembers. 


Tougher. 


Hiroto’s disturbing physique stands hunched over in the hall, tail swishing with spines scraping 
against the ground. 


He tilts his head to the side, slowly. Drool falls from his teeth and lips continuously. Hungerly. 
She’s completely and utterly stuck. 

‘Till the blue skies drive the dark clouds... 

And the eyes that stare right at her... 

Are not his. 


“Far away...” 


“So will you please say hello...” 
“Detective!” A voice calls from the doorway. 
Naomasa looks up from his computer screen, alarmed by the brashness of the voice.. 


One of his subordinates stands at the doorway, face colored green from nausea and out of breath. 
His eyes are wide and panicked. 


“We have a problem...” 
“To the folks that I know...” 


Naomasa doesn’t hesitate. Sliding out of his chair, he speeds walks out of the door behind the 
officer- coat tails flying behind his fast-moving strides. 


“Tell them I won’t be long...” 


He doesn’t even make it fully into the hallway before a car tire crashes through the window, 
exploding glass all over the interior of the office. 


Naomasa ducks, covering his face as the tire slams into the wall. 
He gasps, looking up. 


Screams of terror from what sounds like hundreds of people blasts through the streets. 
Discombobulated running and scattering. 


“What the hell is-” he attempts to vocalize but is cut short when a shrillish howl bursts through the 
air. He winces, covering his ears. 


“They'll be happy to know...” 


A creature with the physical aspects of a bird and carnivorous lizard scrambles down the sidewalk- 
deep red blood pooling from its eye sockets and mouth. 


It screams, slamming into the already broken window to their building. 
“That you saw me go...” 


His co-workers leap back and yell, hopping over chairs and desks to avoid the scrambling creature 
of sharp claws and spines. Flapping wings and a snapping beak. 


Naomasa can hear the click of a gun’s safety being taken off. 


Whipping his head to the side, a new hire points his pistol at the shrieking bird- eyes wide and 
crazed. 


Naomasa’s eyes go just as wide and he moves his hand out in front of him. 
“DON’T-” 

The trigger is pulled. 

“IT was singing this song...” 


Naomasa goes still as the creature on the floor in front of him twitches- brain matter exposed and 
leaking onto the ground. 


He can feel a wet, splatter of blood on his neck and cheek. Dripping. 
Standing still, all he can seem to do is listen to the growing screaming outside. 


Louder and louder. 


“We’ll meet again...” 

Katsuki grabs half and half by the arm and yanks him back. 
Fuck. 

Fuck fuck FUCK. 


Deku’s body cracks and creaks as he stumbles toward them like a feral, hungry zombie. His lips are 
tucked back in a blood-thirsty snarl, showing all of his red and green stained gums and teeth. 


Nothing in his eyes can be registered as Deku. 

No. 

“Don’t know where...” 

Not even an ounce inside is the same nerd he knew in pre-school. 
He’s here... 


Tucking his ears back, Deku only continues to stalk towards them. His hair is raised and hard, 
blending in with his quills and spines. 


Gasping for breaths, his mouth unhinges and pools acid onto the ground with a wet, sizzling splat. 
Syouma starts to rise to his feet from behind Deku. 

“Don’t know when...” 

Everyone is backing away from the now two angry beasts that tower over them. 

Syouma’s yellow eyes are brighter. The pupils slit to a thin, irritating black. 


Deku’s nails start to dig into the ground. Scrape and grind. 


And that only means one thing to Katsuki. One thing only. 

Turning his head to the side, Katsuki looks at each and every person next to him. 
“But I know we'll meet again some sunny day...” 

Katsuki turns around right as Deku presses his claws into the dirt. 


“FUCKING RUN!” 


Shouta runs through the forest as fast as his legs can carry. 
“We’ll meet again...” 


As soon as he dropped the kid off with Vlad and as soon as Mandalay stumbled into the building 
with an injured Pixie, he couldn’t stand to stay. Which, in all honesty, sounds horrible and fucked 
up, but there are still more students to be found in this mess. There are still villains out there. 


There is still a very much injured Midoriya out there. 

“Don’t know where...” 

“Sensei!!!” 

Shouta doesn’t even get a chance to turn his head. 

Something large and heavy slams into his back, knocking the air straight out of his lungs. 


Scrambling on his stomach, he flips to his back- feeling a sharp pain go through his chest and 
hips. 


Two paws slam down on his shoulders. A pop and a crack ring through his ears and he screams. 
Looking up, a pointed snout is inches away from his face- curled up in a nasty snarl. 

A snarl only one person is capable of making. 

“Don’t know when...” 

The mouth in front of him opens as an ear-splitting shriek is pushed into his face and in the air. 
Droplets of acid spray onto his face, stinging and burning his skin and eyes. 

Shouta’s breathing quickens as Midoriya licks his chops, staring down at him like he’s dinner. 
His eyes are clouded. 

And Shouta can’t help but feel nauseous. 

“FUCKING HELL!” 

The weight is suddenly released from his chest and shoulders. 

There is a grunt and a loud thump. An ugly skid. 


And just as fast, a hand grabs his shirt and yanks him off the ground. 


A spark of pain ignites in his shoulder and he yells, and he nearly tumbles to the ground with 
whoever pulled him up. 


“But I know we'll meet again...” 
“Sensei!” Todoroki grabs his shoulders and pushes his face up close. 
“We gotta go! Now!” 


“What the fuck-” he tries to respond, but Todoroki shoves him to the side to avoid a round of 
sharpened quills. 


Shouta loses balance and crashes to the ground. He gasps, looking up and to the side where a 
struggle is happening too close for comfort. 


For the first time in a very long time, he is the clueless one here. 


Bakugou is shoving and pushing Midoriya to the ground, avoiding the snapping jaws and 
weaponized claws with a sweating brow. 


“Some sunny day...” 


Shouta’s brain clicks into place and he scrambles to his feet, running towards the struggle on the 
ground. 


Grabbing his scarf, he sends it flying towards Bakugou and wraps it around his waist, pulling him 
up and out of the tackle he’s in. His shoulders cry. 


Midoriya lifts his body and snaps his jaw at Bakugou, just barely missing his feet. 

The blonde untangles himself from the cloth, blasting himself the rest of the way. 

“Sensei!!” Another yell, only from a deeper voice. 

Turning to the voice, he’s met with yet another predicament. 

He drops to his knees, back bending as a Syouma pounces straight over him- jaw opened wide. 


As soon as his scaly tail passes over his face, he attempts to sit back up but quickly reconsidered 
when Yuma is right behind him, chasing him with panic-filled eyes. 


Never in his life, has Shouta experienced such mayhem all at once. 
“Keep smiling through...” 


Yuma grabs Syouma’s tail, jerking her arm back and throwing him to the ground with a harsh 
bang. 


She climbs on top of him and holds him down in a pin, placing one clawed hand on his horns and 
the other on his shoulders. 


She whines and groans as Syouma struggles under her, snapping his jaw like a feral animal. 
His tail thrashes and beats against the ground, stirring up rocks and dirt. 


“Someone tell me what the fuck is happening right now!” Shouta screams, struggling back to his 


feet. 
Shoji runs towards him and grabs his wrist, pulling him into a sprint. 
“T don’t know! But he and that lion just snapped all of a sudden!” 


Midoriya clambers in a mess of limbs back to his feet, claws scraping and clawing. He drags his 
chin on the ground as he gains momentum, letting his tongue hang loose. 


Tokoyami, Uraraka, and Tsuyu catch up to them, all panting in a combination of exhaustion and 
panic. Todoroki and Bakugou are up ahead, leading the sprint. 


They run past Yuma and Syouma- watching as Yuma struggles to keep a pissed-off lion from 
bucking her off to chase them down. He opens his mouth and hisses. 


Midoriya runs straight past Yuma and Syouma, continuing to full-on gallop towards them. 
Bakugou cranks his neck back to look at them as he runs. 

“Remember the damn whistle from the sports festival?!” 

Shouta doesn’t even need a second to process his comment. 

“Oh fuck |” he yells, turning to look back. 

“Just like you always do...” 

No... 

No, no FUCKING NO. 

He’s going to be sick. 

It all makes sense, but that doesn’t mean he wishes it all was a lie. A fad. 
“Puck, what are-” he tries to say, but is once again, cut short. 


Something slams into Bakugou’s side, sending him flying into a nearby tree. 


“Bakugou!” Todoroku yells, screeching to a stop. Everyone follows with this action, almost falling 
from the abruptness. 


Bakugou’s back slams against the tree trunk as a masked man bounces off his stomach and 
gracefully lands on the ground in front of them. 


His hands stack onto a cane and he leans forward smugly. The top hat and bright coat are 
disorienting. Bright. 


Almost horrifying in a situation like this. 


“Thank you for bringing him this far, I’m sure we can handle it from here.” He slightly bows, 
grasping the tip of his hat. 


Shouta’s blood drains from his face. 


““Til the blue skies...” 


An electric buzz shocks and hums behind them. 
A loud yelp only follows after. A skid and thump. 


Shouta and his students turn their heads, nearly screaming in horror as they all watch Midoriya let 
out a pained wail while being shocked aggressively with dog-catching loops. 


Yuma howls from behind. 
Midoriya’s mouth opens wide, ripping all the way up to his eyes as he screams. 


Looped around his neck and feet, the loops tighten and glow a bright blue as electricity courses 
through his body. 


Two people hold the sticks tight, brows furrowed forward with deep focus as they pull tighter and 
tighter. One in a black and white skinsuit and the other the same scarred pyromaniac from earlier. 


“Drive the dark clouds far away...” 

Shouta bares his teeth, almost snarling. 

“Let him go!” he screams, grabbing for his scarf. 

“I’m afraid we can’t do that, Eraserhead,” a familiar voice itches his brain from the side. 


The masked villain that stands in front of them reaches behind his back and pulls out two light blue 
marbles, placing them between his index finger and middle. 


He hums, tilting his head as a familiar figure walks over. 

Fuck. 

Fuckfuckfuck fuck- 

Shouta takes a step back, recognizing the villain that has joined the masked one. 

Tomura Shigaraki. 

Shouta’s lips sneer. 

Shigaraki returns his look of irritation with one of boredom. Irritation in a different kind of sense. 
He lifts a hand and snaps his fingers, pointing past Shouta and his students. 


The masked villain then throws the marbles with fast acceleration. Shouta flashes his quirk on, but 
it’s too late. They fly past him, heading straight for Yuma and Syouma. 


Yuma’s bright red eyes widen and she makes the tough decision to let go of Syouma, leaping into 
the air to avoid the odd object thrown her way. 


But, Syouma doesn’t exactly get the grand escape he so craved while being pinned. 
One of the marbles clacks against his horn, instantly sucking him into it. 
“So will you please say hello...” 


Yuma drops to the ground and goes still, watching closely as the marble rolls through the dirt. 


Horrified. 

Shouta turns back to the villains, visibly sweating. 

“Don’t do this...” he says through grit teeth. “Don’t...” 

“Help him?” Shigaraki finishes for him, tilting his head. 

Midoriya continues to struggle behind Shouta. 

The villain looks to the side. “Please, even a person like me can’t stand him.” 

Shouta watches as Todoroki clenches his fists and the girls cower, taking a step back. 


“But...” Shigaraki sighs. “I’m very limited with my options And he simply isn’t someone I want to 
piss off.” 


“To the folks that I know...” 

A faint, misting sound appears from behind. 

Everyone turns. 

A portal of black and purple. A portal straight to the darkness of hell. 
A sight that Shouta hoped to never see tonight. Or ever again. 


“We'll all be dead if we don’t appease the devil,” Shigaraki continues, shoving his hands in his 
pockets. “And I don’t think anyone wants that.” 


Unlike the last time Shouta saw this man, he has no hands covering his body. 

Instead, a tired frown is a first and only thing prominent thing on his face. 

The two people holding Midoriya tightly begin to pull back, dragging him. 

Yuma notices, immediately booking it forward toward the portal. 

She barks, brows folded up in fear as she tries to make it to the kid. 

But she’s stopped when yet another loop of blue shoots out and wraps itself around her neck. 
Pulling tight, it shocks her and sends her skidding to the ground. 

“Tell them I won’t be long...” 


She thrashes in the grip like a worm on a hook, continuously getting shocked the more she moves. 
Until eventually she falls still. 


The owner of the pole skips over- young and female. Blonde space buns bob as she stops and tilts 
her head mockingly. 


She snickers, leaning down to look at Yuma and her exhausted and pained panting. 
“Not so scary now, huh?” 


Yuma bares her teeth and growls, attempting to get back up again. 


Another large shock is sent into her neck. She goes limp. 
The two villains behind only continue to drag Midoriya’s struggling body. 


Shouta narrows his eyes, biting the inside of his cheek. He holds onto his scarf tightly. His quirk 
aches to appear. But he's stuck. 


“No moves, Eraserhead,” Shigaraki says. “No moves from any of you.” 
Todoroki’s fists start to crackle from both flame and ice. 

None of them can move. Not without hurting someone. 

“They'll be happy to know...” 


“We could easily shock the werewolf to death if we really wanted to,” he says glancing back at the 
blonde girl. 


The girl grins, showing off a pair of sharp fangs. Her fingers hover over the button of the pole as 
she holds it tight. 


Yuma is unconscious, neck showing signs of burn wounds. Clearly, the waves of electricity hit a 
nerve. She’s not even moving an inch. 


Shigaraki lifts his chin. Shouta scrunches his nose and brows, fighting the urge to scream. 
“You’ve lost today, hero-” 
“FAT FUCKING CHANCE!” an explosion rips through the air. 


Bakugou appears from the trees and blasts towards the two villains in front of them from the side 
with so much force and speed, neither of the villains has a chance to react. 


Shoving his palms near their heads, he releases an ungodly blast of orange and red straight into 
their faces. 


“That as you saw me go...” 


Shouta takes the opening and thanks it, snapping his body into a 180. He throws his cloth and 
snatches the villain covered in scars. 


Pulling with all the force his injured shoulders can muster, he activates his quirk and throws the 
villain away from Midoriya with such brash aggression the villain’s grip on the pole slips. The 
pole holding Midoriya’s neck. 


Midoriya immediately shoots to his feet, pulling his back legs tied together. The villain holding 
him stumbles with the motion. Just as fast, Midoriya kicks his legs out like a spooked horse, 
nailing the villain in the stomach. He is sent soaring. 


“SHIT!” the villain yells as he soars through the air. 


The girl holding Yuma stands in shock, watching the villain practically lands in a tree above her. 
She snaps out of the trance she was in as he crashes into a branch. Motioning to press the red 
button taunting her fingers on the pole, she moves quickly. 


Only, Bakugou moves quicker. 


Blasting straight towards her, he spins his body and delivers a harsh kick straight to the back of her 
skull. 


A crack echoes in the air. 

The girl is out cold in an instant, dropping to the ground. The pole clatters to the ground. 
“T was singin’ this song...” 

Bakugou drops to the ground, palms sizzling. 

“All of you move your damn asses!” He leans down and rips the rope off of Yuma’s neck. 


Shouta grabs two students’ arms, not even looking at who they are. He pulls them close- readying 
to make a move. 


He can hear Bakugou’s explosions catch back up to them. 

But a certain sound stops any of them from getting far from any new decision. 
Midoriya yelps, slamming back into the ground. 

Once again, Shouta’s face goes numb. Forehead to chin. Numb. 

Shadowed tentacles. 

Slimy, tar-like rope. 


The same deep dark black that wrapped around Dai in Hosu now tightly wraps around Midoriya’s 
neck and torso. 


It pulls. 
“NO! !"? 
“We’ll meet again...” 


Shigaraki coughs, wiping his face to clear off the soot. His hand clutches his shoulder- harnessing a 
swelling burn. He narrows his eyes as yet another portal appears. Only, it’s right next to him and 
the masked villain. 


No. 
Another smaller one flickers under the unconscious girl, sucking her in before disappearing. 


“People like him get what they want, Eraserhead,” Shigaraki hisses, taking a limping step to the 
side. “Always.” 


Sidestepping, he enters the portal. 
“Don’t know where...” 


The villain in the mask and coat spins his cane, resting it over his shoulder. He snaps his fingers 
before leaning into the portal. 


The blue marble holding Syouma flashes and expands, releasing his crumbled body onto the dirt. 


Shouta moves to turn on his quirk and bolt towards the remaining villains, but he doesn’t even get 
the chance. 


Another portal appears, only this time it’s on the ground. Swelling. 


The scarred villain smirks- wide and disgusting- before stepping forward and falling through the 
hole of black. 


Midoriya thrashes in the black’s grasp. He yells and snarls. 

The villain in all black appears from behind the trees, jumping up and down into a swan dive. 
“Ouch!” He yells, diving straight into the portal. 

It snaps closed like a fly trap, leaving just one portal left. 

“Don’t know when...” 

Just one. 

Everyone’s body enters fight or flight, running straight for Midoriya. 

They are so close. 

So close. 

But it simply isn’t that easy. Is it? 

The black tar holding Midoriya only dragged him slowly for show. A tease. 

A trick. 

The second everyone starts to run towards Midoriya, the tar pulls with full force. Faster and faster. 


Midoriya’s eyes widen as his claws scrape against the dirt in desperation. He squirms and writhes 
on the ground. 


No. 


Shouta sprints as fast as he can. His students copy his actions, all running towards Midoriya 
consumed with madness. 


No. 

He reaches his hand out, and so does everyone else. 
He’s so close. 

“DEKU!!!” 


Baugou screams, blasting himself in front of Shouta and the rest of the class. Rounding back to 
where he came from. 


Midoriya’s claws shake and grip onto the ground with determination, practically foaming at the 
mouth to keep his body from being sucked into the portal of black. 


Another stream of black comes through, grabbing Midoriya’s snout. It pulls hard, snapping his 


head back. He loses his grip. 
“MIDORIYA!!” Todoroki screams as Midoriya is sucked in. 
He holds his hand out, ready to release a blast of ice. 


But the tar holding Midoriya multiplies. It multiplies and flies forward and out, nearly taking his 
head off. He dives to the ground, just barely avoiding a graze. 


Shouta skids and ducks, avoiding the strand that came for him. 


“NOT FUCKING TODAY, YOU DAMN IDIOT!!” Bakugou howls, letting the strand of tar 
headed for him wrap around his wrist. 


Bakugou throws his hand back and sets off a burst of explosions. 

He propels forward, faster and faster. 

He reaches his hand out. 

“But I know we'll meet again...” 

Bakugou grabs one of Midoriya’s spines on his back. 

Ge grabs the spine right as Midoriya’s whole body is enveloped in complete darkness. 
Shouta’s eyes widen and every fiber of his body stops working. 

Everything stops working. 

The only thing Shouta sees before the portal disappears, is wide, terrified eyes. 
Fear. 

The portal shuts. 

“BAKUGOU!!” 


And everything goes completely silent. 


” Some sunny day...” 
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Like a gun was fired, sounding at the start of the race, Yue runs. 


Whatever is happening right now, whatever has become of her friends, she can’t even begin to 
think of it. This moment right now is not for thinking. 


She didn’t have very many options direction-wise. Either direction leads to a conflict no one would 
enjoy, so she had to pick. Eenie Meenie Miney- 


Hiroto. 
Yue runs head-on, biting her lip with her one good fang. 


Hiroto huffs and puffs through his nostrils. He shrieks, letting his wet tongue flap around- slimy 
and long. He pounds his palms and tail on the ground before running towards her in the hall- 
engaging in the challenge. He snaps his jaw like a hungry dog, madly scraping his claws on the 
concrete. 


She drops to the ground and slips between his legs as he swipes his clawed hand- snarling and 
snapping his jaw at her. 


He nearly nicks her as she slides all the way through and grabs his tail. Hiroto snarls, preparing to 
lift his tail and slam her against the wall. 


The fortunate thing about being a group’s doctor is understanding the anatomy of each individual's 
body. How each of them functions. Reacts. 


Hiroto, for example, has pressure points in his tail. 
And he absolutely hates it when she presses them during spars. 


Right as Hiroto lifts his tail, Yue jabs her thumb into a section that is gapped between his 
vertebrae. His skin tenses and a physical shiver shoots up his spine. A shocked hiss slips from his 
teeth and he turns his head around, ready to swipe his claw at her and- 


He drops. 

She cringes as the sound of his tail cracking echoes through the hallway. 
Sorry. 

Whipping her head up to look down the hall, her eyes meet a bright ember. 
Pawing her claw on the ground. Snorting nostrils. 

A nasty growl that could win over Hiroto’s any day. 

Haha. 

Fuck . 


Yue fights the urge to sigh. She lowers her body and sidesteps, running away from Hiroto’s 
crumpled body and towards Himari. Running away isn’t exactly the best option for any situation, 
nor does it ever lead to anything good. 


To be fair, this situation ought to be quite fickle in her favor regardless of the decision she makes. It 
usually is. 


Himari’s tongue slithers from her lips, teasing her mouth to open wide- exposing rows of teeth that 
are so absurdly large for her mouth, Yue nearly questions the mechanics behind it. The anatomy. 


Himari screams, spitting droplets of drool onto the walls and floor. She shoves herself forward, 
cracking the walls surrounding the door. 


Yue’s eyes widen. 

The walls crack and crack as she shoves her body through the doorway. 

Fuck fuck fuck- 

Yue speeds up as Himari now with feral desperation wiggles and shoves harder. 


Repeating the same action as with Hiroto, Yue drops to the ground and slides under Himari’s chest 
and claws. 


Unfortunately, she finds out quickly that her luck has run nearly dry. 


Himari snarls, lifting her claw and swiping. It catches Yue’s shoulder blade, slicing a deep gash in 
her scales as she slips to the other side of Himari. 


Yue yelps, neck flaps rising from the pain and distress as she scrambles to her feet. 


As soon as her feet grab equal traction, the wall behind her gives and gives and gives and- 


Concrete exploding and crumbling, Himari’s body crashes through in a mess of awkwardly long 
limbs. 


Another uncomfortably loud shriek rumbles in her throat as she scrapes her claws and tail against 
the now concrete littered ground. 


Yue only continues to speed up her step, now running with as much power in her legs as she can 
muster, only hearing the sounds of loud clawing and growling following behind. 


She can hear the scraping of Himari’s spines on the ceiling, the flopping of her tail, and the 
banging and scraping of her limbs and wings against the walls and floor. 


Messy and desperate, Himari runs at her like a deranged creature from the depths of hell- eyes 
crazed with hunger and anger. The red and black scales shine like a blazing inferno and her eyes 
ignite as fire would in hell . 


Yue fights the urge to turn her head to look as she runs, turning the corner and nearly slamming 
into the wall from the acceleration. She places a hand on her wound, wincing through clenched 
teeth as a searing pain throbs through her skin. Wet and sticky. Hot. 


It's both a curse and a blessing that this place is practically an underground maze. 


For one, she knows this place like the back of her hand so losing Himari wouldn’t be much of an 
issue. 


She can hear Himari slam into the wall and scamper wildly around the corner. Yue makes the 
mistake of turning to look at the distance between her and the pissed dragon following behind. 


Secondly... 
A snarl snaps her attention back forward. 
Hiroto also knows this place like the back of his hand. 


Yue nearly loses her head, gasping loudly. She drops to her knees and into a slide as a large claw 
swipes at her, almost nicking her cheek. 


Fucking- 

Yue scrambles, avoiding every limb from Hiroto as she turns another corner. 
Of course, he came around the other side. 

Of course. 


She curses at herself as she hears a combative snarl from both reptiles behind her. A clash of 
snapping jaws and swiping claws. 


But it doesn’t last long. 


Yue’s heart pounds in her chest and in her ears as the sound of two running beasts comes from 
behind. A competitive race of growling and clawing. Spitting and hissing. 


She can hear the crack of cement as bodies slam and crash. There is very limited room. Very. 


Soon enough, this place may very well give in to the battle, and she can’t be here when it does. 


At this given point, Yue’s vision has almost blurred. Adrenaline and pain coursing through her 
veins and heart, she sprints through the halls- circling back around to where she started. 


Suddenly stopping, Yue pants. She pants loudly with an open mouth as she frantically looks for an 
answer to this. A temporary solution, even. 


Himari roars from around the corner. Yue flinches, snapping her eyes onto her room and then to 
Yuma’s down the hall. Back and forth back and forth. 


Something clicks. 

No no, not that. It’s still hypothetical. 

It hasn’t been tested- 

Hiroto shrieks, closer than Himari. 

Fuck it she doesn’t have any other option right now. Fuck! 


Yue bolts into her room, almost crashing into her desk. Her bleeding shoulder screams as her body 
folds and moves- further intensifying the bleeding and irritation. Eyes scanning her scattered 
folders, she huffs and grabs the lighter yellow- newer- folder and immediately spins to the fridge. 


She nearly trips and falls, grabbing onto the side of the mini-fridge for dear life. Her brain is on 
autopilot, panic is the only source of energy at this given point. Her hands are violently shaking as 
she yanks the fridge door open and reaches in and grabs the box of vials. Glas clatters and falls as 
her hand flails. She almost drops it as she shoves it into her coat pocket, turning and looking 
around the room with wide finicky eyes. She’s still panting like she ran a marathon. 


A large, crumbling bang makes her flinch. It snaps her back into place, pushing a wave of 
adrenaline into her body. She sprints out the door. 


A claw swipes for her and she screams, holding the folder close to her bleeding shoulder and chest. 
Eyes locked on Yuma’s steel door, she tries her best to pick up the pace. 


Her heart nearly drops to her pumping feet the second she hears a grumbling inhale. A deep, dry 
hiss- air being inhaled in large quantities. The sound can only be distinguished as a dragon ready to 
aim and fire. 


Oh god. 
Himari shrieks and a bombardment of hellfire joins the chase. 


Yue grabs Yuma’s door, swinging it open and diving in. She can feel the fire scorch her coat tail 
and the back of her pants as she slides into the room. Hot. She drops the folder and grabs the door, 
shoving it with every ounce of power she has left in her body. It shuts and latches. 


A weight crashes into the door, nearly knocking her back. There’s a clawing and screaming. 
Banging and banging. 


Standing- and nearly falling- Yue grabs the deadbolts and hits them with a loud shift and clack of 
her palm. 


Knee’s giving out, she falls to back and onto her tailbone as the last lock clicks, leaving her panting 
and staring at the door. 


The pounding and pounding. The hissing and growling. Desperation and fuming anger. 

Yue takes her hands and wraps them behind her head, trying to slow her breathing. 

What the hell... 

What is happening... 

Her head turns to the folder on the ground- papers sliding out of the sides with a lack of tidiness. 
This can’t be happening. 

Not now. Not now... 


Taking a deep breath, Yue leans forward and grabs the folder. She sits on her knees and opens it 
halfway, ripping a page from one of the paper clips. A page she hoped she wouldn’t be looking at 
right now. No one even knows she’s been working on this- its intention was for Midoriya . A sick 
feeling enters her stomach as she tries to slow her beating heart. 


She flinches as the concrete around the door starts to crack. She swallows. 


Her eyes scan over it as she digs one of her hands into her coat pocket- pulling the box out with a 
shaking grip. The vials inside clang together as she sets it onto the ground and opens the top. 


Yue places the paper on the ground, hands shaking even more. 

She thins her lips, nearly growling in frustration from the tremble through each finger. 
Bang. 

Bang. 

Bang. 


Yue grabs four of the vials with urgency, almost dropping them. Two with the shade of light blue 
and the others nearly transparent- halfway full. She pulls the top off the blue ones and then the 
clear, setting them on the ground before pouring the liquids together- a science experiment she 
doesn’t need at this moment. 


She curses internally as her hands continue to tremble. She tosses the empty vials to the side, not 
caring when they crack and break. 


Something snarls and then yelps loudly. 
Bang. 


Glancing up at the door and back down, she opens her mouth and brings the vials to her one good 
fang. 


Projecting her fang, she allows for one drop of her venom to drip into each vial. Careful. Careful. 


A faint bubble whispers into her ears and she grabs the tops of the vials from the ground, placing 
them on top. 


She shakes them. 


Come on come on- 
The door gives. 


Yue yelps and raises her hands as the thick steel door that for a moment was a barrier of safety is 
blown off its hinges and sent flying inside Yuma’s room. It drops and skids, harshly screeching 
against the concrete. Sparky nearly flies. 


Yue doesn’t even get the chance to stand to her feet. 
Slithering through the door, Hiroto lunges at her- mouth snapping and claws swiping. 
His pupils are shrunken to slits. And he still looks like someone even he fears. 


The distance is closed between them faster than she can register. He crashes into her face first, 
pinning her to the ground. The harsh concrete scrapes against her exposed skin and her bones ache 
as they slam. 


Yue looks up at Hiroto in horror as he snarls and opens his jaws wide over her head. She squirms 
and writhes under his pressure. She can smell his breath and feel his chest puffing through each 
inhale and exhale. 


His claws hold her shoulders and chest. She reaches up and places her hands on his thick neck and 
pushes him back as best as she can. Shoulder searing with pain as blood splatters from the open 
wound. She screams. 


Hiroto only continues to push back, mouth wide open with his tongue handing wildly. Slimy and 
wet- dripping drool onto her coat and shirt. Her face and neck. He hisses and snaps his jaw. She 
moves her head, pushing back against him. 


Yue can only whimper in response. All she wants is to be able to talk to him or scream his name- 
tell him everything will be alright and he will be ok. He will be ok. 


But all she can push out is a gargled whimper and whisper. A cry. 

Hiroto snaps his jaw again, wiggling his body and neck to bite at her hands and arms. 

Yue is starting to panic. Her arms are shaking- given from the sheer size and strength difference. 
And that’s when her grip slips. 

Gasping, Yue’s eyes go wide as Hiroto leans his head back and then strikes. 

Reflex kicks in. She reaches her hand forward to protect her face and- 

Snap . 

Blurry. 

Everything is blurry. 


The only sensible thing for Yue to do right now is scream. Any sane person would be passed out in 
a pool of their own tears and blood. 


Teeth sink into her wrist and she screams. 


The sound of her bones cracking nearly makes her faint. Blood rushes to her head and her eyes roll 
back for a moment. 


Hiroto’s grip tightens and she groans, huffing and puffing through clenched teeth as pain shoots up 
the nerves in her arm. 


She cries in pain, arching her back. Tears stream down her face. 


Blood pools from between Hiroto’s teeth, dripping and puddling onto the ground. His nostrils are 
puffed and a hungry mania fills his eyes. 


He won’t stop. 

Yue opens her eyes, watching Hiroto’s face with a blurred lens from the abnormal amount of tears. 
She raises her lip in a sneer, groaning with pain and frustration. Her brows fold down. 

Please forgive me if this doesn’t work... 

She squeezes her fist inside his mouth. 

Crack. 

Break . 

Hiroto’s eyes widen as a new blue liquid starts to seep through his teeth. 

He opens his jaw and releases Yue. 


She yells, scooting back and out of the way- clutching her hand. Blood immediately starts gushing 
from both the glass on her palm and the bite mark on her wrist. Red. 


All she sees is red. 


Hiroto shakes his head and claws at his face, trying to spit and yack the substance that sprayed and 
flowed down his throat. He gasps looking around in a panic- growling and snarling like a cornered 
lizard. 


Yue swallows, holding her wrist tighter as Hiroto’s eyes start to roll back into his head. 
Her heart is pounding inside both her chest and head. 


He suddenly drops- collapsing to the ground like a puppet whose strings were cut. Yue nearly 
flinches as his body hits the cement with a bang. 


The blue now stains his teeth and the ground, accompanying the clotting red. Purple. 
Yue’s eyes- wide and full of terror- stare down at his limp body. His still breathing. 


A growl echoes in the hall and her head shoots up to the doorway- a small whimper escaping her 
throat. She’s trembling. 


Himari’s large clawed hand reaches in and grabs the doorway. Her snarling maw peeks in- eyes 
now filled with even more venom and rage. 


Blood drips from her face and neck. Drip. Drip. 


Drip. 


Desperate claw marks litter her face, practically covering her face in a war paint of blood. She 
looks angry. 


Very very angry. 

Yue’s breath nearly stops. She’s going to die here. 

She’s going to die. 

She may have been lucky with Hiroto but she won’t be with her. 

No. 

Himari lunges, squeezing her oversized body through the small opening like a fat snake in a hole. 
Yue crab walks backward, failing to grab traction and stand on her shaking feet. 


The walls around the doorway crack and give as Himari’s body forces through. Yue nearly loses 
her head as Himari launches forward and swipes her claw. Yue throws her body to the side, 
crashing into the wall before clambering to her feet with widespread panic within her body. 


Himari snarls as the blood from her face splatter the walls and floor. She swipes her tail and flaps 
her wings, creating a death trap for Yue within the confined room. 


Yue is forced to duck and cover as her tail swings frantically around the room. Her eyes glance to 
the middle of the room, finding Hiroto who is still out cold and under Himari. 


She curses inside. Her good hand still holds the last vial of serum tight as she tries to grab and press 
on her bleeding wrist. 


Himari turns her body and snaps her teeth at Yue. She gasps, ducking down as the large fangs 
almost bite into the wall. 


Tail swinging and swishing, it slams into the walls, floor, and ceiling like a trapped serpent. 
Something dings in Yue’s head. 

Well... 

Himari’s tail swings near Yue again as she crawls away from the swiping claws and snapping jaw. 
This is gonna be a horrible idea. 


Yue reaches forward and grabs the end of Himari’s tail. And, well, as expected she’s pulled with 
the tail. 


Lifting her tail in irritation, Himari holds Yue in the air. She hangs holding onto the spines on the 
tail with a death grip- prepared to be slammed to the ground repeatedly. Over and over. Breaking 
her rips and spine. Bashing her skull. 


She waits for it to happen. 


Right as Himari lifts her tail higher and flicks it, Yue lets that grip go. Her heart drops to her 
stomach as she falls. Plummets. 


The tail pounds on the ground and Yue falls directly onto the lower back of Himari- right between 
two large spines. 


Himari groans with irritation, spinning her body round and round in the confined space. Her tail 
slams into each wall as she spins. Yue holds on for dear life- dizziness entering the core of her 
brain, spinning and twisting her vision. She’s in a blind spot and Himari is pissed because of it. 


She simply might get sick. The bile in her stomach rises and she swallows. Gripping onto the 
spines, she groans as her bad hand aches and spills red. Pulling herself forward into a crawl, she 
attempts to climb up Himari’s back as her body experiences the equivalent of a bull ride. 


She needs her head... 
Her mouth, specifically. 


She didn’t have time to grab needles in her room and the only way to successfully deliver it besides 
injection is through swallowing it. 


The only issue is she may actually lose her hand from this one... 


Yue continues to crawl and weave through each spine- swallowing down bits of stomach acid and 
hints of blood. Her shoulder and hand throb through each grab, blood starting to drip and stain the 
darkened scales under her. 


Spinning and spinning, thrashing and thrashing- Himari snarls and shakes her head. She’s too big 
to roll onto her back in this space or turn her head and bite, so all she can do is spin and buck. Roar 
with frustration. 


And all Yue can do is keep climbing. Climbing through nausea and pain that throbs through her 
body. 


She reaches Himari’s neck- nearly falling to the side as it thrashes and shakes with far more 
aggression compared to where she was earlier. She squeezes the spines harder, regretting it as pain 
shoots up her arm and through her wrist. She cries in pain, feeling tears well in her eyes once 
again. 


It’s unbearable. 


Himari thrashes her head- up and down, side to side. Yue nearly flies up and into the air- into the 
ceiling. 


She is scooted up to her upper neck, grunting and groaning as she struggles to hold on. Her arms 
are starting to lose strength. Himari throws her head to the walls, desperately trying to get Yue off 
her neck like she's a pesky flea. 


Baring her teeth, Yue grabs Himari’s curled horns and hikes herself up. She reaches forward and 
grabs Himari’s upper lip and yanks it back. 


Neck cranking back and mouth open wide, Himari snarls with her tongue hanging loose. She 
shakes her head and growls. Yue is pulling back, keeping her mouth open and wide. Arm shaking, 
she takes her bleeding hand and holds it over Himari’s mouth. She squeezes her fist. 


Cracking and breaking, the vial in her grasp explodes into Himari’s mouth. 


Her already broken skin sears with pain. She thanks whatever god there is out there that this stuff 


has no effect on her because a Jot has entered her bloodstream in the past ten minutes. 
Himari’s bright eyes widen and she shakes her head with more violent intent. 


Yue can no longer hold on. Hands slipping, she’s thrown against the wall with a bang- her back 
slamming against the concrete. Her vision goes splotchy as she drops to the ground in a mess of 
blood and sweat. 


A ring can be heard in her ears. 


Struggling to see straight, she turns her head to Himari repeating Hiroto’s actions from earlier. 
Shrieking as the serum takes effect. Hiroto continues to lay underneath, somehow avoiding the 
claws and tail thrashing and stomping. 


Blinking, her vision is blurring- blackening. 
All she can feel is the thump of her heartbeat in every wound and aching bone. 
And the last thing she sees is Himari lifting her head and screaming. 


And she’s out like a light. 


“Hes Vevs 

Ringing. Sharp, ear-piercing ringing. 
“He... Yu..a..” 

Eyes open, vision blurry. 

A groan. 

Two hands reach forward. 
“YUMA!” 


The ringing stops as if she was shot out of a vacuum and Yuma’s eyes open fully. The hands grab 
her face and she gasps. 


She pants loudly in a moment of confusion as she finds herself laying on her stomach on the dirt 
path she once struggled on. 


Her head is pounding. 
“Oh thank god-hey, hey breathe for a minute.” 


Eraserhead is holding her face, hands, and body shaking. His eyes are filled with fear and he’s 
covered in dirt and clotting cuts. 


Something screams and she snaps her head to the side. She winces as a throbbing pain hits her in 
the back of the neck harshly. 


“Syouma, please!” Todoroki cries as he holds his hands out like he’s trying to calm a spooked 
horse. 


Syouma is contained in a glacier of ice with just his head free, snapping his jaw and howling. 
Todoroki looks like he’s about to cry. 

To be honest... 

Her eyes dart around the area. 

A chunk of the class is sitting down or standing in positions that resemble defeat. Shock. 
Uraraka looks ready to vomit as she sits on the bark of a fallen tree. Her eyes are red. 

Yuma whines, turning her head back to look at Eraserhead. 

Her mind is fuzzy... 

Eraserhead strokes her cheek before he slowly lets go. Her head plops to the dirt. 


“*.,.are you able to get up?” He asks, glancing to the side. It seems he’s in too much shock to show 
any true emotion right now. His eyes are still wide and panicked. 


But what... 


Yuma groans, scooting her hands to prop her upper body up. Her arms are shaking and she nearly 
falls back to the ground when she tries to lift her back legs to stand. 


“Easy...easy...” Eraserhead coos, holding his hand out for support. 


Yuma slowly stands to her hind legs, letting her claws drape down and onto the ground. Her entire 
body feels like it’s on fire as each breath she takes becomes more intense. 


The villains are gone. 
Something... 
Her ears twitch as she scans the area again. 


Todoroki steps closer to Syouma and his snapping jaws. There are now tears streaming down his 
face- a disturbing sight, to say the least. 


The kid with multiple arms walks over to try and help, the distress in his body language clear as 
day. 


There is a smell of old smoke and blood. 
Dirt. 

Soot. 

Burnt sugar. 

She inhales deeply. 

...tar. 


Eraserhead places a hand on Yuma’s shoulder. He looks up at her. 


She whines, confused. Something isn’t right. 
She can’t... 

She can’t smell Midortya. 

Nor can she see him. 

Yuma looks around again. 


Bakugou’s not here either. The smell of burning nitroglycerin should be enough evidence that he’s 
here right now. They should be here right now. She was only out for a second. 


Another strong whiff of tar shoves itself in her windpipe as the wind blows. She gags. 

Yuma looks down at Eraserhead and his eyes say it all. Nausea plastered expression on his face. 
The tears formed. 

Yuma feels the ringing in her ears return and she nearly loses balance. 


Eraserhead reaches up and places his hands back on each side of her face. He brings her head down 
and looks her in the eyes. He looks her in the eyes with those strong red irises before pulling her 
head into a hug that should only exist in emotional movies. 


She can hear his beating heart and the tremble in his arms. His fingers. 

“We lost,” he chokes a whisper. 

The breath in her lungs lodges itself in her throat, and she may very well choke on it. 
Something wet drips onto her fur. 

“They’re gone.” 

Yuma’s legs give out from under her and she drops to the ground. Her eyes are wide, shocked. 
Her heartbeat increases. 

Eraserhead kneels down to the ground, holding her tight. 

“They’re gone.” 

She didn’t realize her eyes were wet until she could feel the warm saltiness fall. 
Biting her wobbling lip, everything comes crashing in. 

She cries. 


She cries into the weakened arms of Eraserhead, not quite sure how to describe the feeling inside 
her chest. 


The petrifying feeling of absolute... 


Emptiness. 


“Widespread panic spreads through Hosu City...” 

“Those who have access to shelter, find it immediately and barricade...” 
“Deika City underrun with...” 

“Musutafu...” 

“Qing Qing...” 

“Out of control...” 


** Monsters.”’ 


“Move!!”” Naomasa screams, ducking as a large reptilian spine shoots through the broken window. 


Fire spreads outside as people shriek and moan with panic- scrambling through the streets, into 
their cars, into buildings. 


Hopping up and onto an already weakened car structure, a beast covered in feathers and spines- 
body resembling a morbid deer, antlers long and crooked, and a tail with feathers as long as its 
legs- its pointed fox-like snout pens and it howls a horrendous scream into the air. 


A deep monstrous caw echoes from above. Diving to the side, a creature with enormous wings 
sticks itself to the brick wall of the building across from Naomasa. 


Eyes widened, Naomasa pants with panic as he makes eye contact with a creature that is both bird 
and lizard. Clawed, sticky toes dig into the brick and it hisses through its pointed beak. Neck 
cracking to the side, feathers ruffling, tail swishing like a slow fan, it opens its mouth to reveal 
rows and rows of razors and a forked tongue. Swiveling its backside, it pounces from the wall and 
towards the station. 


Naomasa gasps. “Everybody get down!!” 

The bird beast stretches its wings and soars like a torpedo towards the broken window. 
It opens its mouth and- 

BANG 


It flies to the side like something large hit it. Slamming into a truck, it chokes out a yelp as one of 
its wings bends in a disgusting way. 


Rolling on the sidewalk in front of it... 

A mother fucking trashcan. 

Naomasa snaps his head up. “Death Arms!!” 

In a different situation, it would be funny that the hero is recognizable from the objects he throws. 
But right now it’s just plain relieving. 


Appearing from down the road, said hero screeches to a halt outside the station. His eyes are filled 


with confusion and mania- the blood of different colors and consistencies covering his suit and 
skin. A couple of feathers are stuck to the sticky blood. 


“Detective!” He yells, dodging a flying spine. “What in gods name is going on?!” 
The bird creature scrambles from its discombobulated stance, leaping towards the hero. 


Death Arms leans forward and grabs the dented trash can before hucking it forward. It slams 
against its face with a metallic clang and a snap, sending it back once again. An uncomfortable 
crack echoes from its jaw and its beak now hangs crooked and broken. 


“Long story!” Naomasa shouts. “But I will tell you now, don’t you dare kill or fatally injure any of 
these things!” 


Death Arms looks at him with shock. “Sir, they are-” 
“People! They are people !” 


Out of distraction, Death Arms doesn’t see the antlered beast from earlier hop off the car and run 
towards him. 


An officer next to Naomasa pulls his gun and all that comes from Naomasa’s mouth is a strangled 
yelp. 


Out of unplanned reflex, he reaches to the side and slaps the gun out of the officer's hand. It fires 
into the wall, making Death Arms flinch and turn around towards the deer. 


But, Death Arms turns around too late. The deer leaps forward, mouth open wide and sharpened 
hoofs ready to land and rip him to shreds. 


A strong female voice yells loudly. 

“Move your asses!!” 

Coming straight from the chaos on the road, long white hair and a fluffy tail make an appearance. 
“Mir-” 


Not even a second later, the deer that once lunged toward Death Arms is forcefully kicked on the 
side of the neck. It chokes, tumbling to the ground and into the side of a burning SUV. The already 
broken glass windows shatter and creak. 


Landing with a huff, the bunny hero Mirko blows a piece of hair from her face. Her hand is planted 
on the ground, tail up with caution. Her ears are pinned back and a snarl is placed upon her lips. 
Her skin and costume are littered with soot and blood. 


Straightening her back, Mirko spits to the ground and points at Naomasa. 


“Better explain yourself! You know something about these shits.” A growl rumbles in her throat as 
her ears twitch to the side. 


Noamasa glances to each side, catching glimpses of his co-workers. He groans. 
“These creatures are people.” 


Mirko’s ears fold forward and her brows narrow. 


“And none of them are doing this on purpose.” 

“What??” Death Arms and Mirko say at the same time. 

Naomasa shakes his head. Now is not the time. 

His eyes catch something moving and he notices Mirko’s ears twitch. 
Fu- 


Out of reaction, Naomasa reaches to the side and grabs a broken piece of a table. He throws it at 
Death Arms. 


The hero’s eyes widen before he ducks. The piece of wood smacks into the face of the deer beast. 
It roars, stumbling back and shaking its head in pain. 


Death Arms looks at Naomasa like he’s going to have a cow. 
“Explanation later, got it?” Naomasa says, standing straight. “Now’s not the time.” 


The heroes look at each other with hints of hesitation. Mirko narrows her eyes and taps her foot on 
the ground. 


They nod slowly. 


“Now...” Naomasa takes off his coat, letting it fall to the ground. “Help me capture these before 
things get worse.” 


He glances past the heroes and at the deer. He watches as it curls its lip up and exposes its teeth. It 
hunches its back, feathers and hair standing on end, and snarls. 


“Because trust me, it will get worse.” 


“So much worse.” 


No one thought Kirishima would be the one to do it. 
Out of everyone. 
But he did. 


Mineta holds his jaw in pain as Vlad crouches down to his sprawled out body and both class A and 
B look at Kirishima in horror . 


The redhead pants with his fists balled in rage. Brows curled forward and eyes nearly twitching, he 
looks like he is about to turn around and punch a wall. lida is holding his shoulder with a face that 
could make anyone sick. 


Though, Shoto thought about doing the same thing. Considering what came out of his mouth... 
A thank you to the villains for bringing back what they lost. 


It’s true that some people are incapable of change. Simply, they believe their narcissistic opinions 
will always overrule, and even if they do change it's a slow painful process. Shoto knows of all 
people- he lives with Endeavor. 


But even that was shocking to him. 


Shoto saw red, but it seemed Kirishima did before him and snapped. If Bakugou were here... 
Mineta wouldn’t just have a black eye or cracked jaw. 


He’d be dead. 


Everyone had to be taken to where the classes were being held- it was the closest shelter. To add, 
everyone who had already grouped together previously was there. Injured or not, everyone was in a 
panic. They had to knock Syouma out and tie his limbs like a hog. Whatever it is he has in his 
brain, it’s not coming out any time soon. And...Shoto might just ball his eyes out if he has to watch 
him scream and writhe with anger and desperation. 


Both Pixie and Ragdoll are injured badly. They found Ragdoll unconscious in a bush- looking at 
her state, she was close to being a victim of kidnapping but because of the timing of the situation it 
thankfully never occurred. It nearly made Shoto sick to think about it. 


Aizawa-sensei and Yuma are a mess. Yaoyorozu is unconcious. No one else is as injured as them- 
if so, it’s minor. Shoto himself could have a few bruised ribs and cuts on his arms and legs from 
Moonfish, but he’ ll survive. 


“How insensitive can you be?!” Kirishima screams, throat cracking. He’s crying and his face is 
pale white. “They took Midoriya and Bakugou. They took them and could be fucking dead and 
you have the nerve to say that??” 


“Kirishima cool it...” lida mutters, squeezing his shoulder. “Now isn’t the time.” His voice cracks 
with emotion. He glances at class B with caution. 


Mineta leans forward, still holding his cheek. “The villains attacked because of him! Bakugou is 
gone because of him! Pixiebob is injured because of him! Ragdoll!! Us!! Why do you continue- ” 


Kirishima lunges. 
“WOAH!!” Half the class yells, reaching forward to hold Kirishima back. 


Kaminari holds his hands out. “Ok, wow, that was a lot even for you, dude.” He looks to Mineta, 
swallowing while Kirishima yells with aggravation. 


“Enough!” Aizawa-sensei screams from the doorway. 
Yuma’s head pops over his shoulder, eyes narrowed. 
Everyone freezes. 

Half of class B could very well pass out. 


“Mineta,” sensei says, turning his head. “If you have anything else you want to say, you can gladly 
say it to her.” He points a thumb at Yuma. Her lips raise into a snarl and her claw grabs the edge of 
the door. The wall cracks. 


Mineta’s face drops and all he was thinking seems to have left his brain. 


Their teacher glares at him before limping into the room. One of his shoulders is bound with his 
capture tape in a sling and he is a wreck. Well... 


Everyone here is a wreck. 


“T don’t want to hear anything like that from your mouth or anyone else's anymore, capiche?” 
Aizawa-sensei points at everyone. 


Vlad stands up from his crouch. He looks at his class and then at Shoto. 


“What is going on, Aizawa?” Vlad says with a low tone. He eyes Yuma with caution and his fists 
curl up. “T let it slide earlier because there were student injuries but now that things have settled, 
please explain to me why that vigilante is here and why your class is reacting like this. Why two of 
your students are now missing.” 


Ah jeez... 
Shoto kind of forgot class B has no fucking idea what the hell is going on. 


Aizawa-sensei glances back at Yuma. “She’s on our side, don’t even think about it.” He looks to 
class B before sighing. He rubs his temple and Yuma whines, taking a couple of steps into the 
room. 


Kirishima rips his arms from Iida’s hold and walks up to Yuma. She curls her head down and 
places her chin on his shoulder. He grips her fur into a hug. Yuma lifts a scraped-up hand and 
gently rests it on his back. Her eyes are empty. Tired. 


Class B collectively looks at Kirishima like he just took a shit in front of them. 


“This is literally the worst way for this to come out but we honestly no longer have a choice...” 
Aizawa whispers while shaking his head. He looks up. “Midoriya is Cerberus.” 


Vlad’s face drops. 
Honestly, so does everyone’s in his class. 
Vlad opens his mouth with eyes still wide and surprised. 


Aizawa-sensei snaps his hand up. “Before you say a thing I need you to know that none of what 
that kid has done was his fault. There is a man out there far more dangerous than any villain we’ ve 
ever dealt with and he now has Midoriya. He has him and Bakugou and I don’t want to even think 
about what is going to happen to them.” He looks like he is going to cry- again. 


Vlad tries to speak again but Aizawa-sensei shakes his head. 


“He is just a child . That disgusting man did something to Midoriya and many others that have 
fucked with their bodies and behaviors.” He swallows and looks to the side. “There is a true 
monster out there and he has my kids. He has my fucking kids and I will not take any more bull shit 
from any of you. I won’t hear it.” 


“Oh my god...” Vlad mutters. 
It's silent for a few beats. 


The red-haired girl from B swallows, fiddling with her fingers- Kendo. “I kind of already knew...” 
she says quietly. 


Shoto isn’t really shocked. She’s a smart girl and clearly has a sense of recognition. 


“And you said nothing?” Monomao says with a sharp tongue. 


Yuma raises her head and growls at the blonde. 
It seems most of class B takes a collective step back. 


“Yeah...” Kendo says. “I ran into him in the hall a couple of times. He always looked tired. 
Skittish...something about him seemed super familiar. I guess it was the way his eyes looked.” 
She rubs her arm, uncomfortable. “I connected the dots after the sports festival.” 


“And you didn’t say anything because...”” Monomao mutters, getting a hand on the back of the 
head by one of his classmates. 


“Stop talking ,” someone in his class snaps. 
Kendo looks back at Monomao. 


“There was nothing about him that told me he was a villain. Stop being insensitive, they were 
kidnapped.” 


The blonde doesn’t argue any further with her. Instead, he closes his mouth and looks to the side. 
For once, he isn’t being a raging jerk. Or...at least not at much. 


Apparently, all it took was for someone to get kidnapped . 

Shoto might cry again. His heart feels empty. 

He feels empty. 

There was so much he could have done to prevent this. He could have helped. 
He could have gone with. He could be there to help. 

Something. 


Aizawa-sensei’s pocket buzzes. Reaching into it, his teacher pulls out a cracked phone and places 
it to his ear after eying the contact. 


“Naomasa?” he questions, narrowing his brows in confusion. 


He may not be on speaker, but Shoto can clearly make out loud panic from the other end of the 
phone. 


“Woah woah woah slow down-” Aizawa-sensei shakes his head, trying to focus on the detective's 
words. 


Everyone looks at Aizawa-sensei with anticipation and rising nerves. 
Then... 
Their teacher completely freezes. 


Like he was just put into shock, his face drops and everything goes still. And when their teacher 
goes into a state like that... 


No one should feel secure or safe. Comforted. 


The phone cuts off- humming- leaving Aizawa-sensei staring forward unmoving. 


“Sensei...” Shoto speaks up. 

Aizawa-sensei turns his head, lowering the phone to his hip. 
He exhales a haunted breath. 

And what came from his lips... 

“It’s started .” 


Shoto might just pass out. 


Yue shoots up, gasping. 
Immediate regret. 


Wincing loudly, she grabs her hand in pain. Her spine and arms are on fire right now. Her vision 
feels splotchy- all that she can seem to focus on is the endless amount of red covering her and the 
floor under her. 


She groans, turning her head. 

Her face drops and the pain in her body turns to numbness. 
Himari is passed out on the ground and Hiroto. 

Hiroto is gone. 


All that is in this room is splattered blood and scorched cement. Claw marks and cracked stone. It’s 
a visible crime scene. 


Her eyes widen and the breathing within her chest increases. Fuck. 
Fuck! 


She winces again as her chest now fills itself with anxious pain. She puts her good hand on her 
sternum and tries her best not to hyperventilate. 


Her eyes feel wet. 

All that. 

All that attempt for- 

“Yue!” 

Her neck flaps snap up and her head turns to the doorway. 


Hiroto is standing at the door, gripping the wall. There are supplies in his other arm- bandages, 
alcohol, vials of her venom. He looks mortified as the sweat and clotted blood covering his face 
and neck mix with his cracked teeth and dried lips. 


“Vy” 


Like the snap of a finger, Yue immediately bursts into tears. 


It worked. 
Oh my god, it worked. 


“Oh, honey-” Hiroto limps over to her, placing the supplies on the ground next to her. He grips at 
his stomach and crouches in front of her. 


Yue doesn’t wait for Hiroto to grab her. Launching forward, Yue wraps her arms around Hiroto’s 
neck. She practically crawls into his lap as she sobs uncontrollably. The pain in her hands and body 
is unimaginable, but the relief that Hiroto is ok overpowers her desire to pass out. 


The panic and fear within her still hold a deep grasp on her neck. 
Hiroto places one hand on her back and the other on her head. He holds her close. 


“T don’t know what you did, Yue,” he mutters. “But it worked, I’m ok.” He shushes her, trying to 
add comfort. “I’m ok .” 


Yue shakes her head, still not believing it . 
“Hiroto... Yue...” 
Yue looks to the side with blurry eyes from Hiroto’s shoulder. 


Himari is sitting up from where she laid, arms shaking. Her eyes are bloodshot. Her face is covered 
in blood and nasty claw marks. 


She’s crying. 


She looks down at her red-stained hands- shaking with fear. Her eyes meet Yue and everything 
crumbles. 


“T-I’m sorry. I don’t-I’m sorry-” 
She chokes, shaking her head. “I don’t-” 


Hiroto frowns, tilting his head. With a wince, he lets his tail grow from behind and slither towards 
her. He wraps it behind her, scooping her up and dragging her towards them. 


Himari flinches when she gets close. Fearful that she would hurt them. A tear falls and Hiroto 
leans towards her, still holding onto Yue with one hand. 


He uses his free hand to brush a piece of hair from her face. 


“Tt’s not your fault...’”’ He mutters, placing his hand on the back of her head. He pulls her and Yue 
close. 


“It’s none of our faults.” He sets his forehead on top of Yue’s head. He rests it gently. She can feel 
him swallow and clench his jaw. 


She can feel his heartbeat. 
His heartbeat. 


Something she was so scared would never happen again. After seeing the slit eyes of Gamera, the 
curling maw and slithering tongue that not even once recognized her. 


She was terrified. Not only for herself but for him. 


Himari leans out of the embrace for a moment, gently placing a hand on Yue’s cheek. She gets her 
to turn her face. 


“A-are you ok?” she hiccups. Her hands are still shaking. “If I-I hurt you-” 

Yue shakes her head, grabbing Himari’s hand with her injured one. She bites back a wince. 
She shakes her head again, feeling tears come on. She pulls the girl back into the embrace. 
And they sit there for a moment. 


Holding each other tight. 


“T never...thought that would happen to me again...” Himari mutters, nursing the warm cup of tea 
in her hands. Her hair is damp. The slices on her face are bandaged and cleaned. 


Hiroto hums, handing Yue one as well. Steaming and hot to the touch. 
She and Himari are wrapped in blankets- clean and warm after a shower and care for their wounds. 


Yue’s hand was horrific. It’s nothing short of a miracle that it was actually still attached. It’s 
currently wrapped up tight, healing slowly from the medications and bits of venom in her system. 


She’s already a fast healer by nature, but with injuries this big, it takes a while regardless. She 
refused to say who did it. 


It doesn’t matter in the end. 
To be honest, she really doesn’t want to talk about it period. 


Out of the three of them, Hiroto was less affected by his wounds. It seems he already took care of 
them before going back to help Yue and Himari if they were even that bad, to begin with. Plus, he 
heals faster than her. 


“What do you mean, again?” Hiroto asks quietly, sitting down in his chair. His face contorts out of 
discomfort as he sits fully. 


Himari rubs her thumb against the cup. Her eyes stare forward to the ground in dissociation. 


“The last time my quirk malfunctioned like that was when I was in high school,” she says with a 
crackling voice. “O-obviously my quirk wasn’t as big and nasty then but...I still hurt a lot of 
people.” She brings her lips to the rim of the cup slowly. She swallows. 


“And I still have a restraining order on my record...” she adds, taking another sip. “That and 
misdemeanors of assault and illegal quirk use.” She leans back with a small shrug. “It’s another 
reason why I couldn’t go into hero work...good to know that’s still a fat chance.” 


They’ ve never really had an opportunity to speak with her about her life. She’s spent the whole 
time here in quiet cycles. So, to hear about all of this is almost refreshing, despite the information 
being less than positive. 


Yue can’t exactly blame her. It’s hard to be open in an environment like this. To add, it hasn’t 


exactly been a week since that. Any normal person would spend days processing an assault like 
that. 


It’s odd she’s opening up now of all days, but to be fair, they did just kind of remove all boundaries 
a minute ago. 


They don’t really have the option to be secretive anymore. 
“We'll figure it out, Himari,” Hiroto says, looking up. “I-” 


“Promise?” Himari finishes for him. She looks to the side. “I don’t know about you, but I’m 
getting sick of promises.” 


Hiroto shuts his mouth and sighs through his nose. “Yeah...I am too.” He looks at Yue, taking a 
sip from his drink. “But...I think we at least have a chance. Whatever Yue gave us, it worked .” 


Yue bites at her cheek. That shouldn’t have worked. She will be honest, she is so so thankful it did 
because it was simply only in the testing stage. It was still a huge guess. 


A way to pause and reverse irritated animal cell mutation. Logical, but tricky. 
Hypothetical . 

She told no one. 

The fact that it actually worked... 

There might just be a god out there favoring them for once. 


“What even... happened?” Himari asks. She places a hand on her forehead. “It happened so fast I 
didn't even- I had no time to process my limbs even changing. Nor was I really able to process 
waking up after.” 


Hiroto looks down. 

“ Him .” Hiroto tightens his grip on his cup. “It’s the only logical explanation.” 

A shiver goes down Yue’s shoulders and back when he says that. 

“The only time that’s ever come close to happening was-” His face suddenly goes numb. 
Something clicked in his head. And not in a good way judging by his face. 

Yue leans forward. 

What is it? She says with her eyes. 


Hiroto almost drops his mug, placing it down on the ground with suddenness. He yanks his phone 
out of his pocket and shoots out of his chair. 


Ok, now he’s starting to freak her out. 
“What did you realize?” Himari asks, adjusting herself so she’s upright more. Alert. 
He punches in a number and puts the phone to his ear. 


“Why the fuck didn’t we fucking-” he groans, dragging a hand over his face in a stressed-out 


manner. His legs are almost shaking. “I think I’m going to vomit.” 
The phone rings. 
And it rings. 


“T fucking hate forced manifestations because my fucking brain is always so scrambled after-god 
fucking DAMN IT!” Hiroto moves his hand to the back of his neck, pacing down the common 
room. “Of course, of course, today would be that day- PICK UP!” He yells at the phone. 


Yue is starting to freak out internally. She hasn’t seen him this panicked since the night Dai 
disappeared. 


What did he realize? 

What did- 

Wait. 

The phone clicks and Hiroto gasps. He puts the phone on speaker. 

“Eraserhead! Where is he!?” 

Yue feels her face drop exactly like Hiroto’s. Her stomach joins, nearly falling to her feet. 
Oh dear god . 


Yue actually drops her mug, spilling hot liquid on the ground. She stands to her feet, almost falling 
when dizziness rushes to her head. 


The other end is silent for too long. 

Way too long. 

Hiroto looks like he is about to cry. He moves his hand again, only to grip at his hair this time. 
“Eraserhead, tell me he is there right now.” 

More silence. 

“Eraserhead I swear to god-” 

“He’s gone.” 

Hiroto lets out a choked sound, slapping a hand over his mouth. Yue and Himari freeze. 
There’s a sniff on the other end of the phone. Something Yue has never heard from the hero. 


“I’m so sorry,” Eraserhead’s voice is warped like he’s been crying himself. “He was supposed to 
be safe here. He was supposed-” He clears his throat, exhaling. “The villains attacked. Mortifer’s 
whistle was released and all of Japan is in a panic. He had all the advantage points.” 


“He has him and Bakugou.” 
Hiroto stares down at the phone with nothing but horror. Nausea. 


Yue feels like she can’t breathe- physically unable to inhale and exhale from the pressure of the 


room. 

The shock. 

“Hiroto.” 

Hiroto doesn’t respond. 

“ Hiroto please resp-” 

He drops his phone. 

Hands shaking and breathing quickening, he hunches forward and grabs at his hair. 
“Hiroto.” 

Yue can’t move. 

“Hiroto.” 

No one can. 

“Hiroto!” 

Inko has always been lucky when it comes to villain attacks. And with a lot of things in life, 
generally. 


To be specific, she’s always been especially lucky when it comes to not being caught up in attacks. 
She believes it’s because she never leaves the house, but even those kinds of people have bad luck. 


It seems that today, it has finally run dry within her. 

She was supposed to run to the store for one ingredient she needed for dinner. 
All she needed was eggs. 

Eggs. 

But it seems she won’t be getting that ingredient any time soon. 


“Everyone move, quickly!” A hero in blue waves his hands for people to scramble into the 
emergency shelter. She feels bad that his name is drawing a blank. 


Her son would be disappointed. 

Purse clutched tight to her chest, she scurries in a line with dozens of other panicked people. 
The air is red and orange from the fires, and all she can hear is screaming. 

So much screaming . 

Monstrous howls echo from behind them and the hero waves his hand with more urgency. 


Someone behind Inko shoves her, trying to quicken things up. She only continues to clutch her 
purse tighter. 


“Move move move!” The hero yells. 

The hand that pushed from behind suddenly let's go. 
“AHHHHHH!” 

Inko snaps her head back. 


A burly man is being dragged by the leg, screaming and crying in pain and fear. His hands claw 
and try to grip at the ground. His legs and torso kick and squirm. She can hear his skin scraping 
against the asphalt. 


Clamped tight on the flesh of his calf is a large animal with the features of a crocodile but with 
longer legs and spines. It thrashes its head and rips at the man. Growling and panting with hunger. 


“HELP!” He screams, reaching out for Inko and the people in front of her. Blood sprays from his 
leg and Inko start to feel faint, legs becoming weak under her weight. 


“Ma’am!!” A hand grabs her wrist and pulls her inside the big steel door. She almost trips and 
falls. 


Whipping her head around, she looks at the hero holding her wrist. “H-help him!” She yells, 
looking back at the man on the ground. “Help him!” 


She can see the fangs sink deeper and deeper into the man's leg. 
“Ma’am we can’t-” 


A branch slams against the crocodile, knocking its clamped jaw hard enough to release the grip. 
Another one grabs the man on the ground and lifts him. 


“Kamui!” The hero holding Inko yells, pulling her inside more and more. 


The wood hero Kamui skids to a halt in front of them, turning his head with wide eyes and horror. 
Both his arms are stretched into branches, one holding the man up. 


Inko recognizes him from Izuku’s old rants in middle school. She’s seen him both in the news and 
in her son’s notebooks. 


His wood is burnt and there are scratch marks all over his chest and back. 


Kamui stretches his branch with the man towards the door, almost throwing him inside the door 
out of urgency. 


“Take him!” He yells. 


Inko drops her purse and grabs onto him out of reflex as he’s released. He groans loudly in pain, 
clutching his gushing leg. His brow is covered in sweat and he’s pale as a sheet, rearing 
unconsciousness. 


She and the hero drag him inside and out of the doorway. A trail of blood follows as he is pulled 
across the rough floor. Two other people from inside run up and help, grabbing onto different parts 
of his clothes and pulling him in. 


Kamui turns, taking the branch that once held the man and snapping it towards the reptile. 


The crocodile snaps its jaws, biting down on the branch. It shakes its head violently, breaking it in 
half with a loud snap. 


It lunges forward, swiping Kamui with a large, sharp claw. Making contact with the hero’s torso, it 
practically throws Kamui out of the way and into a broken-down car. 


The hero inside gasps loudly. He turns to the people helping him and Inko. 
“Shut the door!!!” He screams, voice cracking. “Shut it!!” 


The people don’t hesitate for a second. They drop everything and run towards the door, grabbing 
different parts. They push. 


Three others from behind run-up to help. 

Everyone else just stands still in petrification. 

The crocodile slithers and crawls towards the door, mouth open wide. 
Its eyes are soulless. 

Empty. 

It lurches forward. 

“Go!!!” people scream, trying to push at the door. 

It’s so close. 

So close. 

Inko holds onto the man tight, trying to keep him from passing out. 


The crocodile practically touches the door when Kamui wraps a branch around its torso and yanks 


It drops to the ground, clawing at the cement as the man it held earlier. It snarls and shrieks. 


“Close it!!” Kamui yells with a struggled tone. He’s pulling with all his might to keep the reptile 
from slithering inside. 


The people by the door finally push with one final shove. 


The crocodile roars, spitting trails of drool outward as the door finally closes and locks with a 
satisfying snap and click. 


Silence. 
Everyone drops to the ground with relief. 


Inko might pass out. She’s panting, clutching onto the man’s shirt. Her hands have blood on them. 
So do her clothes. 


“Ma’am, are you ok?” The hero crouches down and places a hand on her shoulder. 


She nods, swallowing. 


“Just help this man. Please help him,” she says with a shaky tone. 

The hero nods, turning around and waving others from the front of the crowd. 
Inko lets go, fully dropping to the ground. 

Her breath is fast but steady. 

In. 

Out. 

In. 

Out. 

For the first time in a long time ... 

A woman leans down and looks at Inko, holding a hand out for her to take. 
Inko is glad that her son is far far away. 


The woman helps Inko to her feet. She looks up to the crowd of people. The panicked faces and 
injured bodies. The anger and fear. 


Because at least where he is now...he’s safe. 


It’s been a while since Toshinori has felt completely and utterly helpless. 
To be frank, it happens more than people assume. But... 

It’s still not that common. For a hero of his status and strength. Resilience. 
The orange skies and smoke-filled buildings. 

The faint screaming and car horns. Crashing and burning. 

Animal howls and screeches. 


The commotion in the hospital hasn’t died down once. He can hear the loud chattering and yells 
from nurses and doctors. Pained yelps and screams. 


Toshinori has tried to get up and do something. He’s had injuries worse than this. He’s dealt with 
worse. 


But his limit has been tested too much. With his small ounce of stamina in his body, it's taken days 
to heal when it should only take one. 


The karma is sour. 


Naomasa’s words haven’t once left his head. They haven’t stopped echoing in his skull and in his 
throat. 


“There is a lot you need to understand.” 


It seems this is what he was talking about. What has gotten his bones so rattled and angered. 


There is something far worse out there than Cerberus. 
Toshinori can feel it now. He can feel the energy- intenseness. 
The pure evil in the atmosphere. 

It is something he never got from the child. 

He never got it from Midoriya. 


Toshinori winces, lifting himself up with a hand over his stomach. He slowly swings his legs to the 
side, sliding off his bed. Stumbling, he grabs onto his IV pole and groans. It clatters and shakes as 
he regains his balance- he grips tightly. 


He’s only felt something so hair-raising with one person. But this one is different. 

Much much more different. 

Limping with the pole, he makes his way to the window. To the screen of chaos. 

Pressing his hand on the glass, he balls it into a fist. He lightly pounds it against the window. 
He stares down and out. 

He’s made a big mistake. A mistake that should have been realized a long long time ago. 


And now everyone is paying for it. 


“You have done well, Tomura.” 


Tomura looks up from his position at the bar. He’s holding a cold compress against his burnt and 
soot-covered skin- the best he can do with the supplies given in this wretched bar. 


“This is weakness, master,” he nearly sneers at the monitor on the wall. “Why are we doing his 
dirty work? Hm? That brat nearly ripped us to shreds.” He snaps his wrist and smacks the 
compress against the bar table. He shakes his head before pointing to the tv blasting the news. 
“You say we must wait for the right moment but-” he snarls with frustration, turning his body to 
fully look at his master. 


“You never told me by the way,” he tries his best to mellow his tone. “You always danced around 
the question.” 


His master hums, tilting his head on the screen. 
“Who is that fucking man to you?” 

“Such strong language, my boy.” 

Tomura is going to throw a fit. 

“Answer the question .” 

He’s tired of being in the dark. Trusting his authority. 


There is silence on the other end. His master adjusts his position, sighing. 


“When you’ve been around for as long as me, you tend to meet a large array of people.” His voice 
is calm- rearing the irritating side. “You’d be surprised how many out there have different concepts 
of power.” 


Tomura narrows his eyes. 

“He was...an interesting case.” 

“Clearly,” Tomura snarks. “He loves to play God from what I’ve seen.” 

“No,” his master deeply hums, shaking his head with slow concentration. “You’re mistaken.” 
Tomura raises a brow. 

His master sighs once again. He cracks his knuckle against his cheek. 


“T remember the day like it’s an aged sip of wine on my tongue. His way of words- bitter and 
lasting.” 


A breath. A beep from a machine in the background. 


“Ten years ago, a man with a tall, raven-haired woman by his hip approached me in a meeting of 
mine. I used to spend fair time in underground clubs near Hosu- you’d be intrigued too by how 
many business opportunities there are in places like that.” He pauses. “I remember the energy that 
radiated off their bodies. The musk of animal.” 


Tomura swallows, clenching his fist open and closed. 


“Though he was confident, he was off. Mentally, I don’t doubt if he’s got a few screws loose 
despite his incredible intelligence.” A vocal inhale. “No person on this planet is completely sane.” 


“He sat at my table with no hesitation. The woman stood behind him with her hands on his 
shoulders- her eyes empty and reflective like an old mirror. She watched me and my actions like 
she was a hawk . Even for me, it was quite disturbing.” 


“Get to the point, master. I don’t need the poetry,” Tomura says calmly, keeping his eyes 
narrowed. 


His master lifts his chin. 

“Patience.” 

All he’s been is patient . Tomura bites his cheek with a raised lip, sinking himself into his chair. 
His master clicks his tongue and takes a breath. 


“He bought me a drink, having no moment of inferiority around me. Though he knew my status, he 
treated me like a friend- a partner. His level of confidence slowly put me on edge, which normally 
is rare. He had no fear. Not even a blink or a glance to the side- his eyes stayed on me and only 
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me. 
Tomura nods slowly. 
“Typically, if people approached me it’s because they want something. Him? There was no want.” 


“Then why did he go to you?” 


“Simple conversation. Funny enough, we had moments of good talk. Intelligent people are always 
easy to converse with. But, the positive never stayed positive. His tone switched like the snap of a 
finger.” 


An exhale. 
““Who do you wish to be, All For One?’ he asked me.” 
Confusion hits Tomura. He raises his brow again. 


“T stared at him for a moment before laughing. A question pulled out of pocket, to add, it’s 
randomness made it seem like a joke.” 


Master clears his throat. 


“T didn’t answer him. Such question is foolish, not to mention spontaneous.” His eyeless face 
tightens. “So, he responded for me. Quite frankly, he read me well. He said to me that in his eyes, I 
am someone who wants everything. To have satisfaction wrapped around my finger and to possess 
something that I never once had. Complete and undefeatable power. To be a God.” 


Tomura shivers. “How could he-” 
His master puts his hand up, silencing him. 


“T could have killed him for that response. No one had talked to me like that in years. But...there 
was something in that man that itched at me. There was something telling me not to. I couldn’t put 
my finger on it. I wanted to hear him out.” 


A moment of silence. 


“He told me that the funny thing about the concept of God as a whole- or the concept of what I aim 
for is that no one seems to want to aim for the spot of Satan.” 


Another pause. 


“He’s no religious man. Nor am I,” he continues. “But he expressed to me that no one wishes to be 
as powerful as the Devil opposed to God. Who would want to rule over hell? Who would want to 
torture the souls of the damned for all eternity? Who would want to be as hated as a being with 
such status as that?” 


His master hums quickly. “‘Simple,’ he said. “Wouldn’t you want to have the power to destroy 
those who wronged you? Who sinned and spit?” He tilts his head. “‘Gods are worshiped and 
prayed to, but Devils? They are feared.” 


Tomura sucks this in slowly. He listens carefully to the words of his master. 


‘““The devil was punished for his sins, and now he spends all eternity punishing . Seems about 
right, doesn't it?” 


Tomura can practically hear the tone of the man from his master's quotation. He can see the sly 
smile and cool tone. Calm and organized. 


““We as a society have a nasty habit of assigning roles to other people that don’t fit in the puzzle. I 
was deemed a demon the minute my quirk surfaced. I was banished and punished for my choices, 
my words, and my looks.” A breath. “‘So...why not give them hell in return? Why not let people 


be victims of their own words and mistakes? Karma exists for a reason, and I want to be the bearer 
of that karma.” 


Tomura swallows. 


“T watched that man look me dead in the eyes and smile. I watched his eyes shine red as he stood 
up from his chair with swiftness. He said one last thing to me...one last thing before leaving me in 
my own thoughts.” He sits up straight in his chair. “‘If I die doing this, so be it. All I wish for is my 
moment of chaos . My moment where everyone realizes that we as people are all monsters in some 
way. They just need to be brought out in different ways, either physical or not. The world deserves 
to know what hell feels like. I’m sure you understand, hm, All For one?’ He winked at me before 
walking away with the woman’s hand in his.” 


Tomura’s face feels numb. “What the fuck...” he mutters. 


“Everyone has their goals, my dear boy,” his master says to Tomura, lifting his hand. “And I want 
to watch this man’s goal come to life just as much as him. Because what’s more fun than watching 
the world burn from the side, like a God sitting in his chair from above? Watching as the sins of his 
people scare them into worship. Bring them towards him.” 


Tomura’s mouth cracks open and his eyes go wide. 


“If he wants to be a feared Devil, so be it. Pll just have to be the one that people reach for a helping 
hand.” 


“Master...” 


“You made a deal with him, and that’s on you. Once a deal is made with the Devil, your blood and 
sweat will not stop spilling. But no worry...” He smiles. 


“Tt won’t be much longer till his chaos turns to ours.” 


“And we have everything we want. A broken world with broken people is so much easier to 
destroy. Because people will do everything they can to have their sins and their karma forgiven.” 


He chuckles deeply, making Tomura shiver. 


“ Anything.” 


Katsuki groans, moving his head against something hard. 


His face twinges with pain and he cracks his eyes open. Though, the lighting difference isn’t much 
compared to his closed eyes. 


It’s dim. Wet. 
A drip and a drip. 
The stench of piss and rot makes his stomach lurch into his throat. 


Turning onto his side, Katsuki places a hand on the cold ground. A chain rattles. With confusion, 
he lifts his throbbing head and looks around. 


Something growls deeply. 


And with that, Katsuki fully realizes what exactly just happened. 
Or rather, that he’s not in the forest anymore. 


Sitting up, he scoots back. His eyes widen and his breathing quickens as his back hits something 
cold and metal. 


Another growl from the pitch black in the room he sits in. 

Four bright green eyes open, illuminating parts of a matted muzzle and dripping jowl. 
Katsuki’s heart drops. 

“De.” 


The face and body Junge forward and Katsuki nearly screams. Out of shock and reflex, he grabs 
onto two bars from behind and throws his body to the side. 


The sound of a chain being pulled enters his ears as his shoulder slams against the ground harshly. 
He crawls to the wall, pressing himself against it. 


A claw swipes directly in front of his nose, nearly taking his whole face off. He could feel the 
breeze the swipe created. 


Deku is roaring and screaming in front of him, swiping in desperation just inches from Katsuki’s 
face. Acid and drool spray as he shakes his head and attempts to lunge at Katsuki once again. 


The chain around his ankle permits it. 


Katsuki pants, pressing his hands against the sticky wall. He pants as Deku backs up and paces in 
front of him. He growls in frustration at Katsuki, gripping his claws onto the ground through each 
step- creating an audible scraping sound as he walks. Like a caged tiger. 


He’s bigger. 
And the fur on his body appears tough and prickly. Opposite to the usual soft nature. 
Something rattles as Katsuki moves his foot. He looks down. 


There is a chain around his ankle like Deku’s, confining him to the wall. The only difference is it’s 
thicker. Darker around the rim. Red. 


Dried blood. 

Deku snarls loudly, only... 

Not at him. 

“Beautiful, isn’t he?” 

Katsuki shoots his neck up and to the side. 


A sick feeling is shoved down his throat and into his stomach as his eyes meet something out of 
anyone’s nightmare. 


A tall man. 


A tall fucking man in black with a metal mask stares down at him with his hands behind his back. 
His eyes are pure blood red. 


It’s him. 

Anger soon replaces the sick feeling inside his body as fast as a snap and he clenches his fists. 
Katsuki’s brows fold down and he lifts his lip into a sneer. 

“You disgusting fucking piece of-” 

He flexes his hands to create sparks. He prepares to swing his arm back and- 

But nothing comes from his palms. 

He freezes. 


The man in front of him leans down, grabbing onto one of the bars in front of Katsuki. His face is 
close. Nose to nose, practically. 


“Try all you like, you won’t be making any damage here.” His voice is soft and low. A shiver goes 
down Katsuki’s spine. 


Of course... 

Quirk suppressing chains. 

Katsuki might throw up. 

Sweat drips from his brow and neck and he swallows. 

Moving his eyes to the side, he soon begins to realize just where he is. 
He’s in a cell, among many others. 

The moan and cry of animals fill his head. The sight of blood and sickness. 
No. 

Oh fucking no... 

He turns his head and swallows, looking right at the man in front of him. 
He turns his chin down. 


“You weren’t expected, boy.” His red eyes glance at Deku and then at him. “But you’ll serve us 
fine in the end.” 


“Like heill,’’ Katsuki snarls. 
The man narrows his eyes and moves closer. 


“T don’t think you have a choice, hm?” His grip on the bar tightens and a faint smell of tar emerges 
from his being. 


Deku growls behind them, putting a chill down Katsuki’s spine. He refuses to look back. He can’t. 


He can’t. 

The man leans back, humming. His cheeks crease from under his mask- the bastard is smiling. 
“Welcome to hell, Katsuki Bakugou.” 

He turns and starts to walk down the hall. 


“Hey!!” Katsuki slams his fist against the bars. “Get back here you fucking bastard!!”” He pounds 
and pounds. 


Deku growls and snarls. 

“T’m not done with you!!” 

Bang. 

Bang. 

“T’m going to fucking kill you!! Your ass is dead, you demon fuck |” 
The man waves his hand smoothly before exiting the hall. 

Katsuki pounds on the cell harder and harder. 

“YOU WILL FUCKING PAY FOR THIS!! FOR EVERYTHING!!” 
Leaving Katsuki alone with Deku. 


In the rotting cell. 


Dark and damp . 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope you all enjoyed it! 
Sorry it was so short, I have been slammed with class :( 
See you next month!! 


Have a good one!! 


Orange Blood 


Chapter Summary 


Things are starting to get interesting... 


Hm? 


Chapter Notes 


Hello hello!! 
we are reaching the end game people, so buckle up! 


Expect updates to be a little quicker now since I just finished school for the year. I 
predict that there will be about 6-7 more chapters if not one more or less. Again, we 
are getting close! 


Thank you all that have stayed this long and let's dive into this chapter! 


This week's song is Orange Blood by Mt. Joy 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Two weeks ago... 


“T thought you only needed the kid's blood...” Hiroto mutters to himself as Yue pricks his finger 
deeply with a needle. He doesn't wince, he just watches with curiosity. 


She shakes her head, gently grabbing his finger and a small glass vial from her coat pocket. She 
adds pressure to the prick, allowing for the blood to drip into it. 


After it fills to about a quarter, she closes it off and wipes his finger with a small tissue. 
She sets it on the table, turning to look at him with a kind smile. 


“Tt’s helpful to have a comparison when I look at his blood and DNA,” she signs. One of her hands 
grabs a pen from her chest pocket, clicking it. She glances at the clock on the wall for a moment 
before looking down and scribbling the time and date on the paper by the vial. 


She clicks it again and shoves it back into her pocket. 


“T can’t get accurate results if I don’t know what I’m comparing it to,” she continues. “I have my 
blood in the archives as well. Though I have the DNA of a snake, I have no concerning mutations 
other than the one I was born with.” 


Hiroto nods to himself, bringing his finger to his mouth. He licks the forming blood from his 
finger. 


“Does the kid even know you’re doing this?” He asks glancing at the door. 
She nods. 


“Tt would be suspicious if I didn’t tell him why I was consistently taking his blood.” She moves her 
fingers quickly. 


“Fair.” 


A beep across the room grabs her attention. Neck flaps twitching, she turns her body and walks 
towards the sound. 


“That’s the centrifuge right?” Hiroto asks. “Who’s blood are you spinning right now?” 
Yue reaches the table with the centrifuge- buttons blinking. She turns for a second. 


“Yes, and it’s mine from earlier today.” She turns back around and opens the top, grabbing the 
vial of red she placed in there. She lifts it to the light, watching as the separated blood swishes 
inside. 


She’s thankful she found this piece of shit machine inside a dumpster behind a hospital. Make fun 
of her for dumpster diving, go for it. But many would be surprised how easy it is to fix these up 
with the right materials and patience. 


It makes things much easier for her. Looking at blood in separate components helps her identify 
what exactly is mutating or what issues there might be. 


That, and she can actually spin her venom too. Adding certain aspects of her healing component 
into pills or other homemade concoctions makes it easier for her friends to get a boost if she’s not 
home. 


Genius, she knows. 


Her professors in school always made the comment that she could do a lot with her gift. Even some 
medical professionals made the comments on it every once in a while. Through time, her venom 
could be mass-produced and used similarly to Recovery Girl’s gummies or even something 
stronger. 


It’s unfortunate life ended up where it is now, but she won’t complain. 

She’s helping people regardless. 

And who knows, maybe one day she’ll be able to get to that point once again. 

Hiroto hums. “Yuma wanted to train in a few, are you all good with what you needed?” He asks. 
Yue nods, turning to look at him with the vial still in her hand. 


He flashes her a thumbs up. “Let me know if you need anything else. I’ve got plenty of blood.” He 
turns and makes his leave, making sure to wave his hand before walking down the hallway. 


She waits till his footsteps can only be heard faintly. 
She waits a moment before sighing, glancing at the blood in her hands. 


Her body turns to the counter and her hand reaches for the stack of folders. Pulling out the newer 


one, she flips it open. Her eyes scan the paper with the clip attached to its top, reading each 
sentence carefully. 


Yue looks at the vial and uncaps it, glancing back down at the notes. 


She grabs her pen from her pocket again, tapping it against her chin. She underlines a couple of 
sentences and writes below them. 


- Test seven: incorporating small doses of white blood cells into the mixture. 


e | part base, 2 parts neutralizer, /2 part venom, “4 part WBC 


She sets the pen down with a clack before walking over to the fridge. She bends down, opening it 
slowly. 


Grabbing the base, neutralizer, and a small sample of Midoriya’s blood, she stands up straight and 
turns around- kicking the door shut with her foot. 


Her coat tail sways behind her as she walks back across the room. She hooks her ankle on the stool 
by the counter, scooting it near. Sitting down, she sets the vials and blood down in front of her 
gently- bringing the notes closer. 


Focus settles deep within her as she grabs her readers from her shirt. The temple piece tucked in 
her collar, she pulls it up and slides them on her face. She pushes them up to her nose with her 
index finger, leaning forward. 


Her last tests have been failures. She’s getting closer, she knows- everyone seems to be working a 
little more each time. She’s only tried adding her venom to the mixture, not her own blood. There’s 
a chance her white blood cells could add some added boost to the neutralization of the mutation. 


But there’s still a chance it will fail, like all the others. 
She hasn’t told anyone of this test. 
There’s nothing worse than getting one's hopes up with something like this. 


Opening the base and neutralizer vials, she raises them to eye level. Yue pours them together 
slowly, waiting for the blue to lighten and react. She swirls the mixture, putting the empty vial on 
the counter. 


As she swirls, Yue reaches to the side, sliding the microscope from across the counter closer to 
her. Finger clicking on the light, she then reaches down and opens one of the drawers- grabbing a 
slide and cover slide as well as a small pipet. 


She hums to herself as she places the slides on the countertop. Looking at the mixture in her hands, 
she sees that it’s the desired color of blue and she stops swirling. Good. 


Reaching her hands forward again, she grabs the vial of her blood and sets it in one of the 
makeshift holders against the wall. Her hands move fast but smoothly, taking the pipet and sticking 
it into the vial with care. She sucks up a small portion of the white cells that have raised to the top, 
bringing them to the blue vial. She squeezes the blood into the vial, watching as the blood’s color 


lightly shifts with the solution. 
Hm. 

She lets one of her fangs poke out. 
Last step... 


Opening her mouth, she rests the vial right under one of her fangs. With focus, she lets only a small 
drop of her venom fall into the vial. She licks her teeth, letting them detract. 


She swishes the vial again. 


Moving the slide from its position on the counter, Yue then grabs the small sample of Midoriya’s 
blood. She uncaps it and carefully pours a couple of drops onto the slide. She hums to herself 
again, now replacing the blood with the pipet. She brings it to the blue solution and takes out a 
couple of drops, dripping them onto the slide. 


She sets everything down, taking a breath. 


With light fingers, Yue snags the thin plexiglass cover slide and lays it over the blood, watching as 
it spreads out evenly on the base slide. Just as carefully, she picks it up and slides it into the 
clamps of the microscope, securing it tightly. 


Scooting herself closer to the counter, Yue adjusts the magnification and leans forward- looking 
through the lens with one eye. 


Adjust the focus... 

She leans back and moves the slide a tiny bit, moving back in. 
Focus... 

The familiar green cells appear. 

Gotcha. 


Glancing to the side, Yue grabs her pen and the notes inside the folder- ready to write any sort of 
change. 


Midoriya’s blood is no boring sight under a microscope. Or even to the naked eye. Unlike a typical 
animal's blood cell, it moves and grows- vibrates in agitation. Hiroto’s is also an interesting sight, 
but it could never compare to his. 


It’s almost alien-like- unworldly. Unnatural. 
And it’s only gotten worse. 
She narrows her eye, focusing deeply on the blue infiltrating the cracks between the green. 


Like before, the solution creates agitation within the blood- speeding up its vibrations. It simulates 
a negative reaction, or in other words, if this were to be injected, the subject would writhe in pain 
and discomfort. 


She bites at her cheek. 


Come on...Ssettle. 
She zooms in slightly, adjusting the focus. 
Her free hand clicks the pen. 


The blue starts to surround the green like a blanket. It seeps and turns- trying to overpower the 
vibrations within the green. 


Yuma swallows. 


She wishes internally that this solution alone could reverse the effects of his cell mutation- heal the 
damage done. But unfortunately, it’s not that easy. 


The cells start to slow down- tired. 
Cell mutation like this is almost impossible to reverse. 
Slow and slow. 


But, it's possible to freeze it- keep it from mutating anymore. Prevent aggravation. That’s the main 
concern here. Midoriya along with many others is facing one big possible issue, and that’s being 
susceptible to caving into animalistic tendencies and aggression. Once that happens... 


It may be a little harder to slow down or stop. 


Yue holds her breath as the cells start to revert back to a stable movement. She wants to cross her 
fingers, cross her heart. 


Prey to a god- any god. She’s a damn atheist so that really says something right now. 
She chews at her lip, focusing on the lens. 


People need a bit of good news right now, including herself. Even if this slightly works, it’s a 
starting point to a possible cure. It’s something. 


She counts off. 

TOs. 

Oz: 

The blood stays stable. 
6... 

Stable. 

Sots 

Stable. 

Wait- 

She squints, zooming in. 


Yue lets out an irritated tisk as her eye catches something. God damn it. 


The cells are mutating again. Vibrating again- slowly returning back to an agitated state. It’s too 
overwhelming for the solution after a certain amount of time. 


She shakes her head, leaning back. Looking at the file, she writes under her notes for test seven. 


© Positive though not strong enough. Needs a higher concentration. 


She clicks her pen and sets it down. Her hand moves to her forehead and she leans on it- groaning. 
She’s tired of this. 


Leaning back she pushes up her glasses with a sign. 


Though...it’s a start. This is the best it’s been in days. By that, she means it’s lasted a couple of 
seconds longer. Better than nothing. 


Midoriya’s blood will be the hardest to work with, she knows that. Hiroto’s blood has always come 
back with better results. Lasting results, specifically. It’s no doubt that what she made today would 
work perfectly with Hiroto if an emergency ever arose. 


But Hiroto isn’t the main concern. 
It just needs to be stronger. 
Possibly more white blood cells... 


There’s something in the kid that she can’t figure out...no matter what she does to change the 
formula, his cells bounce right back the same way every time. 


She can’t break this down how she planned. She needs Dai. Because it seems the only person that 
semi understands his mutations is her. 


Yue grabs the side of her glasses, taking them off to rub her eyes. 
That man wants him for a reason. There is something inside him that no mutation has. 


And it scares her that she can’t figure it out. 


The help Inko offers isn’t much, but she is doing all she can given the situation. 
Panic. 

Fear. 

Anger. 

She’s only ever been in a situation like this once before, and she was young. 


And it was nothing as bad as this. Not even close. 


There is still blood on her clothes. Her hands. The faint sound of screaming and moaning can be 
heard outside the steel doors and walls. The thick concrete. 


It's from a nightmare. 
“Mrs. Midoriya, over here,” someone calls loudly in the commotion, grabbing her attention. 


The hero in blue- she later learned was named Manual- is waving for her across the room. He’s 
trying to help an older woman with a large gash on her arm. 


Adjusting the box of medical supplies in her arms, she scurries over to them. 


As she speeds through the crowd, she fights to avoid eye contact with dozens of others- rage-filled 
and upset. Some with minor injuries and already patched up. 


Some... 

It’s a good thing there are a couple of doctors here. 

She swallows, making her way to the hero and the woman. 

“Perfect, thank you,” Manual says, grabbing the box from her. 

Inko looks at the woman wince in pain, trying not to touch her bleeding arm. 


“Tt’ll be ok, miss,” he says comfortingly to the woman, reaching into the box for the bottle of 
disinfectant and wrappings. It’s not deep enough for stitches, but its still nasty. 


A graze from a claw... 
Inko bends down and grabs her hands out of instinct, getting a thankful look from the woman. 
She looks confused. Scared. 


“T don’t know what’s going on...” the woman says to Inko, looking around at the buzzing crowd of 
people. “I was just trying to go on a walk. The weather was so nice tonight...” 


It really was. 
Inko shakes her head. “I don’t know either, miss. I wish I did.” She holds on gently. 
Manual grabs a cloth and sprays it with the disinfectant. “This will sting a bit,” he warns her. 


The woman nods, squeezing Inko’s hand in preparation. She may not be that old, but she’s small. 
Not a lot of strength goes into the squeeze. 


The hero places the wet cloth on her arm, cleaning off the dripping blood. The woman squeezes her 
eyes shut, cringing with pain. 


Inko’s heart aches from her discomfort. Frowning, she tries to think of a way to distract her. Do 
anything. 


She leans in close, half smiling. 
“What’s your name, miss?” She asks softly. 


The woman takes a breath as Manual continues to wipe and clean her wound. She smiles lightly. 


“You can call me Kiku sweetie.” 
Inko continues to smile. “Do you have any kids, Kiku?” 
The woman smiles a little deeper. 


“Oh yes, two.” She opens her eyes. “I have two daughters who do hero work in the east,” Kiku says 
with a sense of proudness in her tone. She gushes. “My grandkids are over there as well. One of 
them just got accepted into Yuuei, actually.” 


“You must be so proud,” Inko says, getting a nod from the woman. She seems to be distracted 
enough to ignore the cleaning and wrapping of her wound. 


The woman dips her head. “I am. More than anyone.” 

Inko hums. 

“My son goes to Yuuei...” she blurts, getting a brightened expression from the woman. 
“Oh does he!” She beams. “How wonderful, dear. Does he enjoy it there?” 


Inko nods. “He seems to enjoy it. I worry for him though, he’s been through a lot this year...” she 
adds, trying not to think of the hell her son has endured these past few months. It hurts her heart too 
much to really process it all at once. 


The situation itself. 

The pressure. 

The agonizing pain. 

How she can’t do anything. 


Inko begged for her son to let her help- help alleviate the pain and suffering he can’t seem to shake. 
Offering to move to another country. Offering to do anything. 


But, there isn’t much anyone can do when they’re wanted like him. Not even a mother. The 
situation is tricky. To add, he got his stubbornness from his father- which doesn’t help in any case 
like this. 


Plus...she couldn’t take him from his friends. Because for the first time in a long time, he has 
people that are good to him. That takes care of him. 


They actually know how to help him too. 


The woman nods back with understanding. “Being a hero has its downs,” she says with a quieter 
tone. “But I always like to think that they are doing what they love, and that’s helping people.” 


Inko hums, glancing at Manual who is finishing up dressing her wound. 


“Hopefully your son is staying safe out there,” Kiku says, looking to the crowd. “I pray my kids 
and grandkids are alright, but I trust that they know how to take care of themselves. They always 
have.” Her face shifts to a frown for a quick moment before shaking her head and softly looking at 
Inko. She squeezes Inko’s hands with the intention of comfort. 


Inko swallows. 


“He’s off for a training camp, so I have trust that he’s doing alright away from this mess,” she 
mutters the last part, feeling a lump lodging itself in her throat. “Though, I always worry so I can’t 
do much about that part.” She huffs a small laugh, getting an identical one from the woman. 


Kiku nods. “Hopefully this doesn’t last long. I’m supposed to visit my family in a couple of days. 


29. 


Manual grabs a pair of medical scissors, cutting the last piece of wrapping. 
Someone tisks from nearby. It sounds irritating. 
Inko narrows her eyes in confusion, looking around. 


“Tt better end soon,” some younger man says with irritation. He’s sitting a few feet away from 
them, clutching his arm as a woman in white digs through a supply bag on the floor. 


There's a spine protruding out of his skin... 
“Those bloody things are disgusting.” 
Something aches in Inko’s heart. 


The woman next to him swallows in discomfort, trying to find the best way to remove the spine 
without further irritating him. 


He scoffs, glancing at her. 
“You’re all useless, aren’t ya?” he snaps, lifting his hand to the spine. 
The woman’s eyes widen. “Sir don’t-” 


The man rips it from his skin, letting blood droplets spray onto the woman’s clothes. He throws it 
out of the way. 


The woman sits there in shock as he continues looking at her like she’s a small bug beneath his 
shoe. He grabs a bottle of disinfectant and gauze and messily cleans and dresses the puncture 
wound. 


Inko and Kiku stare at him with nerves growing like an itch on their skin. 
“Sir, please stay calm,” Manual says, standing straight. 


“And what are you gonna do? Bend some water for me?” He snarks back, rolling his eyes as he 
tightens his bandage. 


“You all saw those things,” he continues, looking to Inko and Kiku. “You expect people to be 
calm? I saw one in the streets gnawing at someone’s skull like a chew toy.” 


Inko swallows again, trying to avoid eye contact. The way he speaks of these creatures makes her 
feel ill. 


Because he’s practically speaking about her son. 


“First that damn Oni, then Cerberus , now this? What has the quirked population become? I bloody 
knew something like this would happen eventually.” 


Inko squeezes Kiku’s hands unintentionally, getting a concerned look from the older woman. 
The woman by his side looks uncomfortable. 


“Sir, 1am going to say this again,” Manual says sternly. “Please refrain from speaking ill of this 
situation to avoid any sort of enhanced energy. We can’t afford an uproar.” 


“He’s got a point though,” another voice comes from the other side. A woman this time. Seemingly 
younger- hosting some sort of mutation quirk with horns. She doesn’t have any injuries, but her 
clothes are covered in soot. “We are allowed to be frustrated about this. They all came out of 
nowhere and our city is going to suffer at this rate.” She waves her hands around, joining the tone 
in her voice. “It’s like hell opened up in the middle of the road and let its demons out to play.” 


The man points to her, nodding. “I can’t be the only one here that thinks that there is something 
fishy going on. Cerberus should have been the nail in the door for that. I haven’t seen a quirk so 
horrifying in years.” 


Inko looks back and forth with each person. 


“No no you’re right. I’ve felt something off for a while now. It’s not natural.” The woman nods, 
narrowing her eyes in thought. “Maybe that damned wolf was the distraction for this.” 


Inko starts to feel her blood boil. 

“Yeah I agree, but it’s a damn mystery. Where the hell did those things even come from?” 
Inko’s hands start to shake and Kiku’s mouth opens. 

“What is it-” 


“But honestly, in the end, it doesn’t matter,” the man shrugs. “The heroes and police should just 
take them all out for the sake of our-” 


“Shut your mouth, sir,” Inko snaps. 
Both the woman and man look at her caught off guard. 
“Excuse me?” The man says, irritated. 


“T said shut your mouth,” Inko repeats, letting go of Kiku’s hands. “You don’t have enough 
information to be making claims like that.” 


The protective motherly side inside her soul is starting to crawl out and scream. 
“Mrs. Midoriya let’s just ignore them...” Manual tries to say. 
Inko just shakes her head. 


She doesn’t have room to assume either. But something about this doesn’t feel intentional on the 
sides of the creature. 


It doesn’t feel... 
Right. 


She may have a bias because of her son, but even so, none of this feels like a normal villain attack. 


Even if it is some elaborate villain organization, she doesn’t have room in her heart to hate right 
now. Her son wouldn’t fully explain the danger he was in, and she worries this is a part of it. He’s 
always seemed scared of something. And it was never just the public or heroes. 


“All those creatures could be innocent people. Or they could even be experiments that don’t know 
what else to do but scream and bite. They could be doing this because of the power of someone 
else.” 


“Listen here lady-” the woman starts but Inko puts her hand up. 


“My son has a mutation quirk like this,” she blurts, wishing she would just bite her tongue. But... 
too late. “I spent /0 years seeing people degrade and harass him because of something he can’t 
control. He never told me but a mother always knows, I was scared he wanted to end his life. 
Multiple times because of people like you.” 


The woman snaps her mouth shut. 


“He became aggressive and angry at the world. I lost the boy I once knew before his quirk came in. 
I lost him because you people have no room in your hearts for understanding or any sense of 
compassion. I felt so useless because I didn’t know how to help him.” 


She feels tears try to form. She sniffs, wiping her eyes with frustration. She can feel Kiku place a 
hand on her shoulder. 


Inko huffs. “Even if this is a large-scale villain attack. Even if each of these animals is doing this 
on purpose, maybe sit back and think about why they might be doing this.” 


The man opens his mouth but Inko gives him a look. He closes it fast. 


“This is bigger than you. Bigger than what you think,” Inko continues, feeling her nostrils flaring. 
“So take a damn moment and think over your thoughts and opinions before blurting them to the 
world. You’re embarrassing yourself.” 


It’s silent for a moment. 
The man clears his throat and looks to the side, the woman practically doing the same. 


“She’s right,” Manual says with a sigh. “This is clearly bigger than what we think, so let’s not start 
a panic or any sort of miss-interpretations.” 


Inko nods, blinking a tear. She wipes it with her tongue. 


Kiku leans forward. “Well said, sweetie.” Her hand squeezes her shoulder with comfort. “Just 
ignore them.” 


Inko gives her a half-smile, sniffing. “Thank you,” she wipes another tear, refusing to look at the 
two people she just ripped new ones for. “I’m just an emotional person when it comes to this stuff. 


“It’s understandable, hon,” Kiku continues, looking out to the crowd. 
“We’re moms...” 
Inko follows her gaze, watching as the commotion starts to die down. 


“Tt’s what we do. There’s simply no shame in that.” 


Shouta is scrambling around the building like a chicken with its head cut off. 


“Sensei, how are we all even supposed to get back??” Kirishima asks, trying to follow behind him 
as Shouta shoves his hands in desk drawers and cabinets. “Even if we can get back, what can we 
do in a city overrun with mind-controlled animals?” 


“That factor is not important right now,” Shouta responds. “We just need to get back immediately- 
help the detective and make sure none of the heroes doing any major harm. Tsukauchi can’t do it 
all by himself.” 


Yuma wines from behind Kirishima, trying to stick her nose in places and sniff for stuff. 
He needs keys... 
Keys... 


“Plus, we need to get Syouma to Yue as soon as we can. She’s got something that can help calm 
him down. We don’t know how long this is going to last.” 


He slams one of the drawers shut, moving on to another. 


Mandalay said that they have buses hidden on the property if there were ever an emergency. The 
keys are inside the main office- but the unfortunate downside about that is that no one knows 
which damn drawer. 


His shoulder is still in pain- dislocated and possibly cracked. His ribs are bruised, there are cuts 
and scrapes from dirt and rocks all over his skin and he feels disgusting. Sweaty, bloody, tired. 
Specifically, emotionally disgusting and drained. 


Yuma steps into the room a little more, sniffing around each drawer and cabinet. She cocks her 
head to the side, moving to another place. She doesn’t look too hot herself, all things considered, 
she was shocked till unconsciousness. 


Her nose bumps one of the top cabinet doors, the sniffing is a little more intense this time bringing 
Shouta’s head to her direction. She lifts her claw and hooks it on the handle, opening it. 


There’s a little jingle and Yuma’s ears perk up to points. 

The keys are hanging on a hook inside the door. 

Drawer my ass... 

Shouta sighs with relief, walking over to the cabinet and snagging the keys with a quick hand. 
“Are those it, sensei?”’ Kirishima asks. 

Shouta looks down at them to confirm. 


“Yeah, now we gotta go, kid. We gotta go now.” 


What a group, honestly. 


Injured heroes, two hero classes, a werewolf, an unconscious lion, and two old ass school busses in 
the middle of a forest. 


That’s one way to add a plot to a story. 


“Come on, we need to move the branches out of the way...” Mandalay says, scrambling to grab the 
cluster of fallen branches that sit in front and on the hoods of the vehicles. “Aizawa, go check to 
see if those old things can actually start.” She motions for Shouta to jump in as she throws sticks 
behind her. 


Shouta does just that, unlocking the bus and climbing through the squeaking doors. He doesn’t 
even sit down- leaning over the wheel and sticking the keys in the ignition. Turn. 


Wrrrr. 

He turns them again. 

Wrrrr. 

“Come on you old bastard...” he hits his palm on the wheel, turning the key again. 
Wrrr. 


Something slams on the hood hard. It jerks the bus, nearly sending Shouta flying into the bus 
aisle. 


Worrrrrrrr. 
A loud vrooming boom takes over and the headlights flash brightly. 


Shouta takes a breath, looking out the window. Yuma is staring at him with her fist on the hood, 
blinking her lashes. 


Dick. 


He narrows his eyes, sitting in the seat. “Stop looking at me like that and go move the damn 
branches.” 


Yuma opens and closes her mouth, making growling sounds to mock his tone before turning to 
help Mandalay. 


The classes move in and help- moving and pushing rocks and branches out of the way to make a 
clear path. There are two large busses with plenty of room. That’s only really a concern because of 
the extra cargo they need to shove inside. 


Syouma and Yuma. 


Inside a moving vehicle on the freeway. 


Yes. This is safe. 


With the urgency in Shouta’s tone, he gets everyone from his class on the bus he’s driving- 
counting heads with mania. Vlad does the same in the other, bringing the Pussycats with him and 
his class. 


Yuma ripped out a few seats from the back of their bus to make room- barely having to put in much 
effort because of the sheer lack of sturdiness these busses are. 


“Everyone sit down immediately!” lida yells in the bus aisle. Typically, the class likes to object or 
ignore his words. But for the first time... 


They listen. 


Shouta grabs the mirror, adjusting it slightly while his other hand grips the wheel till his knuckles 
feel numb. 


Yuma’s skinny body is laying in the aisle, head on her front paws and tail tucked under her- 
making herself appear small. She whines, looking down. Kirishima’s hand dangles from his seat, 
gently brushing his fingers against Yuma’s ears. 


Todoroki is on the floor in the back where the ripped-out seats are, slowly stroking Syouma’s 
unconscious head with care and delicacy. His face is almost emotionless as his hand strokes and 
strokes- tangling his fingers in the tough fur on Syouma’s neck. 


He’s watched the kid do it with Midoriya before... 
Everyone else sits quietly. Very very quiet. 
Shouta leans his elbow against the seat, turning to view his class. He swallows. 


“Everyone hold on, I’m definitely not going the speed limit,” he says, turning back around and 
grabbing the shift and yanking it down into drive. He glances at Vlad out the window, nodding his 
head once. 


He gets a similar nod from his colleague. 
And with that, he wastes no more time. 
I’m coming for you kid... 

Shouta looks through his mirror again. 
If it's the last thing I do. 


And he steps on it. 


Nishi growls from chest to throat like a rabid dog. Her hand grips one of the bars confining her. 


“Oh don’t give me that damn look,” the LC walking towards her snaps, rolling his eyes. He 
crouches down. “You did this to yourself.” 


“You’re an ignorant fool for continuing this,” she responds, voice rough from her yelling and 
screaming moments ago. “All of you.” 


After watching the show that was put on right in front of her eyes, her stomach has been aching and 
churning. Her head has been pounding and her dry eyes want to cry so bad. 


It truly was sickening. 


Not because of the sheer violence or blood-freezing screams, but because she wasn’t as in control 
as she thought she was. 


She’s lost. 


They’ve lost. 


The LC moves his head closer in a taunting manner. “It’s a job, sweetheart. You know as much as I 
do.” 


“T truly doubt that,” Nishi snarls. If her powers were in any use at the moment, she’d stick out a 
forked tongue with annoyance. 


His eyes stare her down and he hums with amusement, tilting his head. “He wants you in the pits 
today. Might as well make some use out of you now that you’re a dirty rat .” 


“Of course he does,” she narrows her eyes. “Who doesn’t end up in the pits these days...” 
She expected it, truly. Anyone with any sort of traitorous mentality gets sent straight to the pits. 


There's another hum, only slightly more amused this time. “There is a good lineup tonight. I think 
youll want to see all this.” 


Nishi tisks. “I’m so excited.” 


“Full crowd too,” he adds, reaching into his coat pocket. He pulls out his retractable snare pole, 
stroking the metal side. “I think you’ ll find this event exciting.” 


Nishi bares her teeth as he unlocks her cell. Her fists clench. 


The door squeaks fully open and the LC extends the snare and wraps it around her neck, pulling 
tight. She chokes with a growl, furrowing her brows down. He pulls her out as his finger teases the 
shock button with a warning. Hovering over it like it's a threat. 


Nishi stumbles out as he yanks her again, chains rattling behind her. They aren’t attached to the 
cell, but it’s still confining. Quirk suppressing chains wrapped around each ankle- tying her 
together- she feels the metal rubbing at her raw skin through each minor movement. 


Prisoner she is. Wonderful. 


He pulls her out of the monitor room she was isolated in. He pulls her hard through the doorway 
and she almost trips on the chain. 


She growls. 
“T can fucking walk, asshole,” she says with a choke as he pulls harder. 
“IT know,” he says, irritated. 


Nishi digs her nails in her palms as she shuffles behind him with her chin in the air. The snare is 
tight on her trachea and breathing is limited. She wheezes through each breath, flaring her nostrils. 


They walk through the hall of piss and blood. Rusting pipes and leaking walls. Irritated snarling 
and groaning, claws paw at the concrete and reach for her. But, instead of the usual paw for help- 
plead for help- it's a paw to catch her ankles. Scratch her, bite her, kill her. They bare their teeth 
and gnaw at the bars and all Nishi can do is watch. 


“Get back!” the LC snaps, stepping his foot on one of the creatures’ paws, making it yelp and 
cower back. 


Nishi snarls at him, lifting her lip high and exposing her teeth and gums. 


There’s a loud rumbling growl from the left. Nails scratching on the pavement. 
It’s louder than the others- not as familiar. It’s bigger. Hotter. Heavier. 
Her eyes glance to the side and her heart sinks to her shackled feet. 


Cerberus paces back and forth in his cell, eyes bright and venomous. His lips are raised as acid 
drips and drips from his exposed fangs. He stares at her as he paces, pinning his ears back to his 
neck. 


A pair of smaller red eyes look in her direction, and a head of tangled blonde hair turns. 
So he is here. 


Bakugou Katsuki glares at her as she is dragged through the last bit of the hall. He’s slumped on 
the ground, back pressed against the rotting wall. He raises his lip like Cerberus. 


“T-” she vocalizes without thinking. The snare is yanked on her neck again. 

“T’m so sorry, kid,” she wheezes, getting pulled with more force this time. She nearly falls. 
“Quit yapping, move it,” the LC grumbles as he unlocks the door and opens it with aggression. 
The kid looks at her with a raised brow as she turns her head back. 

“Stay with him, Bakugou...” she mutters loud enough for him to hear. “Please.” 


Bakugou opens his mouth, but she’s pulled through the door before he even gets the chance to 
respond. 


But something tells her she doesn’t even want to hear it. 


Because she just might start crying if she does. 


The turned out to be harder than Naomasa anticipated. 


To be fair, he didn’t have super high expectations for this process to go smoothly- It’s not like 
capturing giant feral mutant animals would be the easiest of things to do in his profession. But, 
this... 


This was not exactly what he had in mind. 


“Trangs?? Seriously??” Mirko yells from overhead, loading the handheld pistol-shaped trang gun. 
“You’re ruining my aesthetic over here, detective!” She snaps the gun closed before aiming and 
firing at an oversized cat with a scorpion tail. It hits its neck, sending it skidding to the ground. 


She shoots it again. 
And again. 


A typical tranquilizer shot for police work has the power to knock out a grown man immediately. 
They’ ve grown their formulas to prevent delays because of the rise of criminal activity over the 
years. 


But obviously, some people don't have the equivalent bodyweight of a 160-pound grown adult 


man. 


These tranquilizers are used for criminals or people with violent refusals holding larger mutation- 
based quirks. A horse tranq? No, not exactly. 


The concentration of ketamine in this drug is strong enough to take out a rhinoceros. 
Was this idea a horrible one in the past? Yeah, it was. It was a terrible idea. 


It takes one of these to knock out All Might- don’t ask how he found that out. One. Only for a short 
time because, well, it's All Might for Christ's sake. Even drugs like this can affect the number one. 


But... 


It takes three to knock out one of these creatures- through unfortunate realization. The scariest 
thing about that is that they should share the same bodyweight as the intended target, at least based 
on their overall size or muscle percentage. 


Through that realization, it is clear that the amount of adrenaline pumping through their bodies 
forms a sort of refusal within the body. Animals are always affected by drugs differently. Just one 
dose doesn’t do it for their fast-pumping hearts and heightened senses. 


It has to be three. 


Death Arms launches himself onto the cat’s back as it starts to lose consciousness. He holds out a 
rope and begins to tie its arms and legs together. Tie its snout to its legs like a hog. Inhumane, yes 
Naomasa knows. It’s a lot. 


But they don’t have much choice. Not anymore. 


He had to radio other stations around Japan to inform them that the trangs are the only way to go 
about this- killing will result in an immense backfire. He hopes they listened, or at least semi 
considered it even though he was vague. He doesn’t have much control, even if he’s a lead 
detective. 


No one has control over people’s actions in this sort of situation, truly. 


“Where the hell is All Might in this freaking situation!?” Death Arms struggles, tying the last knot 
in the rope. “The ass really likes to pick his battles lately!” 


Naomasa is punching himself right now. He knows Toshi is too. 


Loading his gun, Naomasa groans to himself. “He’s with the students at their training camp!” He 
nearly bites his tongue from the lie. 


It’s the best he’s got. 


Death Arms shakes his head with annoyance. Getting off the creature’s back while grabbing the 
end of the rope, he starts to drag the cat towards the station. They’ re trying to hold them in the cells 
for now- it’s the only place nearby that even has the capability to hold people or animals of such 
Size. 


Naomasa reaches in his pocket and presses the police car key he snagged. 


The siren starts to blare and Mirko raises her ears to listen. She tightens her grip on the gun. 


It’s a cycle. 

Attract with the siren, shoot down, capture. 
Repeat. 

Seriously , this is the best he’s got. 

A deep hiss echoes from below. Reptilian. 
Oh for the love of God. 


“That shit better not be in the sewers or I am going to lose it-” Mirko starts, holding her gun out and 
ready. 


The manhole a few feet in front of them pops open like a soda cap, flying up and crashing into a 
parked car. 


A snake head the side of a Great Dane squeezes through the tight space, tongue slithering out of its 
dry lips like it is its own creature. 


“Snakes...of course, it had to be snakes...”” Mirko grumbles, aiming steadily at the serpent. 
Naomasa blinks slowly. 
He better get paid leave time after this. 


Death Arms moves quickly in the background, dragging the cat from earlier with more speed and 
determination. 


The snake slowly squeezes and writhes out of the manhole with eyes bright yellow and acidic. It 
hisses, tongue growing long. Opening its mouth, it reveals rows and rows of teeth large enough to 
puncture and crush a skull. 


It groans and grumbles, continuing to slip its long body from the opening. Its snout curls and 
scrunches with anger as its eyes practically flicker with murderous rage. 


Naomasa clenches his fist as he watches the snake starts to tighten its body- tighten its tail against 
the concrete as the last of its body slides out with ease. The slime and sludge from the sewer coats 
its scales as it sways and curls. It is as if a prehistoric creature has risen from the dead, staring at 
everyone and their souls with its beady little eyes. 


Naomasa focuses on its tail. He focuses. 


Snake behavior is all in the body and the tail. The tighter it curls its body, the more pressure, and 
leverage it has against the ground. 


And this is a big snake. 


“Hey, detective...”” Death Arms mutters from behind, taking another step towards the station as the 
snake’s tongue flicks. “Is that thing about to-” 


“Yup.” Naomasa interrupts. “You may wanna move. Right now.” 


The snake hisses, practically vibrating its body from the pressure. 


“Mirko!” Naomasa screams, preparing to dive out of the way. 

The snake slams its tail on the ground, striking faster than predicted. Much faster. 

“SHIT!!” 

Naomasa throws his body to the side, slamming his shoulder against the soot-covered asphalt. 
He hears the click of Mirko’s trigger but- 

“FLASHFIRE FIST!!” 


A serpent squeal and hiss of pain tunnel through Naomasa’s ears from behind. He can hear the 
writhing and squirming of a body against the ground. The thumping and quake of the ground. 


Agony. 
Naomasa turns his body on the ground to lock eyes with bright blue. 


Endeavor is standing above the snake with his foot on the upper throat ready to choke and kill. 
Fists full of fire and anger he heats his body to extremes. Naomasa can almost feel the heat from 
where he stands. 


The snake screeches. 


“Endeavor!!”? Naomasa screams, scrambling to his feet. His shoulder aches as he straightens his 
g 
arm. “Don't!!”’ 


Endeavor grinds his teeth and snaps his head to glare. 


“What?! You going to protect this one too?!” He presses his foot down and the snake starts to 
squirm with more determination. Endeavor releases a stream of fire onto its body, ceasing the 
movement with a pained reptilian yelp. 


“Did you not listen to my orders from before?” Naomasa steps closer, glancing down at the 
drooling snake below the hero. “We aren’t harming them.” 


“T heard them, but I won’t be so blind as everyone else. If you think I will show mercy to these 
creatures you are mistaken -” 


Gunfire from above goes off, making Naomasa and Endeavor flinch. 
The snake’s body twitches from impact. 

BOOM 

BOOM 

Mirko drops down from her post and Naomasa looks at the snake. 


Its eyes are shutting as its body starts to relax. Endeavor lets go of its throat with a scowl on his 
face as he notices the now limp creature beneath his foot. 


Gripping the trang gun, Mirko stomps up to the flame hero with her ears flattened back. “God, you 
really are an asshole that likes to make things difficult for everyone .” She stops right in front of the 
man before lifting her body up on her toes. 


“Tell me why I shouldn’t shove this gun down your damn throat and shoot till your airways 
close?” She lifts the gun and points it to his head, finger dangerously close to the trigger. 


Endeavor scrunches his face with disgust, moving to slap the gun from her hand. 
Uh oh. 


Mirko grabs his wrist and twists it, lifting her lower body up and hooking her legs around 
Endeavor’s neck. Pulling her upper body up she now has herself wrapped around the hero’s neck in 
a tight hold ready to snap it. 


Her hand grabs his hair and she moves her head close with intimidation. The gun is still pointed at 
his head with her other hand. 


Endeavor grabs her thigh with a hand but she just squeezes tighter. He struggles to inhale. 


The flame around his body flickers with irritation and there is a chance it is burning Mirko’s legs 
the tighter she squeezes. 


But her eyes show no care. 


“You are going to listen to what we say, you piece of flaming shit ,” she says with a growl, pressing 
the barrel of the gun to his forehead. “There is someone or something at the center of all of this.” 


Endeavor narrows his eyes and chokes. 

“Tf you kill or harm these creatures you are only making it fucking worse.” 

“L-let go of me you r-rat-” 

Mirko grips his hair harder. Naomasa can almost hear each strand ripping from his scalp. 


“Like hell. I’m being serious, and so are they.” She motions her head to Naomasa and Death Arms. 
“Keep them alive so we can figure out who is at the center of all this shit, capiche?” 


She squeezes her legs tighter and Endeavor grips her thigh. He groans with frustration, showing off 
his teeth. 


His stubbornness will get him killed one day. 
Specifically by this five-foot bunny. 
“F-fine,” he spits. 


“Great,” she says with a smile, letting his hair go and shoving the gun into her belt. She untangles 
her legs, falling backward- letting her hands hit the ground first. She flips over in a backhand 
spring, blowing a piece of hair from her face. 


Endeavor inhales a large breath, rubbing his neck with tear-pricked eyes. 
Mirko turns her head to look at Naomasa. 
“You know the drill, let's get these suckers wrapped up.” 


Naomasa blinks at her before snapping out of his thoughts. 


God bless whoever she marries... 
He glances to the side, watching as the flame hero crosses his arms with stubborn anger. 


“You may wanna listen to her, Endeavor,” he says, pushing up his sleeves as he walks towards the 
snake and past the hero. 


Endeavor raises his brow. 

“Because she could kill you if she wants.” He passes Endeavor. 

“And I'll simply make it seem like you were eaten alive by the animals you wanted dead.” 
“Well...I guess it’s safe to say we’re all fucked,” Dabi says with a raised brow, placing his lips on 
the stained glass of whiskey in his dry hands. 

“No shit Sherlock,” Twice responds. “Oh hush, everything is fine!” He immediately snaps back. 


Compress huffs next to Dabi, gripping onto his glass with his elbows on the bar. “I never knew just 
how big that wolf was...” 


“Forget that,” Dabi responds, turning his body. “That damn devil was able to flip a switch in its 
brain like that.” He snaps his fingers, taking another sip of his drink with a wince. “For all the 
beasts out there.” 


He had to turn the tv off. It was too much, even for him. 


“T don’t even want to know what he did to make that possible.” He shakes his head. “It’s fucking 
mayhem right now. I think I watched someone get ripped in half.” 


“Don’t be so stressed about it,” Toga chirps from behind, waving her legs above her as she lays 
upside down on the couch. “It’s not like we’re directly being affected by it.” 


“Yeah but we are, space buns,” Dabi clicks his teeth. “We helped him once but you should know 
better than to think that he’ Il stop there. We quite literally made a deal with the devil.” He raises 

his glass, looking back to the front. “Plus, you know, we were there so he could probably drag us 
down with him for affiliation...” He half rolls his eyes before knocking back the rest of his drink. 


The warm burn travels down his throat as he slams the glass onto the counter. 


“What do you think his actual goal is?” Compress asks, turning in his seat. “He wanted that kid for 
something but was never quite...exact with his wording. The weirdo spoke with a lot of metaphors 
and also in Latin??” 


“Don’t know and don’t care,” Dabi responds with a side-eye. “The more I know about that psycho 
the more I want to shove my hands down my throat.” He shivers. 


“He wants to make the world pay,” a voice comes from the hallway followed by lazy shuffling. 
Dabi glances to the side, narrowing his eyes. “Well, you look like shit.” 
“Thank you, I try,” Shigaraki responds with venom in his tone. 


“What do you mean by that exactly, Shigaraki?” Compress asks, genuinely intrigued by his words. 
“Because in a sense, we all do.” 


Shigaraki hums, walking behind the bar. 
His mist friend is out for the day doing surveillance, leaving them to make their own damn drinks. 


Shigaraki scratches his neck before grabbing a dirty glass and a half-empty bottle of vodka. 
Flicking off the cap, he pours it straight into the glass. 


“Oh you know...was treated like shit by society for his appearances so he’s spent twenty years of 
his psychotic life devoting himself to making people eat their own words all while creating a sense 
of fear in the crime world for his horrifying mad scientist persona.” 


He slams the bottle down and takes a Jong sip of his drink, coughing in disgust. 


Dabi may not be one to care, or really want to know, but after the training camp, Shigaraki has 
been more manic than usual. 


Hence the sour attitude that’s worse than the lukewarm vodka he’s downing. 
He raises a brow as the ashy man in front of him taps his fingers on the sticky bar counter. 


“T thought my master's plan was grand but...” Shigaraki sneers. “Well, I was clearly wrong about a 
lot of things.” 


“Jeez, who pissed in your mouth today,” Toga calls from the couch. 
Shigaraki glares at her. 


“He needed that kid for his own sick game. To drain his blood like cattle and make an army of 
monsters just like him.” 


Dabi’s face goes numb. 
“And no one in this damn city who knew seemed to give a shit.” 
“Well, your attitude about this has certainly...changed,” Compress mutters. 


“And why wouldn’t it?” Shigaraki snaps, coming close to pressing all five fingers on his glass. 
“You do realize this is fucking insanity, right?” He sounds like he’s about to start laughing 
maniacally from the way his body is positioned. 


“The most powerful man in the world refuses to kill him for some sick game of power control. He 
acknowledges how dangerous he is, and my master never does that.” 


Dabi opens his mouth. 

“Ever.” Shigaraki takes another swig of his vodka, lifting his lip as it goes down hard. 
Welp. 

He’s lost it. 

The leader has lost his marbles. 


“And what do you want us to do about it?” Toga adds again with a hint of muse in her tone, clearly 
trying to get herself killed. Dabi shoots her a look. 


Shigaraki looks about ready to murder her when there’s a knock at the door. 
Everyone freezes. 

“Did someone order something?” Twice jokes. “No.” 

There’s a fourth knock, only harder. 

Aggressive. 

Toga nearly flinches. 

Five long seconds pass. 

“Twice, you get it,” Dabi and Toga say at the same time without a pause. 
“Mannnn what the hell-” 

“What a bunch of villains you are...” Compress interrupts, getting out of his seat. 
Shigaraki raises his brow as their ally walks over to the door without hesitation. 


“If there is someone on the other end with a knife I hope you know that I won’t be sad if you’ re 
stabbed,” Toga comments. 


“Thanks,” he responds half hereditary, grabbing the doorknob and twisting it. 

The door squeals on its old hinges and almost immediately the faint screams from outside amplify. 
“Oh, what the hell...” Compress says, looking at the door. His hand moves to grab something. 
“What is it?” Dabi asks, curious. 

Compress hesitates. “It’s a letter.” 

Dabi narrows his eyes. “And?” 

Compress leaves the hesitation, grabbing the letter and whatever is holding it to the door. 
Dabi gets a clear look at it now as Compress turns his body. 

“Ts that a fucking tooth?” Toga nearly screams, flailing off the couch. 

Well... 

Things just keep getting fucking worse. 


Compress holds a blood-stained fang the size of a knife in one hand, and a sealed envelope in the 
other like it’s a bizarre game clue. He flips it around to examine it. 


“Tt’s for you, Shigaraki.” He looks up, getting a scrunched expression from Shigaraki in response. 


“What?” Shigaraki moves from behind the bar, stomping up to the door. He snatches the envelope 
from his hand when he gets close, looking directly at the blood-red seal on the back. 


He clicks his tongue, sticking his fingernail under the seal and popping it open. Pulling out a slim 
sheet of paper, his eyes read over the material quickly. 


But he pauses, stopping his moving eyes mid-sentence. 

“What? Get a letter from a secret admirer?” Dabi snarks. 

Shigaraki doesn’t move. His fingers slightly grab the paper tighter. 

“What does it say?” Compress adds, stepping closer. His hand still holds the bloody tooth. 
Fucking gross... 

Shigaraki’s eyes move again, only it seems he’s re-reading it. 

He hasn’t been quiet like this before. 

“Dude, you’re scaring us,” Dabi adds to the silence. “What the hell does it-” 


Shigaraki presses his pinkie onto the envelope and letter tightly, immediately making it crumble 
and disintegrate into dust. 


Dabi’s face falls and everyone goes still. 
“We were just fucking invited to Hell...” his hands are shaking. 
Toga sits up straight. 


“That demon is putting on a show,” Shigaraki nearly laughs as he speaks, wiping off his now dust- 
covered hand on his pants. “Fucking freak...” 


“What- we aren’t going, right?” Compress asks with seriousness in his tone. He steps closer, 
changing his body language. 


“Oh, we’re going alright.” 


Confusion swirls in Dabi’s mind. He looks to Toga and then Twice to see if they understand. They 
don’t from the look in their eyes. The narrowness of their eyes and their body language becomes 
uncomfortable. He had to of gone mad to think this is a good idea. After everything? After all he’s 
said? What kind of thing possessed him into thinking going there is a good- 


His thoughts pause. 

Oh. 

Oh... 

Shigaraki moves his hand up to scratch his neck. 

“If he wants us there, he’ll get us,” Shigaraki continues, showing off a smile. 
“Along with the shit show, we are sure to ensue.” 

And the man starts laughing. 

He laughs. 

Things don’t typically creep Dabi out, or unsettle him, really. But... 


Everything about this situation is putting pins in his spine . 


His eyes catch Toga’s for a moment. 

They both swallow. 

Well...they’re in this now. 

Too late to turn back. 

Katsuki cracks his eyes open with a groan, feeling the dried mucus in each crevis stick to his 
lashes. 

It smells like shit in here. Sweat, blood, piss. 

Sitting up, his chains rattle as he leans against the wall. 

His back aches. 

So does every damn bone in his body. 

He rubs his head, looking to the back of the cell with tired eyes. 


Deku is curled in the opposite corner as him, all four eyes open. They’re staring at him intensely. 
Staring at him as if he’s prey. 


It makes him sick. 


His breathing is slow and concentrated and the hair on his back is raised. Those damn pointy ears 
of his are nearly pressed all the way against his neck. 


He hasn’t stopped staring at him like that since they got here. 


Katsuki sighs, looking to the dimly lit hall. He doesn’t know how long he’s been here, nor does he 
know what’s going to happen to them. 


“Deku...” he mutters, turning his head to look at him again. 

Deku narrows his eyes. 

“T don’t know if you can hear me in there but...” his voice is hoarse and dry. He’s dehydrated. 
He licks his dry lips before placing his hand on his head. 

“Tt’ll be ok, Pll figure this out...PII-“ 

The hallway door nearest to them is thrown open. 

Deku snarls, curling his nails against the cement with a screech. 

The rats in white start pouring in, snare poles in hand. 

Katsuki clenches his fist and presses himself tightly against the wall. 

His eyes watch as cell doors are opened with aggression. 


His eyes watch as snares are wrapped around creatures’ necks. 


He watches and listens as the animals are shocked. Screaming and growling, clawing and 
snapping. 


Katsuki looks back at Deku, feeling his heart rate spike. 
Somethings wrong. 


Creatures are dragged down the hall and out the door, shocks going through their necks to keep 
them from attacking. He can see the twitching in their lips like they are thinking about it. Thinking 
about reaching forward and biting the lab-coated bitches heads off. 


Chains rattle and drag. 

Moaning and groaning. 

Katsuki starts to breathe heavier. 

Fuck. 

Shit. 

Three people walk towards their cell. 

The door opens with a squeal and Deku rises to his feet. 

One of the men looks down at Katsuki, snapping his finger. 

“You, up,” he says with a short tone. 

Katsuki’s lips raise with sour intent. 

“Make me.” 

It’s not long until two big hands reach down and grab him by the hair, yanking him up. 
Katsuki yells in pain as he’s shoved against the cell bars. 

The other two walk-in with snares, their fingers teasing the shock buttons. 
Deku’s tail rattles as he begins to snarl louder and louder. 

Fuck. 

The snares are sent out, wrapping around Deku’s neck. 

Bright blue shocks immediately buzz through his body and he howls in pain. 
Acid sprays as he shakes his head and backs up. 


“Don’t you fucking touch him-AHG!” Katsuki squirms under the man’s grasp. “Don’t touch 
him!!” 


The snare poles shock again. 
And again. 


And again. 


Deku bucks and yanks, eyes now tearing from the pain. 

Katsuki can smell his hair burning. 

Another person in white runs into the cell, going straight to the wall where Deku is connected. 
Deku attempts to swipe his tail at him and claw at him, but the shocks get bumped up. 

He chokes, nearly falling to the ground. 

The man by the wall unhooks his chains, turning and nodding his head. 


“Move it,” the man holding Katsuki says, pushing him out of the door with aggression and 
impatience. 


“What the fuck are you doing!?” Katsuki yells, looking back at Deku. 

The two holding him pull him out after Katsuki. 

Something really doesn’t feel right. 

“Hey! Pm talking to you!” He yells at the man holding his chains tightly. He jerks his hands. 
No response. 

“Fucking bitch, [’m talking to you-“ 

The man shows no ounce of patience. 

Turning around, he swings his fist and nails Katsuki on the side of his skull. 
His ears start ringing and his vision blurs. 

“Fucking...” he slurs as he starts to feel dizzy. 

The man grabs his shoulder tightly. 

“Better shape up, brat,” he snarls with gross yellow teeth. 

“Or [Pll make it so you’re in every single bracket today.” 

Bracket... 

Bracket... 

He blinks. 

What does... 

Deku howls from behind. 

Katsuki’s chains are pulled and he’s forced to walk again. 

The sound of animals fighting grows near as soon as he walks out of the hall. 


The sound of cheering. Screaming. 


Booing, cooing. 

His ears continue to ring. 

The man in front of him chuckles deeply. 

“This is going to be good .” 

And Katsuki feels nothing but panic inside his empty stomach. 


Nothing but absolute, pure, fear . 


Heavy... 

Heavy... 

Everything is... 

Dripping and sloshing. 

Nauseating squishing and swirling. 

It’s cold. But at the same time... 

It’s hotter than hell. 

Burning. 

Freezing. 

Wet. 

Tight, slimy restraints tighten against skin. 
Tighten like snakes constricting an antelope. 
It smells like tar. 

“Deku...” a voice echoes. 

“T don’t know if you can hear me in there but...” 
A bang and a ring. 

A warm sensation on the thick skin of a neck. 
“Tt'll be ok...” 

Something screams. 

Echoing. 

Echoing. 


Echoing 


Eyes open fast. 


Izuku lurches forward in his wet restrains, gasping for air. 


“Bakugou!” 
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Hands grip at Katsuki’s hair as he is dragged across the floor that smells more and more like rot 
the closer they get to a darkened hallway. 
He can hear what sounds to be a crowd cheering. Screaming. It is so damn loud . 
A roar. 
A scrambling yelp. 


Grunting and snarling, Katsuki kicks his feet and squirms in his chains as his scalp burns from the 
constant pulling. He can hear ripping on top of the echoing yells inside his head. He can feel his 
skin rub raw from the disgusting piss rotting floor the more he kicks and moves. 


He’s been dragged for what feels like hours. 


Deku is walking behind him in a limp, breathing harshly through his gapped mouth. Drool and acid 
drip through each exhale from his prolonged fangs- sizzling and burning. Two electric snares are 
wrapped around his neck with a buzzing warning. The hum of the poles can be heard faintly. 


Katsuki can see Deku’s lip twitching. 


He can see those soulless eyes staring right at him. Blank. 


Feral. 
That’s when the dragging stops. 


Katsuki cracks his neck to the side to try and look at what is being done. To see why the hell 
they’ ve stopped. 


The asshole holding onto him tight knocks at the door in front of them with his knuckle. 

A small metal window slides open. 

“Etiam?” 

Latin. 

The man holding him takes a step to the side so the eyes within the gap can clearly see Deku. 
A pause. 

A chuckle. 

“So the pup found his way, eh?” The window slides shut. 

What feels like a rock sinks into Katsuki’s stomach. 

Clicking and creaking, the sound of locks being undone can faintly be heard on the other side. 
The door swings open. 

The man holding him grips his hair tighter. 


“A child too?” The man on the other side says in question. Katsuki can’t see what he looks like 
from his angle. But the deepened, raspy, accented voice can only give him so much of a sick 
feeling. 


“Package deal, he came with the wolf.” 

There is another pause as the dragging continues. 

Katsuki scrunches his face as an immediate smell hits his nose. 
It is like nothing he’s smelt before. 


Rotting meat with the undertones of body fluids of all kinds. His stomach is flipping and curling 
into knots. 


“He’s that kid from Yuuei that can explode shit, boss thought it would be fun to add him in.” 
Into what? ? 


The pressure on his hair is released and he’s thrown into the room harshly. His shoulder and hands 
land on something warm and wet. With a groan, he lifts himself and stares at his hands with 
dryness in his eyes. 


Red. 


Deep deep red. 


Deku is pushed inside and Katsuki can see his lips raising more and more into a threatening snarl. 
His ears are pinned like a horse ready to bite. 


“You’re gonna want to run as soon as you release those snares, boys,” the prick that held Katsuki 
says, walking out of the doorway. “He’s a smart one.” 


The two men in lab coats stand with preparation, fingers hovering over one of the buttons on their 
poles. The man from the door stands by the wall, leaning with no worry. It’s still too dark to make 
out any features. 


There is a large sledgehammer right next to him, mimicking his pose. 


And Katsuki can’t exactly tell if it’s his eyes playing tricks on him or not, but the metal end is 
stained to a rusting red. 


And there are bits of brain matter scattered across its aging sides. 

He swallows thickly, looking back at Deku. 

Click. 

Release. 

Deku’s head snaps to the side like a strike from a snake- mouth wide and ready to bite. 
Both of them duck and scramble to the door as Deku’s tail puffs and rattles. 

“Watch out for the-” 

Deku barks, flicking his tail as the men reach the open door. 


“FUCK!” One of the spines lodges into one of their thighs, spraying drops of blood. The injured 
man drops and crawls out of the closing door in a panic. Like an infant with fresh thoughts of 
walking, speeding away from their angry guardian. 


Deku lunges at the door only for the mysterious man from earlier to step in front. 
The sledgehammer from before is now gripped tight within his hand. 
Moving his arms into a full swing, he cracks Deku straight across the head. 


“DEKU!” Katsuki yells as he watches Deku’s body pound against the ground with a crumpled 
yelp. His body folds into an unnatural position from the force, nearly cracking and snapping a bone 
on his lower back. 


Katsuki’s eyes widen as he watches Deku flail his limps as a bug does in upsidedown dismay, 
attempting to get back up. 


But the man tilts his head with muse, taking a step forward. 
He points the hammer forward, stepping closer and closer. 
Katsuki swallows and scoots back. 


Deku violently snaps his teeth at the man full of disinterest, head now gushing from an open 


wound above his right two eyes. 
Blood drips onto the ground with the acid from his tongue. Like a sink that won't stop leaking. 


As the man moves closer and out of the shadows, Katsuki can begin to make out what menace he’s 
exactly looking at. 


Purple that is as rich as royalty stains his narrowed eyes. 


Claws grip at the handle of the hammer, sharp and dirty. They can only compete with the ones 
guarding Deku’s paws- large and threatening. 


His rolled-up sleeve and exposed, twitching muscle make Katsuki’s throat dry up. Impossible to 
swallow down his nerves. 


Deku snaps his jaw again as deep green blood starts to flow over his right eyes, blinding him 
partially. 


“You really are a feisty one, pup.” 
The hammer he holds leans forward and touches Deku’s matted snout. A tap, simply. 
Deku’s entire body convulses in pain, legs shaking and eyes shut tight. 


He shrieks, dropping back down to the ground fully as if he was hit again with the same force as 
before. 


What the hell? 
“T think I am going to enjoy that most.” 


Katsuki’s body is frozen. It is completely frozen as he watches Deku pant in agony- like his brain 
is forcing a painful painful memory onto his body. 


The deep purple moves to look at Katsuki and he flinches. 
The sound of a crowd cheering continues in the background, ringing Katsuki’s eardrums. 


A small smile quirks on the man's lips as he brings his bloodied hammer down to the ground. He 
leans on it, looking down at Katsuki. 


“You may not have been expected, child,” he hums, glancing to the back. 
Katsuki’s ears catch quiet whimpering and moans. 

There are others in here. 

Scared and hidden within the shadows. 

“But no matter.” 

Katsuki’s breath gets stuck in his throat. 


“The demons imprisoned here in hell will make you welcome, for no soul shall be left out of this 
judgment no matter the skin you wear.” 


Katsuki narrows his eyes and glances at Deku. 


“Does everyone here like to roleplay as demonic psychopaths or is it just you and the masked 
prick?” Katsuki lets fly from his lips without a filter. 


A habit he wished he fixed a long time ago. 
The man blinks, tilting his head. 
Fuck. 


Katsuki clears his throat with discomfort, moving slightly on the ground so his chains rattle and 
screech. 


A short chuckle escapes from the man's mouth, showing off pointy canines. 


“Believe what ya want, child. This may not be the flaming pits that belong to the feared creature in 
horns, but I can ensure that we occupy a place with many similarities.” 


Picking up the hammer, he lifts the metal end to his face close. He examines the crusted ends and 
clumped cells from matter and blood. 


Dragging a finger across the new shiny green, he brings it to his lips and licks it with a breath. 
Rubbing his index and thumb together, he looks back down at Katsuki. 


“Hell is a prison for a world that has sinned. For the beautiful realities and punishments.” A pause. 
“No lesson will be learned unless projected with severity and proper judgment.” 


Deku’s panting grows louder and angrier from afar. 
The man sits up straight, bringing the hammer’s end back to the ground with a loud clang. 


“Yer pup will be of help to us soon, his eyes reflect the internal need for punishment amongst those 
who have wronged." He moves his eyes, examining Katsuki up and down. “Even friends hold guilt 
within.” 


A chill goes down Katsuki’s spine. 


“The boss may be the one that has imprisoned all in this jail of suffering, but it is the wardens that 
truly get to know just exactly who y'all are. Punishments aren’t just thrown around.” He raises his 
brow with intimidation. “Stay aware, child. You may have strength, but your mind must also match 
that if not more for the trials you will face from my hands.” 


And with that, the man turns his body and walks toward the door. An ear pinching grinding against 
the cement follows behind as he drags his weapon like an unconcious body. 


He pauses, turning his head over his shoulder to look at Katsuki. 
Purple eyes stare at him coldly. 


“IT welcome you to my prison. He may run this place, but those in the pits are under the care of me 
and only me. / will be your warden.” 


A low chuckle echoes from his throat and it only gets louder the farther he strays from the room. 


Metal scraping and throat cackling, Katsuki might just be sick. 


He looks to Deku who is just now shaking out of his obscure trance, blood still dripping to the 
ground every half second. 


This is going to be bad. 


“No one is innocent, not even the pure. Ill be sure to properly judge you, child, for hell is not only 
a cell for torture but also self-revelation.” Opening the thick door, the man slips through and leaves 
the rot with a lasting echo inside Katsuki’s mind. 


Really really bad. 


Panting, Izuku looks around the abyss for anything. 
His other-self. 


A demented vision or nightmare that typically shows up to toy with his already fractured mental 
state. 


He grunts, pulling at the restraints holding his wrists and ankles. He’s held upright in an awkward 
kneel, arms to his side and both knees held tight to the tar beneath his sore body. 


His head is pounding like no tomorrow. 


The last thing he remembers is feeling the same excruciating pain from the sports festival swallow 
him whole. Faster and more violent than before- overcoming him without a second to fight. 


The last thing he remembers is flashes. 
Bakugou . 

His friends. 

The screams and cries. 

Izuku exhales, turning his head again. 


They got him. They finally got him. And the fact that he can still faintly hear Bakugou’s voice 
echo through his brain makes him fear that the blonde idiot followed him. His stomach feels full 
and heavy- nauseated. 


Of course, he would follow him. The stubborn ass takes his promises to the extreme, it's been like 
this ever since they were little. 


“Hello??” Izuku vocalizes weakly. His small voice projects through the pit, echoing through each 
free molecule of space. 


Izuku continues to look around. He clears his dry throat. “I’m surprised you haven’t already started 
tormenting me. Where’s the usual mocking, other me?” 


Nothing. 


The only other sound besides his own voice is the sloshing and dripping. The cold emptiness 
overcomes his body like a wet blanket. 


He may hate to admit it- truly, it makes him gag to think it- but even if the other side of him is 


infuriating to endure, at least he isn’t alone when the harassment occurs. 
But something isn’t right this time. 
And it scares the shit out of him. 


Letting his neck go slack, he looks down at the reflective black pool under him. His eyes are tired. 
Puffy and purple from exhaustion and sickness. 


He looks paler than normal. To add, his hair has truly gotten too long for him- covering his eyes 
and ears with tangles and mattes. 


Something pops. 

Izuku snaps his neck back up. 
“Are you there?” he calls out. 
Another pop. 


He narrows his eyes in confusion, furrowing his brows. It sounds like a bubble popping- hot and 
slow. 


Like something is boiling. 

Izuku’s eyes focus forward. 

A large bubble appears in front of him visually a few feet away. Popping slowly. 
Another one follows shortly after, quicker. 

Another and another. 

They pick up a pace every second that passes. Like something is trying to surface. 
He clenches his fists as nerves climb up his spine. 

It turns to an overwhelming boiling bubble, gurgling and rumbling. 

The surface tension breaks and a black snout shoves itself out of the tar. 


Izuku flinches violently in his restraints as it gasps for air, choking and vomiting up a combination 
of green and black. 


It heaves, pulling its body up and out of the liquid in desperation- clawing at the surface. 
Izuku looks closer at the soaked creature whining and screeching for something to grasp onto. 
It turns its head and Izuku’s stomach starts to feel just a bit heavier. 

His other self chokes and huffs more liquid from its lungs, green eyes full of tears. 

It’s struggling with everything to try and pull itself up. 

And for the first time since he’s been in this internalized hell... 


His other self looks absolutely petrified. 


Izuku is frozen, watching as his other self struggles more and more. 

It gets to a point where its torso has surfaced, arms shaking from exhaustion and breath heavy. 
“Wh-” Izuku attempts to vocalize. 

But something else surfaces. 


Right behind his other self, a Jarge black claw grabs onto the back of its neck. It is something out 
of a nightmare. 


His other self gasps as it begins to be yanked back down into the black. 
It pulls and fights, grunting and spitting with each claw and heave. 
Turning its head once again, it looks right at Izuku with four fearful eyes. 
“We aren’t alone!” 

Another claw shoots out of the ground, grabbing onto its snout. 

It’s pulled back down into the tar. 


Leaving Izuku back in the quiet with his own feared thoughts. 


Lights flickering and wires sparking, the room looks and feels like something out of an apocalypse. 
Destroyed to no end and a sore to stare at. 


Naomasa flinches and winces through clenched teeth as Mirko tightens the bandage on his arm, 
dressing the gash that was given to him moments ago. The last one really had to be a shark, of 
course . 


“You think we really got all of them?” Mirko asks, taking a step away. 


Naomasa moves his arm to make sure his bandage isn't too tight, sighing to himself when the 
question is processed. 


“We better have.” He glances at the broken windows and door. The flames and destroyed road 
beyond. “I got radioed information from the other stations nearby letting us know they captured a 
few in their own cells,” he continues, lowering his voice with each word. “There is no telling what 
the truth is from across the county.” 


“Any creature casualties?” 

Naomasa pauses. 

*".. Three.” 

Mirko tsks, moving to throw the bandages and other cleaning materials in a drawer. 
“Of course, why am I even surprised...” 


Her ears are pressed back from the stress and nerves. She came out a bit more lucky than him, 
holding scrapes and bruises that don’t need serious medical attention. Death Arms is the same, 
being fortunate with just a couple of heavy cuts on his legs from the occasional swipe. He’s been 


leaning against the wall for the past twenty minutes, mentally recharging his brain from everything 
that was just experienced. 


And Endeavor... 


Naomasa’s glance moves to the open door down the hall. The door that leads to the overnight cell 
room. 


Endeavor hasn’t left it since they caught the last creature. He can see the faint glow from his 
flames. 


He hasn’t exactly spoken either. To be quite fair, Mirko ripped him a new one tonight so there is no 
doubt his overbearing ego is bruised. They were lucky he listened- considering his known 
stubbornness. 


Things would have gotten...complicated if he decided to disregard everything Mirko said to him. 
The last thing they needed was a fight amongst the already growing chaos. 


They can’t do much in this kind of situation considering their lack of preparation or real 
knowledge. Really, it’s not like the station or the city was prepared for a large-scale feral creature 
attack anytime soon. Naomasa was just made aware of how damn serious this was recently, let 
alone what this man was capable of. 


It seems no one was expecting tonight, not even Eraser or The Oni despite the knowledge 
difference. 


A chill crawls down his spine and he shivers, looking back at the bunny hero. 
He opens his mouth but Mirko holds up a finger, lifting her ears back to neutral. 


“Before you say anything, detective, I think it’s about time you owed us an explanation now that 
things have semi-cooled down,” she says, grabbing a rolling chair and pulling it under her. It 
scrapes against the shattered glass littering the ground. “I believe Death Arms and I as well as the 
flaming prick would like to be informed at least slightly of this situation.” She points a thumb 
towards the door where Endeavor is posted. She sits down, placing her elbows on her knees. “I 
don’t need the whole shebang if it’s a complicated mess for you to explain, I just wanna know what 
the fuck just happened and why.” 


“T second that,” Death Arms chirps from his spot on the floor. 

Naomasa looks at the heroes with his teeth biting on the inner cheek of his mouth. 

Yeah... 

“Tt is going to be a complicated mess no matter how much I attempt to simplify it,” he says. 
Plus, it’s not like he exactly knows the whole picture either. Today was... 

Naomasa sighs. “Endeavor, if you want an explanation I’m only going to say it once.” 

He can hear the hero grumble from afar. 

“T’m not letting these things be unwatched.” 


Naomasa blinks. 


Mirko’s ears move forward. “Stop being a prick and just come over here, those cell bars are meant 
to handle blows from bombs I think it will be fine if we leave them unsupervised for ten minutes.” 


Once again, the bunny hero says it better than he ever could. 


Endeavor scoffs, but it doesn’t take him longer than five seconds to start stomping down the 
hallway towards them. 


He stops, folding his arms. 


“Let’s hear it.” His face is scrunched in its usual pleasant manner, making Naomasa roll his eyes 
and look to Death Arms and Mirko. 


“T’m going to try and be quick with my explanation, considering we don’t have all day,” he starts, 
adjusting his position on the chair. “But we are dealing with a class SS villain right now.” 


“Nah Nah, there’s no way,” Death Arms says, sitting up straight. “We haven’t had an SS since-” 
“The Nightmare Killer,” Endeavor finished, brows folding down. 


It’s quiet for a second as everyone’s minds replay the horror that the massacre was all those years 
ago. A villain and a serial killer that could personify himself into feared horror characters from 
movies or stories. No matter the shape or form. His personal favorite was Leatherface, the 
character known for his bloody slaughters within the Texas Chainsaw Massacre. 


Over forty people lost their lives at his hands. 

It took years to scrub the bloody nightmares from his dreams. 

Mirko tilts her head, breaking the silence. “Elaborate, detective. How serious are we talking?” 
He swallows. 

That’s when Mirko’s ears shoot straight forward. 

“Very.” 


Naomasa snaps his head to the side, eyes catching something big clutching onto the side of the 
broken window. 


The flames from the burning cars force an unsettling ambient light on a large array of pale green 
scales. A maw with a murderous appearance. 


“Oh my god.” 

Eyes just as bright as the center of the sun narrow. 

Gamera . 

Endeavor’s arms raise and Naomasa’s eyes widen. 

“DON’T!” he yells. 

Endeavor prepares to object and protest, but he’s quickly interrupted. 


“Glad to ssee your attitude issss ssstill pleasssant, Endeavor,” Gamera’s forked tongue hisses as 


he bends down into the building, walking on all fours. His tail swishes as nails clack against the 
shards of class. He looks rough- bruised and tired. 


Two figures appear behind him, smaller. 
Mirko stands out of her chair, taking a cautious step backward. 


Naomasa holds his arm up, standing up just as fast from his own seat. “It’s ok, it’s ok,” he says, 
looking at the fierce vigilante in front of his eyes. 


The lack of light makes him look even more ferocious compared to raw daylight. 


Gamera stops as he gets close, blinking. His breath is hot. His exposed teeth and naturally 
menacing stare puts off uneven energy. 


“T hope you are alright, detective,’ he says, bowing his head slightly. His tongue is long and 
slimy, flicking with his words. 


He looks to Mirko and Death Arms. ‘‘You assss well, heroessss.”’ He glances at Endeavor with a 
glare. 


Mirko and Death Arms blink with surprise and Endeavor’s stare only grows sour. 

To be honest, Naomasa wasn’t expecting such words from someone he hunted for so long. 

The two figures from before move closer, allowing for Naomasa to properly get a look at them. 
“Medicus,” Naomasa says. 


The cobra woman nods her head, walking in with a body just as rough as Gamera’s, if not worse. 
She looks like she was attacked till near death, arms bandaged and body sore. 


And the other figure... 


A young unfamiliar woman with three gashly gashes sliced across her face, appearing fresh and 
irritated. 


What the hell happened to them? 


Gamera creaks his neck to the side with a loud pop before allowing his limbs to shrink and crack 
into new places. It’s not...pretty, he would say. 


The pops and cracks remind Naomasa of when the vigilante fit himself through a sewage drain last 
year. Nauseating to the eyes and ears. 


Stretching his arms and back, Gamera stands up straight as a tall, tan man with grey hair and the 
same yellow eyes and exposed fangs. Scars litter his neck and skull clearly, nasty and unfixable. 
He exhales loudly as his deep black costume mends itself back together from memory. 


Naomasa feels stupid now that he stares at Gamera closer. 


He was one of the people injured at the sports festival. To be honest, it really does make sense 
now. 


“You don’t have to worry about us attacking, detective,” he says in a normal voice this time. “We 
aren’t petty people for those that wish to learn from their mistakes. You’re a good man with 


heart.” 
Medicus nods next to him, adjusting a bag slung around her shoulder. 


“There are some though...” he continues, looking up at the flame hero. “That I still wouldn’t 
hesitate to slash their throats with my own claws.” 


Endeavor growls, puffing his body with a threat. “Give me permission to send this one to hell, 
detective,” he says through grit teeth. 


Gamera raises a brow and smirks. “Been there, done that.” 
“Ok...” Mirko says loudly in interruption, holding her hands out. “What the hell is going on??” 
“I’m about to send this lizard to the sun,” Endeavor growls, leaning forward. 


“Oh fucking stop it, you ass,” Mirko snaps at the hero. “Can you for once not make things worse? 
They clearly aren’t here to attack us so don’t provoke them.” 


Endeavor’s face turns red with rage. 


“Tm with Mirko,” Death Arms says, standing up and walking over. “At this point, we can’t afford 
any more unnecessary fighting, especially if they came here without swinging.” He walks with 
caution around Gamera, still visibly nervous. “I may not like them, but they know more than us.” 


Mirko turns her head to the hero. “Wow, that was like the smartest thing you’ ve ever said.” 
“Thank you- HEY!” Death Arms snaps. 
Medicus chuckles quietly to herself. 


Noamasa pinches the bridge of his nose. Jesus Christ. “Ok...why exactly are you guys here? No 
offense, but it’s not exactly common for your group to walk right into a police station.” 


Gamera crossed his arms, leaning his side against one of the still-standing cubicles. “The Oni’s 
underground issue has become a public one, as you’ ve seen, unfortunately. This is a nightmare that 
came true and we need all the help we can get.” He looks directly at Naomasa. 


“To add, we are also here to aid the creatures you captured. He forced an unnatural reaction on a 
mass of innocent people, leading to unpredictable feral behavior and severe quirk mutations. 
Thankfully, Medicus has been working with a serum that will help reverse the agitation and calm 
them down.” 


“Who??” Mirko jumps in. “Is this the SS villain?” 


Gamera chuckles to himself, shaking his head. “You guys consider him an SS?? I would have 
guessed higher.” 


“Will someone just fucking say who you’re talking about?!” Endeavor barks, waving his hands. 
“We can’t keep up this guessing game.” 


Gamera tilts his head, not giving in to the obvious button-pushing. 


“Tt’s funny how unaware you heroes truly are to just how fucked up this world actually is,” 
Gamera says, glancing to Medicus and the other woman. “How we are typically the first to know 
of a threat, if not the only ones.” 


A tail grows from his spine, stretching out behind him. It wraps around the bottom of a chair, 
rolling it under him. 


“Who do you think gave the police that tip about that serial killer?” 

Naomasa’s face drops and Endeavor looks like he is about to shit himself. 

Gamera sits, glancing at Medicus. He snaps his fingers and points at the doorway with the cells. 
She nods, adjusting the bag on her shoulder once again. 

But before she can walk towards the door, Endeavor steps in the way. 


“T’d move if I were you, Endeavor,” Gamera says. “She has what is necessary to help those that 
you’ ve captured.” 


“T’m not buying what you’re saying. If anything, you could be lying to us and she’s going to 
release all of those monsters.” 


Medicus’s neck flap flies out and she growls loudly. Her fangs poke out from her lips. 


Gamera narrows his eyes and lifts his chin. “Your son was right, you really are a stubborn prick, 
more than I thought.” 


Endeavor’s face scrunched. “What did you just say you demonic piece of shit??” 


Medicus steps in between them, raising her hands and violently flailing them around in sign. 
Nostrils flared, she scrunches her muzzle and expresses a throat filled hiss through her lips. 


Judging from the aggression, Naomasa is glad he never ended up picking sign as his second 
language. 


“You don’t want to know what she said,” Gamera says. 
“ARRHG!” Endeavor screams, grabbing a nearby chair and throwing it against the wall. 
“Will you stop acting like a child!” Mirko yells. 


“Christ...” Naomasa rubs the back of his neck. “Gamera just please get it over with before he 
blows a fuse.” 


Gamera glances at Naomasa and then back to Endeavor with annoyance. “Look, if you don’t trust 
us, fine. But I promise you that all we want is to help this city and the people he’s affected. He’s 
kidnapped kids. Kids. And you think we want to release a bunch of mind-controlled animals onto 
the streets to make his messed-up plan come to life? We are the only ones with a clear picture so 
just trust us for once.” 


Everyone’s minds go blank for a moment. 
Mirko crosses her arms, tapping her foot on the ground. “I honestly trust you so-” 
“Are you-” Endeavor starts but Mirko puts her hand up. 


“Does your thick head seriously believe that a group of vigilantes that we have spent years trying 
to grab and are insanely difficult to even get in cuffs would come here, a police station, in front of 
top-ranked heroes and an officer, just to pretend to ask for our help?” She shakes her head. “I’ve 


seen the way that lizard fights, if he wanted to release those creatures, they would have done it 
minutes ago. I respect his values.” 


She looks at Gamera, ears forward and eyes intense. “I trust you, Gamera. Help us understand.” 
Mirko says, turning to the vigilante. “Help us understand just how bad it is.” 


Gamera blinks, bringing his eyes to Naomasa. He points to Mirko. “I like her.” 
Endeavor waves his hands, scowling. “This country has gone insane.” 


Death Arms shrugs. “If the definition of a hardass over here trusts them, I do too.” For the first 
time tonight, he makes eye contact with Gamera. “I want to help any way I can.” 


A small half-smile appears on Gamera’s lips. “I'm glad to see that some heroes are willing to 
change.” He looks to Medicus waving for her to go again. 


Mirko glares daggers at Endeavor and this time, he lets her pass. 


Naomasa can tell the man hated it with every fiber in his body. He could tell from the intense fist 
clenching and pale knuckles. 


The other woman follows her behind with her head down slightly. Like a spooked puppy. 


Gamera sighs crossing his legs in the chair. “It will take a bit for her to get all of them and make 
sure their vitals are stable, so I might as well tell you everything I can.” He sighs. “The truth that 
should have come out a long time ago.” 


“We will listen to everything you have to say, Gamera,” Mirko says, sitting back down in her chair. 
“Even if it takes all night, I want to know.” 


Gamera nods. 

“Tt’s Hiroto...you may call me Hiroto.” 

“T told you, Asahi, we have had this conference planned and organized since February,” Hiroto 
says, holding his phone against his cheek. He looks down at his watch for the time, swerving 


around the usual busy crowd of people. “If you stress yourself out you'll do your usual accidental 
spontaneous cursing.” 


“Tt’s hard not to stress about it, dude,” his friend says on the other end. “The CEO is going to be 
there and if we don’t nail this, our futures could be fucked.” 


“What stage of stress are you in? Stage two now?” 
“Oh fuck off.” 


Hiroto snickers to himself. “It will be fine, I promise,” he responds, rolling his eyes jokingly. He 
looks at the parked cars by the sidewalk. 


“Look, I gotta go,” he reaches for the keys in his pocket. “I'll talk to you about the project 
tomorrow in the office, okay? I’ve got your back.” 


“You always do,” his friend chuckles. “See you later.” 


Hiroto brings his phone to his face, pressing the end call button with his thumb. He sighs, shoving 


it into his pants pocket. 


Unlocking his car with a quick beep, he opens the passenger side and throws his bag off his 
shoulder and onto the seat. 


Something bumps into him with a yelp. The sound of papers flying and something dropping follows 
right after. 


“Oh shit, ’'m-” Hiroto says, turning to the side. 


He cuts himself off when his eyes catch a woman on the ground cursing to herself, picking up 
sheets of paper off the ground. There are two boxes in front of her full of spilling papers, heavy and 
messy. She looks shaken. 


“I’m so sorry, ma’am, let me help you,” he says kneeling down to the ground. 


The woman shakes her head. “You don’t have to, it was my fault for not paying attention.” She lifts 
her head to look at him. 


Oh. 


Beautiful gray eyes paired with classy wire glasses stare at him softly. Perfectly groomed lashes 
blink and she tilts her head. Through the movement, a strand of long raven black hair falls down in 
front of her eye and for some reason, Hiroto has an aggressive urge to brush it from her face. 


His heart beats a little harsher in his chest. 
He stares at her for a moment, not able to leave the trance he was just put in. 


She breaks the eye contact, clearing her throat. “Sorry, I’m kind of a clutz with this stuff,” she 
says, brushing the hair from her face he craved to do himself. 


She moves to collect more of the papers, giving him a chance to look at her more. She’s in a white 
lab coat of some sort- long and thin. Everything about her, even her movements, is gentle. 


Hiroto shakes his head, snapping out of it. He moves his hands to start helping. 

“Don’t even worry about it,” he responds. “It’s one of those days.” 

She hums. “You have no idea.” 

Shuffling the papers into a stack, Hiroto starts to put them back into the box as best as he can. 


“Tf I may, can I ask where you were headed?” He looks at her coat again. “Do you work at the 
hospital down the street?” 


She pauses for a moment before continuing. “Not quite.” Her tone shifts with the last word, but he 
brushes it off. 


It’s been a long day for everyone. 
Hiroto glances at his watch briefly. 


“Well, I’ve got some time to spare if you wanted help with these boxes.” He says with a smile, 
putting the lid on the box he was working on. “I doubt it’s easy to walk with these blocking your 
vision.” 


The woman shakes her head. “I appreciate it, but I think I will be-” 
A car on the road blares its horn. 


Hiroto flinches, sprouting scales and claws out of reflex on his hands. He can feel his eyes shift 
yellow and he winces. 


The woman stares at him with her mouth slightly gapped. 
Shit. 
“Sorry,” he apologizes, embarrassed. “My quirk has a weird reflex.” 


“Ts it reptilian?” She asks, voice rising an octave. Because of the sudden shift, he genuinely can’t 
tell if it's out of fascination and wonder, or fear and nervousness. Her gray eyes stare wide and it 
catches him off guard, making him blink. 


“Oh...yeah it is.” He looks down at his arms before rubbing his skin to calm down the growing 
scales. “It’s not much, but I have the characteristics of a desert lizard. It can be quite annoying 
sometimes since it’s not consistent. It’s mostly a defense quirk.” 


Glancing to the side, the woman clears her throat and looks back down. 
Her behavior tenses. 
Like she fears someone watching her movements. Like...something is upsetting her. 


A short hum buzzes in her throat. “Well, I think it’s quite wonderful,” she responds, placing the 
rest of her papers in the box. “Not a lot of the population possesses reptilian quirks, 25% to be 
exact.” 


“Really?” he says, truly not knowing that. 


The woman nods. “I work with animal and mutation quirks, so this kind of stuff intrigues me.” She 
looks down at her boxes and swallows thickly. 


‘ 


She takes a breath and looks up at him. “...I might actually need your help after all.”’ Her index 
finger pushes her glasses up the bridge of her nose. Something about the way her eyes look at him 
puts a wrong feeling in his stomach. 


“Are you sure? You don’t seem too comfortable with it.” Hiroto raises his brow and puts his 
hands up. She might just be saying this to satisfy him. 


She nods her head. “Yes, I’m sure. Sorry for my off tone, it’s been a long day.” She smiles, 
showing off a tiny dimple on her chin. 


Though...it seems forced in a way. 
He could be overthinking if anything. It's a habit he can’t seem to shake. 
She really could just be tired. 


“Of course,” he says, moving to stand up. “I understand it being a long day, it’s why I want to 
help you get this done quick.” Reaching out a hand, Hiroto smiles down at her with a wink. 


She stares up at him with her mouth relaxed and halfway opened. She returns the smile genuinely 


this time, grabbing his hand. Her skin is soft and her nails are long- well kept. Gentle. 


They grab the boxes and head down the sidewalk, chatting with one another. She’s the first person 
he’s met that was truly amazed by his quirk, and it sparks something inside his core. The way she 
speaks is calculated and intelligent- there is something about her that makes him completely 
infatuated with her aura. 


She chews on her lip. “I’m just down here,” she says, leading him through an alley. 
He raises a brow but doesn’t comment on anything. 

But the more they walk down the alley... 

The woman grows quieter and quieter, and nerves start to pinch at his spine. 

This isn’t right. 


“Could you... remind me where we are going again?” he asks. They’ve traveled through the alley 
system for what feels like minutes. 


The warm feeling in his chest has been replaced by fear. Stress. He can feel his nails start to form 
points. 


“I’m sorry,” she responds, stopping in front of him. 

She turns around to look at him. 

And those soft gray eyes look at him with only guilt. 

“You really were a nice guy.” 

A violent chill shoots down his spine. 

“Wha-” 

A strong force wraps around his neck and a pungent cloth presses against his nose and mouth. 
He lets out a muffled cry, scratching the arm that’s holding him tight. 
But his vision becomes blurry and his movements slow. 

What- 

What’s happening... 

Stop. 

STOP. 

He lets out a whimper as tears fall from his eyes. 

The last thing he sees before shutting his eyes is the woman he helped. 
Her head turning away from his fading body. 


Breath slowing, his body shuts down. 


And he goes completely limp. 


“Uhg...” Hiroto groans. 

His head pounds and his lungs ache. 

“What...” 

He cracks his eyes open slowly only for them to sting from the lighting. 

“He’s awake, sir,” an unfamiliar voice greets him. 

He attempts to lift his arms, but they’re tied tight against something. So are his ankles. 
What... 

“Where is...” 

He’s sitting down in...a chair? 

He looks around in confusion. 

Is he... 

Ts he in a lab? 

“Hiroto Ishikawa...” a deep voice calls his name. 

His stomach lurches into his throat and nausea hits him hard. 

“How do you...” he slurs, continuing to look around the room. 

A man in black catches his attention. 

Humming, the man turns with a clipboard in his hands. He glances at Hiroto. 
Eyes as red as rubies stare at him. 

The presence radiating off his body makes Hiroto swallow. 


“A quirk that copies the characteristics and defense mechanisms of desert class reptiles,” he says 
smoothly, flipping a paper on the board. He walks towards Hiroto, dress shoes clacking against 
the cement ground. “I’ve been looking for someone like you for a while.” 


Hiroto blinks, staring at the man that now stands tall in front of him. 
Lips relaxed, his eyes narrow to show intimidation. 


“What the hell...is going on?” Hiroto asks, feeling his brain slowly start to catch up. He’s still 
foggy. 


The man tilts his head, adjusting the clipboard in his hands. 


“You’ve been chosen, Ishikawa,” he says, glancing to the side. “I need people with quirks that 
show strength. That can easily be manipulated and altered.” His voice is cold, and emotionless. 


“Not everyone’s DNA is able to endure the stress I provide, and considering you show the typical 
resilience a reptile holds, I believe you will be quite promising.” 


“What?” he responds. “You what?” 
The man turns, walking towards one of the tables. He snaps his finger. 


“Let’s start with injection-C,” he says, placing the clipboard on the table with a clack. “I’m sure 
he’ll be able to handle the jump.” 


“Yes sir,” someone says from behind. 

He can hear glass clinking. He can hear movement. 

Moving in his restraints, Hiroto starts to freak out. 

“No-stop it,” he says, shaking his head. 

This can’t be happening... 

He’s supposed to help Asahi... 

He’s supposed to attend a conference... 

A younger man in a lab coat appears from behind, walking to his side. 

Hiroto’s claws dig into the wood of the chair. “No.” 

The man in black appears unphased to Hiroto’s begging. His panic. 

The younger man pulls out a long syringe and a bottle full of something yellow. 

“Don’t touch me,” Hiroto says louder this time. “Don’t you fucking touch me.” 
Sticking the needle in the bottle, the young man sucks up a large portion of the solution. 
Hiroto starts to violently pull at his restraints. “No!” he yells. “Stop it!!” 

The young man grabs Hiroto’s head and pushes it back so the skin on his neck is pulled tight. 


“Stop!!” he yells. His eyes shift yellow and he can feel the scales on his hands spread up to his 
arms. “Please!” 


There is no hesitance within the young man. He holds up the needle and presses it into Hiroto’s 
skin. 


He presses it in and an intense burn overcomes his spine and head. Like a million fire ants 
burrowed into his flesh and bite at every cell. 


He can feel the liquid being pressed into his body- the pain of his body trying to reject it. 
Hiroto screams. 


He screams until there is no more breath left in his lungs, losing consciousness once again. 


Hiroto wakes up to his body slamming against something hard. 
Gasping, his mind enters fight or flight and he’s wide awake. 
Cell bars slam shut in front of him hard. 

An immediate smell of piss and rot hits his nose like a punch. 
Nothing more rancid has ever graced his nose before. 


“What the fuck-” Hiroto says, watching as a different man in white walks away from the bars and 
down the hall. 


“Hey!” He yells, crawling towards the bars. His wrists are held in chains. “Hey, you!!” He 
pounds his fist on the metal. 


His body aches through these movements but he doesn’t care. His neck feels like it's on fire. 


“Let me the fuck out of here!!” he screams, pounding and pounding. He is going to lose his mind if 
he hasn’t already. 


But no matter how much he punches and screams, he’s simply ignored. 
“There’s no point,” a voice mutters from his right. 
Hiroto huffs, leaning back. He looks over. 


A woman in heavy chains is leaning against the wall of a cell right next to his. Her body is covered 
in muck and blood, hands shaking and jaw clenching. Her hair is matted like she’s been here for 
months. 


Or years. 


“T tired every day, screaming at them to let me out or to stop. But Mortier’s power is too strong 
over his followers.” 


Hiroto blinks. “Mortifer?” 
His mouth goes dry after saying that name. 
It’s demonic. 


The woman looks at him. “Ah...he hasn’t told you his name yet. Sorry to spoil the fun,” she says 
sarcastically. One of her eyes is bright orange. 


Hiroto places a hand on his forehead, chains jingling. “What...where the hell are we??” 
“Hell, sweetheart,” she responds shortly. 

“Are we- am I dead??” he shoots back. 

She snorts, shaking her head. Her gaze moves back forward. “We all wish that were the case.” 
Hiroto follows her gaze. 


There are cells in front of him all the way down a long stretch of hallway. It is like a prison only... 


Something growls. 

Chains drag and rattle. 

Glowing yellow eyes stare at him as paws pace back and forth. 

A snarl reveals sharpened fangs. 

An abnormally large wolf with long ears snorts from its wet nose, fur standing on end. 
It growls at Hiroto and something puffs from its neck. 


Spines and scales puff from its neck and chest like one from a bearded dragon. Opening its mouth 
it hisses a long slimy tongue between its teeth. 


“This isn’t real...” Hiroto mutters. “This isn’t-” 


“Tt’s more real than you think, dear,” the woman says. “You’re in a place no one would even wish 
upon their worst enemy.” 


Hiroto looks at her in fear. He can feel his heart start to race. “I don’t understand.” his voice is 
brittle- breaking. 


“You will soon.” 
The door on the other end of the hall opens. 


But unlike the typical reaction of prison when someone walks through- screaming and yelling- 
everything goes completely silent. 


The only thing that can be heard is footsteps. 

Multiple. 

He can see the same black dress shoes from earlier. 

The same intense step. 

And next to him- 

Long black hair catches his eye. 

A twitch starts on his brow and rage soon enters his empty body. 
“You...” he says. 


The woman next to him gives him a look- fearful. She backs up closer to the wall. “Stop talking,” 
she whispers. 


“You did this to me.” He says, scooting closer to the bars. 
Grey eyes glance at him. 
“You fucking did this to me!!” he pounds on the cell bars. “You fucking bitch, I will kill you!!” 


An arm wraps around her waist and pulls her close. 


Red eyes stare him down. 

“You dirty whore! You-” he slams his fist on the bars until his skin goes numb. 
“You ruined my life!!!” 

Those same gray eyes that blinked with innocence turn away from him in shame. 
And she cannot seem to look him in the eyes. 

“T will kill you!!” 


“May I ask what I can call you?” Hiroto says, voice raw. He’s leaned against the wall the same 
way as the woman next to him. 


He’s been here for days. 

At least...that’s what he thinks. 

It’s what it feels like. 

His mouth is dry and his stomach screams for anything besides blood and air. 
The clothes on his back are near shreds. 

The woman turns her head. 


Since the first time they met, her appearance has gotten worse. Declining slowly. Both of her eyes 
are the bright, flaming orange from before. And her entire body is starting to grow fur. 


“My number or name?” She asks. 
Hiroto stares at her blankly. “...number?” 


“Oh.” Shaking her head, the woman places a hand on her head. “Sara...You can call me Sara,” 
she says, clearing her throat. 


It’s a beautiful name. 


“You’ve probably caught my name, but it’s Hiroto,” he nods his head, introducing himself with a 
hand to his chest. 


She bows her head, brushing off the embarrassment on her face. 
“T’'m sorry, dear.” She half-smiles. “It’s been a while since someone has asked.” 
Hiroto furrows his brows. “There are other prisoners in here...no?” 


Odd, yeah. For how long he’s been here he’s never spoken to anyone but her in these cells. It’s not 
like he’s had time to talk to her either. At least from how often he’s been spending his hours 
unconscious or strapped to the disgusting splinter-filled chair. 


“There are many, boy,” she says. “But in this particular hall, you and I are the last ones able to 
speak clearly. To add, the white ones don’t usually care for names.” 


His eyes move to the cell in front of him. The wolf. 


“Savor your words, dear,” she says. “You never know when they will finally be ripped from your 
tongue.” 


Hiroto nods slowly to himself. 

“You don’t know that, Sara. There is still hope.” 

She hums. 

“You have too much heart for this place, Hiroto.” 

He watches as she stares down at her clawed hands. The dirt occupies each cracked piece of skin. 


“Hope is a word that doesn’t exist down here.” 


“Where do creatures go when they are taken outside that door?” Hiroto asks, pointing to the one 
on the other end of the hall. 


He’s only been through the one closest to his door. 

The one that leads to the bleached and blood-filled lab. 

“In his case,” Sara says, pointing to the empty cage in front of Hiroto. 
Where the wolf once stood hours before. 

“The pits.” 

Hiroto raises a brow. “What are the-” 

The door opens down the hall and Sara signals him to shut it. 
Hiroto’s gaze turns. 

Multiple footsteps. 

Different paces. 

... dragging. 


Sara backs up, pressing herself against the wall. Her chains jingle and her nails scratch against 
the molded floor. He watches as the color drains from her face- falling with fast realization. 


The creatures in the hall moan and cry in fear. 
Sadness. 
Grief. 


The first thing Hiroto sees is crimson red. And just like Sara, he can feel all of the color left in his 
already paling skin drain to his feet. 


The woman from before walks in front with splatters of blood covering her face and hands. Her 


eyes are zoned out and full of horror. He can tell she’s grinding her teeth through the slight 
twitching in her jaw. 


Two white-coated men follow behind, holding ropes that are tied tight around the neck of 
something black and red. 


Mangled and bloodied, the wolf he neighbored for over a week is dragged against the hard 
flooring. A trail of blood follows after, pooling from its lifeless body. 


“Oh my god...” Sara whispers. 


Hiroto can see its brain through the cracked and bashed-in skull. He can see the exposed muscle 
and fat on his arms and stomach. 


His eyes are wide open like he was shocked the second his breath left his chest. 
Hiroto swallows down nausea, covering his mouth with his hand. 
The woman glances down at Hiroto as they pass his cell. 


She stares at him, bloodied and scared. Her chest is barely moving with breath, and every time she 
opens her mouth, no words are emptied- like a fish choking on air. 


She turns her head. 


They enter the door that leads to the lab, leaving behind blood and spinal fluid on the already 
stained ground. 


He can smell the blood and death. The rotting. 
Sara exhales a haunted breath, holding her stomach with her hand. 
“The tests aren’t the worst part, Hiroto,” she says, swallowing. 


“They aren’t the worst part.” 


“Eat.” A voice calls from the other side of the cell. “Please.” 

Hiroto turns his gaze slightly, recognizing the voice. 

His glance turns sour when he meets those same rare gray eyes he stupidly fell for. 
She’s holding bread and she’s crouched down low. 

“Appreciate it, but no,” he sneers, turning his head back to the wall. Ignoring her stare. 
His stomach growls in objection loudly, making him curse internally at the timing. 


He grips at it with a clawed hand. He can feel the points poke his skin from under his sweat and 
rot-soaked shirt. His claws haven’t gone down since yesterday. 


Hiroto narrows his eyes, biting his cheek hard. 


The guilt that the woman shows in her light gray eyes keeps him on his toes. He sees the pain and 
fear. He can feel it through each stare. 


But he’s also been fooled once before. 
And once is too many in a case like his. 
“You don’t know what you think you know, Ishikawa,” she says, voice quiet. 


Hiroto snaps his head around. “Judging by your clear priorities and actions, I know plenty,” he 
turns his body all the way, narrowing his eyes. “It doesn’t take intelligence to see that the man you 
choose to cuddle yourself up to is a psychopath,” he spits. 


“Don’t disrespect my husband’s vision,” she snaps back with the same volume. Only instead of her 
words being licked with anger and irritation, they show a warning. Fear in his vocal thoughts. She 
swallows. “You know nothing,” she says sharply, lowering her volume. “Truly.” 


“Ah,” Hiroto says, raising his lip. “Husband. Your choice in men is questionable.” 

“And you have a sense of humor,” she responds. “Hang onto it, those tend to be lost the fastest.” 
Hiroto looks down at the ground, adjusting himself and the chains wrapped around him tightly. 
It’s silent for a moment. 

A moment too long. 

The woman sighs, getting ready to place the bread on the floor and take her leave. 

But Hiroto stops her chance. 

“why the hell did you do it?” 

She pauses, raising her glance to look at him. Her free hand grabs at one of the metal bars. 

A deep breath is exhaled from her lungs. 


“Strong emotions can change a person, Ishikawa,” She says, tilting her head with her words. 
“Specifically love and envy- infatuation and obsession.” 


He narrows his eyes at her. 


“My obsession filled my head with thoughts that aren’t even mine,” she says, lowering her voice. 
“T don’t wish to inflict pain upon anyone here. It hurts to see how you have been treated- how all of 
you have been treated.” 


“Then stop. Fucking stop what you are doing. Stop him.” He looks at her closely. “If there is no 
satisfaction, why help him? Why continue to indulge in your damn addictions if all you feel in the 
end is pain?” 


The woman slowly turns her head to the ceiling by the door. 
She stares at the camera mounted in the corner, making electronic eye contact. 


“T too am ina prison, Ishikawa,” she says, turning back to him. “When you show the person you 
love most just how much you’re willing to do, they take that by heart.” 


He watches her swallow. 


Her body language expresses nothing but numbness. 

“Was it the truth...” he says, gripping onto his chains. “Everything you said to me that day?” 
Her eyes look at him again. 

They look at him the same way they did on that first day- soft and gentle. 


Sticking her hands in the cell, she drops the bread on the floor. She stands tall and brushes crumbs 
from her pants and hands. 


“Every.” She walks down the hall without another word allowed. Not even from him. 
Hiroto looks down at the bread as the door down the hall clicks shut. 

He stares with confusion at the odd expression of kindness. The action itself. 

The object. 


“She’s is a tough one, Hiroto,” Sara says next to him. “I wouldn’t bother trying to understand her 
or her reasonings. No one’s been able to figure her out for years.” 


Hiroto hums. 

“What even is her name?” he asks, looking at her. 

Sara blinks slowly, staring forward. “We only know her as Shinigami.” 
There’s a pause. 


“And Shinigami is known to many as the one that invites lost souls towards death. Towards 
Mortifer.” 


Scooting forward, Hiroto reaches for the piece of bread. He squeezes it within his grasp. 
Ripping it in half, he throws one end to Sara. 
He stares at his half. 


“Ts it possible Shinigami too is a lost soul?” 


Everyone here would agree that lab days are always hell, no matter how many injections, tests, or 
blood drawings are done. 


But... 


This time is different compared to the last times Hiroto has been cuffed, fucked with, and thrown 
back in his cell. 


How does he know? 
Because the burning hasn’t stopped. 


It hasn’t dulled like it usually does. 


No no-no. 
His entire body feels wrong. 


Sucking in a sharp breath through his teeth, he groans and arches his back. He digs his nails into 
his skin so tight he can feel his heartbeat. 


“Finally giving up?” Sara says from her cell. “I told you it wouldn’t even be a-” 
Hiroto chokes a clot of bile onto the ground, yelling as the pain continues to increase. 
“Hiroto?” 

He yells again, dropping down to his stomach. 


“Shit...” Sara says. He can hear her chains rattle from movement. A hand grabs at one of the bars 
separating them. “They gave you that injection, didn’t they?” 


“What is that-” he yells in pain as his jaw starts to feel like his skin is ripping and tearing. “- 
supposed to mean-AHG!” 


Sara sticks her hand through the bar for the first time since he’s met her. No hesitation. 

“Come here,” she says. 

He looks at her and all he can see on her face through his blurred vision is fear. Understanding. 
“Come here.” 


Hiroto’s hands violently shake as he crawls over to the bars. Nails clack against the cement from 
his fingertips. Scales spread like a rash from his hands to his arms. Arms to the chest. The typical 
dark tan coloration of his scales- a healthy tan- has turned pale and sickly. Almost white. 


Sara grabs his hands and holds them up. She squeezes them. 


“Breathe for me, sweetie,” she said, bringing her face close. “It will only be more painful if you 
don’t breathe.” 


Hiroto nods, taking in a shaky breath. He clenches his jaw as a grotesque pain swells in his lower 
back and tailbone. He’s squeezing her hands back tight. 


“In and out,” she says in a hushed whisper. “In and out.” 

Hiroto nods again, trying his best to follow her directions. 

But the pain is something he has never felt before in his life. 

It feels like something is trying to rip his skin off his body, clawing at every single inch. 

“Tt hurts-” he cries. “Why- why does it h-hurt so BAD!” He screams as his teeth form into points. 


“Oh my god,” he can hear Sara whisper to herself. “It shouldn’t be this violent. It shouldn’t be this 
fast-” 


“SARA!” he yells. 


“Ok, fuck fuck-” 


Sara moves his hand so they can grip the cell bars. She reaches in again, grabbing each side of his 
face. 


“Breathe, breathe,” she says, placing her forehead against his. 


Hiroto huffs and puffs. He opens his mouth and screams, feeling the ends of his lips stretch and 
rip. 


His tongue feels like someone took scissors to it, cutting right in the middle to separate it into a 
forked appearance. It stretches and aches with his ripping mouth- slithering between his teeth as 
he screams. 


Hiroto grips at the metal bars so tight he swears he could hear them creak and groan. 
“Breathe,” Sara continues, shutting her eyes. She holds him tight. 
Something rips out of his pants from behind, flailing and slamming against the ground. 


His quirk has always been typical for someone with a lizard or animal quirk. Showing the 
characteristics and likeness. The eyes and scales. Puffed neck or claws. Fast healing. Anything that 
a lizard possesses, he could most likely manifest onto his body. 


But lizards aren’t exactly fanned favorites, thus why heroism wasn’t really an option for him. 
Sure, it sucked, but it was so minor he could still be a functioning member of society with a job. 
A good life. 

A good fucking life. 

It was never anything like this. 

No. 

He’s been possessed with something different. 

He might just pass out from the pain. 

Vision blurring, he leans more on Sara. 


“No no no, stay with me,” she says. “I don’t know what will happen if you pass out during a 
reaction.” 


He shakes his head, feeling as if his entire body has been dumped in gasoline and lit on fire- 
engulfed in burning agony. 


His arms and legs start growing and breaking into a different form- snapping into new places like 
an unknown puzzle. 


His back shivers as his nose and mouth stretch into a long snout. His jaw shifts and cracks. 


Letting go of the bars and backing away from Sara, he grabs his head in pain and looks up at the 
rotting ceiling. He stands to his feet and he feels taller than normal. 


Tail slamming against the bars, he groans and growls as he tucks his head down. 


“Good god,” Sara says, looking up at him in fear. 


Shaking his head, he can feel something tickle and prick from the top of his stull all the way down 
to the tip of his tail. 


Ripping his hands off his head he inhales a deep deep breath. 
And what comes out of his mouth isn’t a scream. 
But a bellowing shriek rumbles inside his throat. 


Belonging to nothing but a monster. 


Hiroto’s nostrils puff as his snout is shoved into a solid metal muzzle. 


Arms and tail being restrained to the ground, he snarls louder and louder every time a hand comes 
near. He can feel the reptilian rumble within his throat and chest. 


Within his stomach. 
“Step off,” the deepened voice he so hates echoes. 
The men in white oblige. 


Dress shoes clack against the ground. Hands behind his back and chest full- Morfiter tilts his head 
at the form Hiroto has become. 


Hiroto’s eyes twitch and he tenses within his retraits. 
A hand reaches out for him. 
Hiroto’s snarling grows and he shakes his head, attempting to lift a limb. 


‘ 


“You’ve progressed fast, Ishikawa,” he says, resting his hand on the side of his muzzle. “...pulchra 


creatura.”’ 
Hiroto’s body vibrates from the rage within his body. 


“Your blood is the missing component I needed for my serum,” he hums, tilting his head. His eyes 
shine bright. Deadly. “Reptilia are resilient species, including those that hold those quirks. I need 
that strength harnessed. Expanded.” 


Hiroto shakes his head, getting the hand off his face. 

“T want to see exactly what you’re capable of.” 

There’s movement around him from the men in white, making him nervous. 

The spines on his tail quiver and he digs his nails into the ground with a screech. 
The lab door opens. 


Looking down at a clipboard and a vial of red, Shinigami exhales with exhaustion. Her foot kicks 
the door shut. “I collected samples from subject B-O8, we need to continue to monitor their-” 


Her eyes find Hiroto’s, and her entire body freezes. 
Mortifer turns to look at her, humming with delight. 


“Wonderful, isn’t he?” He coos, walking in her direction. “He’s our fastest reaction yet, not to 
mention one of our largest.” 


But Shinigami’s eyes don’t copy the enamorment he holds. But horror. 
She looks right past the very man she’s married to. 
And for the first time since he’s been here, he can see something crack inside her. 


The intense aura that radiates from Mortifer grows. Shaking her head, Shinigami clears her throat 
and glances back down at her board. 


“Quite, my love,” she says, putting on a face. “Have you extracted his DNA for testing?” her body 
turns to set the objects in her hands down. 


“His blood will be drawn for further tests,” he responds. One of his hands lifts and he snaps his 
fingers. The men in white immediately scramble from where they stand, speed walking out of the 
exits. 


Oh. 
Shinigami shows discomfort as the men leave. 


“But there is time. We must see what exactly we can pull from him for the next one in line.” He 
slowly steps towards her more. 


“T should still take it for monitoring though,” she responds a little too quickly. Too nervous. 


“Patience,” he says, grabbing one of her hands. “We need not rush a beautiful work such as this.” 
He moves his hand up her arm and to her shoulder. To the back of her neck. 


Hiroto watches as he steps close to her. As she tilts her head up to reach his gaze. 


“We also must not ruin it,” she mutters, avoiding his strong gaze. “Why make it vulnerable to 
damage so soon?” Her eyes meet Hiroto’s again as Mortifer’s hand travels up to her head. Her 
long black hair. 


“Rough drafts exist for a reason, my dear,” he says quietly, leaning in closer. “No need to coddle 
it close.” 


The hand on her head tangles into her hair and grips tight. 
Shinigami winces out loud as he holds her tight. 
“T better not see doubt within you,” he threatens, pulling her hair back. 


“Of course not.” She tries to shake her head but can’t from how harshly he’s holding her. “TI just 
want what’s best for our goals.” Her voice is strained from her angled throat. 


He hums, reaching forward with his other hand. He brushes a hair from her face. 


“That better be the case.” 


He lets her go, nearly sending her stumbling back. 


She breathes, grasping the back of her head in pain as he turns back to Hiroto- as if nothing had 
happened. 


Her eyes find Hiroto’s again. The musk of her fear can be smelled through the metal gaps within 
his muzzle. 


His heartbeat picks up. 


“Tf he succeeds in Warden’s trials, I have no doubt he will become a champion.” He smiles and 
Hiroto snarls. 


Bending down, Mortifer meets his eyes straight on with a sinister grin upon his lips. He raises his 
chin. His hand brushes over the muzzle again, moving past the metal and to his face. To his jaw. 


Something sharp slices across his skin and he yelps under the muzzle, flinching back. 


Mortifer removes his hand, staring at a sharpened black talon on his index finger as it drips with 
red and black onto the floor. 


Sticky and hot. 


He smiles. 


“Ladies...” 

Hiroto shakes his head and pulls against the force dragging him forward. 
“Gentlemen...” 

The chains around his neck rattle and squeal. 

Echoing screams unease the nerves within his brain. 


Tongue flicking from his lips and exposed teeth, he hisses deeply as the men pull him towards a 
rusting metal garage door. 


“I know you’ve all been patiently waiting for a new soul,” a voice booms from the other side. 
“Bigger. Stronger.” 


A crowd screams and claps. The atmosphere booms as feet stomp. 
Hiroto’s nails scrape against the ground. 

“Well...your wait has expired, my dear watchers.” 

The chains around his neck tighten as he’s yanked harshly closer. 
Heart racing, Hiroto looks around the dim room in a panic. 


The chains are unhooked from his collar and the men scurry from his sides, slamming a metal gate 
behind his tail with a loud hollow bang. 


Something clicks in the garage door. 


“Let’s begin judgment, shall we?” 

The door hums and creaks before it squeals open. 

Ever so slowly, the door rises and reveals a bright light. 

Backing up against the metal bars behind him, he hisses as the light burns his sensitive eyes. 
Something shocks his back and he yelps, leaping forward. 

Another shock but stronger. He cries in pain, moving forward and into the light. 

Heart still rising in his chest, he takes a step onto a completely different colored ground. 
Bloodstained. 

High set in a circle, caged wire at the top forms a dome. 

Eyes stare down at him as he walks in with his tail tucked. 

Screaming. 

Cheering. 


A tall man stands in the middle of the circle. Burley and crazed, his chin is raised as he leans 
against a bloodied sledgehammer. 


Hiroto swallows. 


“Non possum non expectare ad solum exacte quis es.” He bows, keeping his eyes on Hiroto. They 
are a bright purple- almost unnatural and paranormal. 


Right behind his bent body, another garage squeals open slowly. 
Bright yellow eyes and claws sharper than his spines peek through. 


The man in the middle picks up his hammer, thumping it against the ground twice. The floor 
beneath his feet clicks and lowers, taking him down. 


A short giggling whine echoes from the garage in front of him. People scream in hysterics- excited 
and happy. 


Stalking from the dark, a dark muzzle and porcupine mohawk is exposed to the light. 

Back hunched and lips formed into a snarl, it inhales a crazed cackle. 

Hyena. 

It opens its mouth, allowing for its lips to reach all the way up to its ears in an unnatural smile. 
Hiroto takes a fearful step back as it stares at him with intimidation. 

Hungry. 


Angry. 


Hiroto looks up and into the crowd with terror. 


Those eyes of grey stare down at him from a booth with higher status. 

Those same grey eyes. 

She swallows, turning away from his gaze. 

The quills on the hyena rattle and shake, snapping Hiroto’s focus back down. 
The man in the middle is almost lowered all the way down. 

All that remains is his face. 

The hyena barks, lunging over the man with madness foaming from its mouth. 
Hiroto’s eyes widen. 


“May the best creature prevail.” 


“Oh, my dear boy...you’ve let the pits change you, haven’t you?” Sara’s calming voice calls next 
to him. 


His body back to normal- minus a permanently fucked up smile and yellow-tinted eyes- Hiroto 
leans against the wall with exhaustion, blinking slowly. 


Every time he’s thrown into his cell, bloodied and scarred, he spends hours trying to control what 
he can. Control so he never has the chance to lose the last thing he has left. 


His mind. 
Hiroto looks at her. 


“Tt’s easier to hold no expectations,” he says hoarsely. “I lost my hope after being thrown into that 
hell hole.” 


There will never be a day where he doesn’t spend nights trying to scrub the stained memories from 
his head. The memories of sinking his teeth into flesh just so he could get just another day of 
breathing. 


Taking away others' lives. 

His skin is tinted red, and there is nothing but his own spit that can wipe it off. 
“You were right, you know...” he says. 

Sara’s face falls. 


“Hope isn’t destined to last long here,” he finishes, adjusting the chains on his raw skin. “It’s 
easier to survive without it weighing you down.” 


Hope can’t keep him alive where he is or where he’s put. 
Sara sighs, looking forward. 


“T really wished you wouldn’t listen to me when I said that.” 


Hiroto folds his brows in confusion. 
“Tt truly is true that nothing survives here, not even that one word.” 


“Well, I guess I wasn’t as perfect as you thought in your head,” he snaps without thinking, 
growling with each word. “I don’t know what you expected from your dejected attitude.” 


Sara looks at him with her mouth open. Hurt. 
Hiroto’s heart aches from his mistake. Bitterness has taken control of his tongue. 
“Sara....?’m-” 


She turns her body from him, laying against the concrete so not even the corner of her eye can view 
him. 


“You know what...” 
Her breathing becomes quiet. 


“T really did think you'd be different, Hiroto. But I guess I was wrong, just like I was with those 
who came before you.” 


The gate slams behind harsher than normal, making Hiroto flinch. 

His claws dig into the ground. 

Sighing, he looks up to the closed garage. 

Sara has been gone from her cell for days. Which is typical for her, yes. 


He wouldn't worry as much as usual because her transformation has been slower than his. She’s 
always in the labs longer than him. At least...that’s where he thinks she is. 


But after their last words... 

He hasn't done anything but worry for her. 

Long for her company. 

To ask for forgiveness. 

“T hope you are prepared for another new soul, watchers...” 
Hiroto narrows his eyes. 

“Well...old but new, I should say.” 

He listens closely to the words of his Warden. Amused and loud. 


“She’s one of our oldest souls here. Her job was assisting in the making of every other creature 
you’ve watched. Her blood and DNA are special among many. Not to mention, her quirk is one of 
the rarest in the world.” 


The crowd coos with curiosity. 


“A vampire in the night. Taken out with our team to retrieve blood from anything that moves. A 
bat. A bloodsucker.” 


Hiroto’s garage clicks. 

“But her time in that department has expired, I’m afraid. Her judgment is long overdue, after all.” 
He can hear the hum of the other garage across from him, and shortly after, his own follows. 
“And our rookie, the rising champion will simply help us with that.” 

The crowd shrills. 

Hiroto walks into the light, already puffing his spines in preparation. 

The hammer slams on the ground. 

But the look on the warden's face is something worse than usual. It’s smug. 

Knowing. 

He lowers as the creature on the other side screeches and chirps. 

The sound of wings flapping sends a chill down his spine. Panicked, sporadic. 


Shooting from its darkened space like a bullet, a bat nearly as big as him slams into the chained 
ceiling. It grips onto it with its feet, hanging upside down as the chains jingle with its movements. 


Creaking its head to the side, the bat stares at Hiroto before opening its mouth and letting out an 
ear-splitting shriek. Fangs long and curved extend from its gums like swords- ready to puncture a 
neck and drain it dry. 


The crowd loses it. 
But as it stares intensely at Hiroto from above... 
A sick feeling shoves itself into his throat and down into his stomach. 


The eyes to anything are the window to the soul. Unique no matter if its color is similar to a 
neighbor. From the way the eyes squint to how they blink- they are their own people. 


And he’d recognize those bright orange eyes anywhere. 
Anywhere. 

Hiroto’s vision goes blurry and his breathing increases. 
He takes a step back. 

No. 

No no no NO- 

“ Ssssar-” 


She lets go of the chains, diving down fast. 


Leaping out of the way, Hiroto grunts as he slams against the ground. 
“Bite its neck off!!” 

“Suck it dry!!” People scream from above. 

Sara bounces off the wall and goes for him again. 

And again. 

And again. 

Hiroto tumbles to the ground. He snaps his neck up to view her. 

“Sssara pleassse-” 

Sara shoots herself down to him before he can even process. 

Grabbing onto him with her talons, she picks him up by the back and throws him against the wall. 
“QOOOOO!” the crowd hisses as Hiroto’s body crumples to the ground. 
She comes soaring in again. 


But a reflex inside Hiroto flicks his tail and smacks into her face, sending her straight to the 
ground. He hears a crack and a pop- a familiar bone displacement sound. 


Fuck- 


Hiroto scrambles to his feet, backing up and away from her now pissed-off snarling face. Her 
fangs poke out from her lips as she props herself back up with her wings, dripping drool to the 
ground like a hungry dog. 


His claws drag onto the ground as he walks on two, spines folded up in defense. 
They walk in a circle, staring each other down. 


“Sssara...” He says quietly, but loud enough for her ears to hear. Her nose scrunches. “I?m 
sssorry...I nevver meant to-” 


“Come on!!!” Someone booms in the crowd. 
“Just kill each other already!!” 


Sara’s big ears twitch and her mouth opens with a scream. Flapping her wings, her body once 
again lunges towards Hiroto with desperation. 


Hiroto doesn’t know what to do. 

He doesn’t- 

Slamming into Hiroto, Sara pins him down with her wings. 

She brings her head in close and hisses, spraying saliva onto his face and into his mouth. 


The crowd goes wild- more animalistic than the animals themselves. 


“ Sssara please...look at me,” He begs, staring up at her. 

Her eyes twitch. 

“TI never ssshould have said those thingsss,” he shakes his head. 
His head is telling him to cry but he can’t. 

He can’t show weakness or... 

He refuses to remember. Not again. 

The crowd screams again. 


“Becaussse without you or your wordsss...”’ He struggles under her, trying to squirm out from her 
grasp without hurting her. 


“I would have never sssurvived.” 

Sara stares down at him for a moment. She stares. 

And those bright orange eyes change just slightly. 

“Fucking get it over with!!” 

Sara’s pupils shrink out of alarm. 

Hiroto’s eyes widen. 

NO- 

She opens her mouth and strikes, sinking her teeth into the side of his neck. 


He howls in pain as they penetrate through skin and muscle. His tail thumps against the ground 
and his body convulses. Deeper and deeper, he can feel his blood pooling from his neck. He can 
feel it being sucked from his veins. 


Screaming with everything in his lungs, he can feel tears prick his eyes from the pain. 


With the adrenaline now spiking in his chest, he uses the strength stockpiled in his body to rip his 
arms from her pin. 


He grabs her head and yanks her off, spraying blood against the wall next to them. 

She hisses and shrieks, shaking her head in his grasp. But he doesn’t let go. 

“Sssara-” 

He harshly pulls her head close to his until their foreheads touch. 

He can feel her wet tongue on his snout as she screams and struggles. 

Her wings flap in a panicked motion. 

His ears ring as her screaming grows higher in pitch. His ears may come close to bleeding. 


But he still doesn’t let go. 


“Breathhhe,” he says in a hushed whisper, tongue slithering from his teeth. 
“Breathhhe.” 

Sara’s struggling turns inconsistent. 

She shakes her head, blinking. 

“Breathhhe.” A tear falls from his eye. 

Sara’s screaming and hissing turn to whimpers and short huffs. 


He can feel warm moisture drip onto his snout. He slowly pushes her head away from his so he can 
meet her eyes. 


She’s crying. 


He nearly smiles, stroking a thumb on the side of her face. He pulls her in again, touching 
foreheads. 


Hiroto feels like passing out. His heart is still pounding inside his chest and head and the blood on 
his neck has yet to cease pooling. 


Never in his life was he so scared, not even his first moments in this hell compare. 


He wouldn’t know what the hell he’d do without her. She was the only one in this place that kept 
him sane- that kept him going. 


Her sarcastic words and soft voice. Her advice and comfort. A mother and a friend he needed. 
The sad reality hits him hard soon after. 

Only one can survive in the pits. 

No matter the circumstance. 

Hiroto lets go of her head and scoots back so he can stand back to his feet. 


Dizziness slams into his head as he fully stands. He grabs onto his neck as the ache of blood loss 
catches up to him. 


Sara whines with worried eyes. 

He shakes his head. It’s not her fault. 

The crowd lets out a collection of frustrated yells and boos. 
“Get them out of here!!” 

“Weakness!!” 

Hiroto looks up and around in panic. 

“Mors omnibus!!” 


Someone will die tonight. 


Someone- 

Looking back at Sara, he opens his mouth. 

But it seems she already knows. 

He can tell just by the way she’s looking at him. 

There is a small smile on her face and her eyes are wet. 


It’s something his mother would do to him when he was a child. Leaving for trips she would have 
to say goodbye to, for she’d leave for months. 


Hiroto’s face drops. 

Standing on her feet, she opens her wings wide- shrieking at the crowd above. 
“Sssara.” he says, taking a step towards her. 

Flapping her wings, Sara jumps into the air and soars around the arena. 


“No...” he shakes his head, looking up at her as she slams herself against the cage. Against the 
part of the crowd holding the booths. 


She sticks her nose through the exposed gap, shrieking at the ones who put her here. 
At Mortifer. 

At her... 

Hiroto runs over to her, panic rising in his pounding head. 

“Ssstop!!” He claws against the concrete. He has given up on suppressing the tears. 
He screams. 

Mortifer leans against his knuckle on his seat, blinking with a lack of amusement. 
His mouth mumbles something. 

And with that... 

The gate from his garage swings open with a crash. 

And a familiar, sickening metal screech against concrete makes his heart sink. 

“So the bat’s gone rogue, eh?” 

The sound of an object cutting air whirls through the air and above him. 

Sara is nailed in the spine with Warden’s hammer. 

She cries in pain as she lets go of the chain and drops like a fly. 

“NO!!” Hiroto yelps, running towards her. 


But something wraps around his ankles and pulls tight. 


Falling to the ground chin first, Hiroto gasps in pain. 

He sinks his claws into the concrete and attempts to pull himself up. 
But a shock is sent into his body, putting him right back where he was. 
Deep footsteps walk from his side, and purple eyes stare him down. 


“My judgment for you hasn't finished yet, lizard,” he mutters so only he could hear before 
continuing his strut to Sara and her now semi-paralyzed body. 


Hiroto reaches out a claw. 

Another shock. 

The crowd shows interest and excitement, cheering for their savior to entertain the fight. 
To spill blood. 

Sara looks up at the man with fear. 

He places his foot on her neck, grabbing the hammer from the side. 

“You have served us well, A-03,” 

Hiroto looks at her in horror. He's never actually heard her number till now. 

She was one of the first ones. 

“But your judgment has come to a close,” he says, hovering the end of the hammer over her face. 
He leans in close. 


“Your choices have led you here. And I hope wherever I send you, you obtain peace, for you have 
been nothing but a good soul.” 


He lifts the hammer over his shoulder and over his head. 

Sara turns her gaze to Hiroto- eyes wet and blood dripping from her nose and mouth. 
A smile finds her lips again. 

She swallows. “ Nn-never I-lose yo-your hope...” she struggles to whisper. “Hiroto.” 
Swinging with strengthened muscles, the hammer connects itself with Sara’s skull. 
Blood sprays like a broken paint can, hitting Hiroto across the face. 

He can hear her bones crunching and brain rupturing. 


The Warden raises his weapon again, delivering yet another painful and lethal crack to her neck 
and head. 


Hiroto enters hysteria. 


Opening his mouth, he cries a mournful yell- reaching his claws out for her. 


The people holding him behind start to drag his struggling body, shocking and shocking his legs. 
He screams, gripping his nails on the floor, screeching like a rusting nail on a chalkboard. 
Again and again, the hammer hits Sara’s body. 

He can hear the bang ring through his brain and he nearly vomits. 

Looking up at the happy crowd, he yells with frustration. 

Through blurry eyes, he meets gray. 

Shinigami’s face stares down at him and Sara with terror, holding a hand over her mouth. 


She looks like she is going to be sick as tears fall from her eyes and her throat bobs from 
swallowing. 


Warden stops, placing the hammer over his shoulder. It drips with blood, soaking the ground 
beneath. 


He turns to look at Hiroto, blood covering his face like a mask. His eyes shine bright. 
“Lessons can only be learned through actions, lizard,” he says. 

The men behind Hiroto drag harder. 

And as Hiroto’s gaze shifts to the gushing mass on the ground... 

The frozen wings and broken teeth... 


He stops struggling, letting his body go limp. 


Scratching a nail against the concrete repeatedly, Hiroto stares at his back wall. 
Scratch. 

Scratch. 

Scratch. 

It’s the only thing he can do to fill the silence. 

To replace the sound of dying creatures. 

He hasn’t eaten anything for days, nor has he even thought about moving from the spot he sits in. 
He can’t fall asleep either, not without being reminded. 

All he can see when his eyes close is red. 

The door closest to his cell opens. He keeps his head forward, focusing his ears. 
He keeps scratching. 


Harsh female breathing... 


Jumbled footsteps... 

Sara’s old cage door is opened, sinking his heart into his stomach. 

A thud followed by the door slamming shut hard. 

“You cowards...” a cry. “You fucking cowards don’t know what you’re doing.” 
The voice forces him to turn his head from familiarity. 

Grey eyes. 

Harshly breathing and chained, she turns to look at him. 

And pooling from her eyes is something thick and black. 

Placing a hand in her hair, Shinigami looks down. 

“You don’t belong in there,” Hiroto says for the first time in days. 

He blinks slowly, barely looking at her. He can’t stomach it, not when she’s sitting where she did. 


“You don’t have to feel obliged to speak to me, Ishikawa,” she says hoarsely. Her hands are 
violently shaking in chains. “Especially not after Sara. After everything.” 


Hiroto pauses mid-scratch, turning to look at her fully. 


“So, you remember her name?” he says quietly. “Didn’t think you all had the ability to remember 


” 


us. 
Shinigami nods, wiping black from her face. “I remember them all. Even the ones that still live.” 
She winces grabbing her forehead. 

She looks rough. Tired. Damaged. 

He looks her up and down. 

They injected her, hm? 


“The fuck happened to you anyway?” he asks tiredly. “Aren’t you supposed to be cuddled up with 
your husband?” Every word that comes from his mouth is nasty towards her. “Didn’t think you’d 
turn into a rat.” 


He doesn’t care anymore. 
She sneers at his words. Disgusted by his word choice. 
“That is no longer my life.” She looks to the side. 


Hiroto tisks, wrapping his arms around his legs. “Karma is a bitch, sweetheart. Did they finally 
get sick of you?” 


“No,” she shakes her head. “I was the one that got sick of them.” 


Hiroto blinks at her. 


“And I’d much rather be in here rotting than help him another day.” 
She coughs, hacking up mucus. 

Except it's not mucus. 

She spits something black onto the ground, wiping her mouth. 


“T fell in love with the wrong person and couldn’t get out.” She tucks her knees to her chest, 
leaning her chin on her knees. “When you’re too scared to speak for yourself against a loved one, 
you let them burn down everything around you just because you fear for worse.” 


He doesn’t respond. 
She sighs, looking to the cell bars. 
“Then what changed?” he finally spits out, dropping the attitude. 


Shinigami swallows. “He lost his mind. Lives stopped mattering, and he grew impatient.” She 
moves her hand and stares at it. Her nails are sharp. “I started to voice my concerns. Fight his 
methods...” He takes a breath. “And after your last fight...I snapped. I couldn't keep helping 
him.” 


Hiroto watches as she wipes another blackened tear from her cheek. 

“T couldn’t do it anymore. She did no wrong to anyone. Neither you.” 

Hiroto swallows. 

“T take it that the conversation didn’t go well?” he says, staring at her chains. 


She snorts. “What do you think?” she lifts her chained wrists. She coughs again, spitting out more 
black. 


It’s like she’s rotting inside. 
Hiroto narrows his brows. “The fuck did they put in you?” 


She half-smiles, shrugging. “Nothing like what you possess would have suited me, according to 
him. I’m quirkless, after all.” 


Hiroto’s face nearly drops. 

A word so rare and stigmatized, it shocks anyone. 

“What’s better than injecting your ex-lover with the characteristics from your own quirk?” 
A sick feeling hits him in the gut. 

There is nothing more illegal and morbid than something like that. 

“Christ...that’s fucking disgusting,” he says, lifting his lip. 

She nearly laughs at his response. “We are here after all...what did you expect?” 


Hiroto looks down, nodding. 


“Well, welcome to the prison I guess, Shinigami,” he says, moving his eyes to look at her. 
Her face scrunches in disgust. “Please...don’t call me that.” 
He raises a brow. 


“It was a name given to me by the prisoners. My real name is Shin, but...even I can’t seem to 
stomach that...” 


She bites her lip. 

“Well...what can I call you then?” 

She shakes her head. “I don’t know.” 

For the first time since he’s met her. 

He can’t read her eyes. 

They’re almost completely empty. Lost. 

“We can get you a new one.” 

Her face almost relaxes as she looks at him. 

“You’re going to be here for a while so...might as well get you a new identity.” 
A black tear falls from her eye and she swallows. 

She smiles, shaking her head. 

“And I’m going to get you out of here. All of you,” she says, voice breaking. 


“T promise, even if it’s the last thing I do.” 


Naomasa stares at the vigilante in horror. 
It’s been silent for what feels like minutes. 
It’s worse than what he expected. 

So much fucking worse. 


“IT won’t get into the rest, I think you get the point,” Hiroto says, dragging a hand through his hair. 
“We'd be here for hours if I told you everything.” 


Naomasa’s eyes find Mirko’s and Death Arms. They share the same shocked terror as him, mouths 
shut thin. 


Even Endeavor is silent behind them, not having said a word for a long time. 
Mirko looks down at the ground. “How did we...” 


“Never know,” Death Arms finishes for her. 


Hiroto blinks, sighing. “The most dangerous people are the smart ones. Unlike the league, he 
never wanted attention until everything was perfected. Planned.” 


Everyone continues to stare at the vigilante. 


“He now has that woman again as well Bakugou Katsuki and Cerberus. His plan is nearly 
complete and if he succeeds in mass-producing what Cerberus is...” 


A massive chill goes down Naomasa’s spine. 

“Ok...” Mirko says, still trying to process. “Ok, fuck what do we do?” 

“We gather as much help as we can get,” he responds, standing out of his chair. 
“And how do you suppose we do that?” Endeavor snaps from behind. 

A growl rumbles behind them. 

Naomasa turns his body fast. 

Medicus is walking out of the cell room with every single creature they captured. 


Anger radiates from their bodies but...compared to earlier, the emotions aren’t directed towards 
them. 


“Nothing beats rage, Endeavor.” He walks over to Medicus and the creatures lined behind her. 


“And these people have a lot of it.” 
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Katsuki paces up and down the enlarged cell, practically creating his own worn-down path from 
how rotten it is in here. He picks at his nails and the skin around them, feeling the sting as he picks 
and peels too far. 


Deku is curled in a corner with his eyes forced into a glare, head now clotted with green and a face 
full of pure acrimony. 


The chains on Katsuki drag. 
And they drag. 


Whatever reason he’s in this cell, it isn’t anything favorable. He can tell by the faint screaming and 
cheering outside the walls. 


That man. 


He nearly stops in his tracks just thinking about his demented smile and frightening musk that 
pulsated from his body. It took every ounce of willpower his father taught him in order to keep 
from sneering in his direction. 


For the hammer in his hand didn’t seem friendly. 


“If you keep pacing like that, kid, the others in here won’t be as kind as me with a warning,” a 
female voice calls from the darkened side of the cell. 


Something growls and shifts. 


Katsuki stops, turning his head. “‘...and who the hell are you?” 
A sigh. He hears chains rattle followed by a body standing. 


Katsuki takes a nervous step back, clenching his fist. His hands are dry for the first time in years 
and it’s scaring the shit out of him. 


“Don’t shit your pants, Bakugou, I’m on your side of things,” the woman says, appearing from the 
dark. 


She’s worn down and visibly a reptile mutation from the scales on her skin. 


She has three beastly scars across her face that make it harder to avoid the piercing eyes behind 
them. 


“How the hell do you know my name?” Katsuki says, raising his voice. He keeps his distance from 
her, turning and taking a step back when she gets close. 


She rolls her eyes, walking past him. Waving her hand half-heartedly, she signs for him to join her 
on the other side of the cell. 


“T watched the sports festival like everyone on this planet, dipshit. Yuuei is damn stupid for that.” 
Katsuki opens his mouth to snap but she turns and leans against the wall, crossing her arms. 

“T also know you’re close with Midoriya from how often I watched him, so...” 

Katsuki squints at her, tilting his head. 

She looks... 

When did he- 

His eyes widen. 

“You’re that bitch from the cafe,” he says pointing to her. Fucking- 


She raises her hand. “So he does have a memory...” sliding down the wall, she sits back down with 
a huff. She pats the floor next to her. 


The hesitation in Katsuki starts to break a little. Glancing at Deku in the corner, he obliges, sitting 
next to her. 


Both their chains rattle in harmony as they adjust, trying their best to become comfortable in the 
situation given. 


“You ok, kid?” she asks. 

Katsuki rubs his wrists, looking down. “M’ fine.” 

Clearly a lie. Anyone would know. 

She hums in response. “I know you're lying, but I’ll leave it be for now.” 
Katsuki folds his brows down, looking up at her. ““Who even are you?” 


Matching his eyes, she blinks and raises her shoulders in a shrug. “You can just call me Nishi, kid,” 


she says, looking back forward. “Your teacher as well as that red-haired friend of yours met me a 
while ago when shit was hitting the fan particularly more than usual. I’m no threat to you, you 
don’t have to worry.” 


Shitty hair? ? He thinks internally. 
At this given point, nothing surprises him anymore. 


He clenches his fists, biting at his lip with questions tugging at his mind. Her presence is 
something that he can’t quite figure out. Not necessarily in a bad way, per say. But... he can’t read 
her. 


Nishi lets out a long sigh, brushing back a piece of her hair. There are spots of clotting blood close 
to her scalp. “I know you have a million more questions piled up in your head, but just let me 
explain my shit and then I'll let you ask all you want, ‘kay?” 


Katsuki looks at her up and down, nodding slowly. 
Seems reasonable... 


She takes a small breath, leaning her head against the wall with a thump. “Before Dai and Hiroto 
ripped this place apart a couple of years ago, I was one of the damned who was cursed by 
Mortifer’s vision. Though I was fortunate my testing never made it far, it only reached early stage 
one before everything burned to the ground.” She looks down at one of her hands, letting a sharp 
pair of claws appear slightly in the dark. 


He nods, listening to each word she spews. 


“But, as we all know, cockroaches never seem to die.” She glances at him, putting her claws away. 
“T came back too, only instead of continuing my imprisonment, I pledged alliance with him and his 
vision.” 


Katsuki swallows, clenching one of his fists on the ground. 
Nishi hears his chains rattle. 


She snorts, shaking her head. “Don’t worry, I fucking hate his guts as well as his demented mind as 
much as everyone here. I just needed a way in so I could take this place down for good. Help finish 
putting the bastard into the darkest of holes and burying him till no sun can shine.” She exhales 
deeply, looking at the chains on her feet and arms. 


“But clearly, that didn’t go in my favor.” 
A creature in the back groans. 


They both glance back before turning to look at each other. Nishi blinks, moving another piece of 
hair from her face. 


“T’ll assume you’ ve been updated with this place’s name. But we are in The Waiting Room right 
now. Pretty much the backroom for people waiting to see if they die a brutal death or not.” 


Raising her knees, she rests her hands on them. “The screams you hear out there,” she continues, 
pointing to the wall. She swallows. “That’s all from the pit.” 


Katsuki opens his mouth to ask what it is but she holds her finger up. 


“The pit...is primarily used as a glorified fighting arena for the wealthy's view. It’s only by special 
invitation, yet the stands are always full.” 


Katsuki’s face falls. “So rich pricks get turned on by monster fighting?” He shakes his head. 
“Pucking-” 


“Yeah, foul as fuck but what’s the surprise? Boredom is common in their kind,” she responds, 
shrugging. “Anyway...” 


He keeps his mouth shut this time, understanding that he’s testing her patience right now. 


“Tt’s not that part that’s even awful, really.” Her eyes glance at Deku. “It’s the judgment behind it 
all.” 


Katsuki raises a brow. 


“Everything about this place is twisted.” She pauses. “It all starts with finding people who fit right 
in Mortifer’s target- promising quirks that are typically frowned upon or less popular in the public 
eye. Then, the tests start, each day getting worse. If he likes what he sees, the DNA is extracted 
and put into the next unknowing subject.” She clears her throat. Dry. “But...when he was looking 
for Midoriya, he got sloppy- rushed. The care and time he once had for each creature declined- 
throwing more and more into the pits when he wasn’t satisfied with the result. Everyone knows 
that each person’s body compositions, as well as layouts, are different. Not to mention the 
reactions. Unfortunately, most never showed promise like Midoriya did, and his patience dulled.” 


Something screams from the other side of the wall. 
Katsuki flinches. But...Nishi stays still. 
She exhales from her nose quietly, shutting her eyes. 


“On top of testing, Mortifer’s dog, Warden, judges each and every prisoner as they enter his 
domain. I have no doubt he will test you as well, the crowd finds it amusing to see special guests.” 


Deku huffs and Katsuki’s glance snaps over. 
Deku’s eyes continue to stare them down. Nothing has changed. 


“No one truly knows what he looks for in judgment- if he looks for people who are willing to kill, 
people who have strong minds and will, or people who have good hearts. It doesn’t matter in the 
end. Lives are lost every week.” She continues. “If prisoners fail judgment, Warden deals with 
them himself. Taking that hammer he holds so dearly and punishing them till their bodies fall 
still.” 


A shiver goes down Katsuki’s back. 


“The confusing part is that even if someone passes his judgment, he still takes their life. Metal to 
bone, he smashes their head in- quicker and less brutal compared to repeatedly breaking each bone 
and ripping apart their carcass like a hungry lioness. I think it’s his way of being kind. Letting 
people’s suffering stop, or making it so the suffering is the last thing they feel.” 


There’s a quiet pause. 


“The only people that survive here are the ones that show the best results in both DNA and 
strength. Or in other words...” 


“Deku,” Katsuki says. 
Nishi nods, biting at the inside of her cheek. 


“He’s going to start an army now that he has that kid,” Nishi says, turning to look at Deku. “He 
already extracted his blood and there is no telling what he’! do with it.” 


Katsuki’s body is itching. 
God, he just wants to- 


Nishi half-smiles. “You can ask your questions if you want now, kid. I’m just rambling at this 
point.” 


Katsuki nearly exhales with relief. 


“Why the fuck put Deku in the pits if that bastard has been searching for him for so long? It’s a 
damn waste if you ask me.” 


Nishi shrugs, rattling her chains. “Creatures mutate and change through stress and other strong 
emotions. I know for a fact your friend hasn’t finished his transformation, and there is no doubt 
Mortifer is trying to awaken what is left hiding in his body to see just what else he’s created.” She 
starts to pick at her nails. “To add, the crowd is practically paying a fortune to see the most wanted 
vigilante fight to the death in front of their eyes.” 


A gross feeling shoves itself inside Katsuki. His stomach hurts. 


“And why tell me all this?” Katsuki asks. “It’s not like you telling me is going to stop what’s 
clearly going to happen.” 


Nishi raises a brow. “Would you have preferred me to be quiet? Lurk in the shadows?” She snorts, 
shaking her head. “You’re a smart kid, Bakugou, but you can’t survive this without help- 
knowledge, and preparation. No way in hell.” 


Katsuki looks down at his hands. 


Nishi frowns. “Look...” she says with a sigh. One of her hands reaches out and grabs his shoulder 
gently. “I’m more than relieved that you two are ok and in... semi-good condition...” She 
squeezes. “During that shit show, Mortifer was holding me in a private cell so I could watch 
everything and I was worried that when Midoriya was grabbed...” 


Katsuki blinks, looking back up at her. 


“Seeing you in that cell with him...” she continues. “You being here may very well save his life. 
And a lot more.” 


Katsuki’s brows fold in confusion. 


“Take it with a grain of salt, hon, but there is a high chance you will be thrown in the pit against 
your friend.” 


Katsuki can nearly feel his heart stop beating and his lungs shrink inside his ribcage. 
Nishi squeezes his shoulder again, scooting closer to him. “Kid, listen to me. Seriously.” 


He swallows as he looks at her. She taps a finger on his forehead with her other hand, bringing her 


face close. 


“Tf that happens, I need you to promise me that you’!l do everything you can to pull Midoriya out 
of his head.” 


“Wha-” 


“Promise me, Bakugou,” she repeats. “Long-term emotional connection is the best way to infiltrate 
the brain.” Her finger moves from his forehead to her own head, tapping the side of her temple. “I 
need you to focus and think. Take the time you have here to think about how you can pull him 
out.” 


“How am I-” 


“T may have never seen it with my own eyes but considering you’re a stubborn bastard, I know that 
you’ve yelled at him hard enough to snap him out of a moment at least once.” 


What... 
He can’t- 


This woman is spewing something impossible. Even if Katsuki can somehow pull him out of a 
state way worse than anything he’s seen before... 


Katsuki blinks, mouth open. “Even if I can somehow slap the nerd back into his senses, what the 
hell am I supposed to do then? Wave at the fucking devil and say ‘hey, I broke your dog! Sorry!” 


She narrows her eyes and a small smile twitches at the corner of her mouth. “You really are a smart 
ass, aren’t you?” 


She lets him go, scooting back to her original spot against the wall. She sighs again, making it a 
part of her repetitive behavior. 


“Tt’s hard not to be in this situation, you know,” Katsuki mutters, looking at Deku again. “The only 
thing I can control right now is my damn words, so...” 


The dry feeling in his hands is driving him crazy. The phantom feeling that his sweat will ignite is 
keeping his heart rate high. Adrenaline. 


Stress. 


Nishi tilts her head. “Then use it to your advantage,” she responds. “That control you have left in 
this hell hole is better than what you think.” 


A shriek booms from the other side of the wall. 

“Mortifer isn’t used to sharing the spotlight,” she mutters, looking at him with those intense eyes. 
“And I know damn well you’ll be the perfect person to entertain his limits.” 

“Go rest for a moment, Inko, you’ ve done enough,” Manual says, placing a hand on Inko’s 
shoulder. 


She shakes her head, glancing back at him. Her hand holds a silver ladle filled with steaming soup. 


“You’re short people, honey,” she responds, grabbing a bowl and pouring a bit of the liquid into it. 
She hands it to a woman with wrapped burn wounds. “We don’t know how long this is going to go 
on.” There is still a long line behind her waiting- tired and irritated. 


“Which is exactly why you need a break,” he reaches forward, grabbing the ladle from her. “You 
haven’t stopped.” 


Inko prepares herself to object again when she feels a hand grab her other arm. She turns over and 
Kiku is looking back at her with worry. 


“Come sit with me, sweetie,” she says, tugging on Inko’s arm. 
Again, Inko wishes to object but Kiku is already pulling her towards the floor mats. 
She can hear Manual hum behind them. “Next person, please!” 


Kiku leads her through a crowd and to a couple of dark blue sleeping mats placed neatly on the 
concrete floor. Dusty but soft to the touch. 


Inko is brought down to the floor, forced to sit and relax by the older woman. 


“You’re a stubborn one, Inko,” Kiku says, sighing as she sits across from Inko. “I can’t imagine the 
house if your son inherited that.” She giggles, reaching for one of the plastic water bottles scattered 
around each mat. She hands Inko one. 


Inko smiles back, grabbing what is handed to her. “You have no idea.” Unscrewing the cap of the 
water, she takes a long sip. It's warm, yet still satisfying to her dry throat. 


“Can I ask you something, if you don’t mind?” Kiku asks, tilting her head. She places her frail 
hands in her lab. 


“T guess it depends on the question,” Inko responds with a shrug. She puts the water down. 


Kiku nods. “Don’t...take this the wrong way, honey, but why are you doing all of this?” She 
motions to the room. 


The mats she set up. 
The medical and food supplies organized. 
The treated civilians. 


Kiku reaches out and grabs Inko’s hand. She shakes her head. “I guess my poor old brain is just 
confused. Your son has been treated horribly by this city, yet...you still help us all like we are 
family.” She squeezes her hand. “Not a lot of people would do what you are doing.” 


Inko folds the corner of her lip into an awkward smile. She takes one of her hands and places it on 
top of Kiku’s. 


Inko sighs. 
“T haven’t told anyone this, not even my closest friends...” 
She looks out at the people surrounding her. Each face and expression. 


“The severity of my son's issues can never truly be expressed out loud.” She shakes her head, 


taking a breath. “It’s not for me to tell but...what I can say is that for a long time, Izuku has been 
treated like a piece of rotting trash by every single person in this country. Because of one mistake 
that was broadcasted, his life will never be the same.” 


Kiku nods, listening. 


“But despite everything...” Inko lowers her head. “He always helps people. He continues to go to 
hero school and continues to be a good person even though everyone he wants to help screams and 
yells in his direction.” She can feel tears try to well inside her eyes. 


“He helps people every day even though he is suffering,” she says, sniffing. “I could never be as 
strong as him. Ever. But...” 


She looks to the side. “I sure can try.” 

Kiku places her other hand on both of Inko's hands, bringing her gaze over. 
“He would be so proud of you,” she says with a bright smile. 

Inko snorts, blinking a tear that slipped through her willpower. 


Kiku looks around the room again. “We may be in a society filled with heroes, but it is rare for a 
heroic mentality to overpower every other human emotion and selfish act.” She raises Inko’s hands 
up, moving to clasp them tightly. “It’s even rarer in a world plagued like this.” 


Inko nods as she speaks. 


“We are all human, but not all humans are capable of selflessness. Though your son suffers and 
though you suffer watching him, keep doing what you’re doing.” 


“Because we need more people out there that are willing to help besides the ones strapped in capes 
and boots. Our world is dying because no one is willing. Not even a little.” 
Eijiro zones out as his hand plays with fur. Soft, long fur. 


Yuma’s head gradually moved up to his lap over time, allowing for his touch to soothe her. All 
while her warmth and softness aided his overstimulated nerves. 


Uraraka fiddles with her fingers across from him in her own seat, chewing at her lip as she looks 
down at her knees. 


“They’ll be ok...right?” she asks, turning her head to Ejjiro. 
Yuma turns her eyes to look over, Eijiro following soon after. 
“T...” he starts to say, swallowing. “TI really don’t know, Uraraka.” 


There has been more than enough speculation that Midoriya and Bakugou are there. It’s nothing 
but obvious. The only thing they can’t shake is what could possibly be happening to them there... 


To add, preparing to update an entire class on the level of fucked up this situation is never adds to 
the fun of already being stressed. 


Yuma whines. 


“Why would they even want Midoriya?” Yaoyorozu asks herself, shaking her head. “Recruitment? 
To get rid of him?” Her voice lowers as she speaks. “It doesn’t really make sense.” 


“Tt’s not even the league that is truly after him. They’re just pawns,” Todoroki sneers from the 
back of the bus, leaning against the back door with one of his knees up. 


Everyone turns in their seats to look at him. 
“It’s far more demented than you think.” 


Todoroki’s hand rests on one of Syoma’s curled horns. Deep breathing can be heard from his 
unconscious body, slow and rough. 


“Please be careful with what you have to say, Todoroki,” lida whispers through his teeth with a 
worried glance. 


Todoroki responds with a clicked tongue. “What’s the fucking point anymore, lida?” His eyes are 
red and tired. Puffy and irritated. He hasn’t been...great for a while. 


lida bites his lip, turning. 
Ah jeez... 


Eijiro swallows. He looks to his class and their confused glances- all of their eyes shift to him for 
answers. A response. 


He sighs, looking down at Yuma. Her eyes meet his gaze- lashes blinking slowly. She exhales, 
lifting her head from his lap, allowing for him to stand. 


Gripping onto the top of the seat, he moves his way down the bus aisle, walking carefully over 
Yuma and with slow concentration to prep of Aizawa-sensei’s maniac driving. 


Todoroki turns his head away from Ejjiro. He can tell his headstrong classmate doesn’t want the 
interaction right now. 


But... 
Eijiro sighs, sitting down on the dusty floor in front of him. 


“Talk to me, Todoroki,” he says quietly, reaching out a hand. He touches his arm softly. ““What’s 
really bugging you right now?” 


Todoroki’s throat bobs. Eijiro can tell he’s trying to hold in tears by the way he holds his facial 
expressions. 


“You wouldn’t understand.” 


“Try me,” Eijiro shoots back, raising his brow. He knows he shouldn’t be so assertive with his 
words with Todoroki, considering his state is already so fragile. But in order to get anything out of 
him, he needs to push. 


Todoroki opens his mouth, taken off guard by the quick response, before taking a breath. He drags 
his free hand through his hair, gripping at the ends. 


“T...[ can’t figure out why I’m feeling this way, to be honest,” Todoroki mutters quietly, looking up 
at Eijiro. “Why I’m so agitated and upset and...well, more upset than I should be in this situation.” 


Eyjiro tilts his head. 


“T’ve...not even when uh, when my mom was taken away from my family, I’ve never felt so 
emotional about anything. Attached.” He shakes his head. “I was kind of...numb with my 
emotions, I still can be sometimes. I have a hard time understanding what my feelings mean. What 
they are supposed to mean.” 


Nodding, Eijiro listens carefully to his friend struggle to say what it on his mind. He can tell even 
Todoroki is confused and scared through each word he speaks. 


“But,” Todoroki sighs and turns his head, looking down at Syouma. He strokes his horns. “When I 
met Midoriya...” He swallows. “For the first time in years, I had someone help me understand 
those feelings. He helped me forgive myself and work to move on from the trauma that was what 
created that numbness.” 


Eyiro nods slowly. 


“He’s...comforting believe it or not,” he says with a half chuckle. “His ability to empathize even 
though his suffering is so different to mine put something in my chest I never experienced before. 
For once I...1 didn’t fight the warmth I felt.” 


Leaning his head back, he leans against the back door again. “Everyone thinks he’s a murderous 
animal, but despite his disgustingly strong stubbornness within him, I have never in my life met 
someone so soft. Gentle... Kind.” He pauses. “He was my first real friend. He was the first person 
to tell me that they understand.” 


A tear slips from one of his eyes. Raising his hand, he wipes it from his cheek. 


“T don’t know how to explain it but I can’t handle being away from him. I can’t handle not being 
able to touch him or see him. I-I can’t...I need to be able to tell him it'll be ok. That he’s ok.” 


The ache in Todoroki’s voice is real. 
He’s in pain. 


“T know you care for him, Todoroki,” Eijiro says softly. “I could tell as soon as the sports festival. 
You care for him a Jot. You and Bakugou both.” 


Todoroki nods. 
“But...” Eijiro pauses for a second. “Your care is different, I can tell.” 


Todoroki snorts, showing a small smile for the first time in hours. “I would be slightly offended if 
you said mine was the same as his.” 


Eijiro smiles back. “He acts like his mom but let’s not tell him that.” 

“Absolutely not,” Todoroki sniffs, chuckling. But his smile fades back down when he leans back. 
He raises his knees, wrapping his arms around them tight. 

Eijiro frowns, biting at his cheek. ““Todoroki...are you ok?” 

A question that has a clear answer, but also a question that hasn’t been asked yet. 


Todoroki hesitates before shaking his head. “I’m scared, Kirishima.” His eyes water and he starts 


to bite at his lip. “I’ve never been scared like this before.” 

Kirishima’s brows fold up. Scooting forward he reaches forward and grabs Todoroki’s arms. 
“Love can do crazy things,” he huffs, smiling. Todoroki looks at him with a gaping mouth. 
“You love him, don’t you?” Evjiro says softly, tilting his head. 


Todoroki swallows and Ejjiro can see his lip start to wobble. He nods his head, letting the tears he 
had built up inside start to pool fast. 


Eijiro pulls him close, wrapping his arms around his shoulders tight. He can feel Todoroki return 
the gesture after a moment, digging his face into Eijiro’s shoulder. 


“T know...” Eijiro whispers. 


He’s never seen Todoroki like this before. The usual stoic nature within him has finally cracked 
and shattered. And the pain he is feeling because of it is unimaginable. 


The person he cares for most is gone, and he doesn’t know if he’ Il come back. 


“T know...” 


“Stars shining bright above you...” 
Katsuki’s eyes crack open. He groans. 


An echoing hum slithers down his back in a chill. He lifts his head from Nishi’s shoulder, choosing 
to ignore the fact that he fell asleep on her. 


Nishi is awake- eyes wide and face cold- but her body is still as if her eyes were closed in slumber. 


“What is-” Nishi shoves one of her hands on Katsuki’s mouth, silencing him quick. He can taste 
the sweat on her palm. 


“Night breezes seem to whisper I love you...” A voice from the other side of the door. 
Grinding... 

Humming... 

Everything in the room goes completely silent. 

“Birds singing in the sycamore tree...” 

Keys rattle. 

“Dream a little dream...of me...” 

The door clicks open with a squeal. 

A hum-like chuckle flows into the damp room, sticking to the walls. 

“Sing with me, won’t you?” 


Slipping from a clawed hand, half of a chain leash falls to the ground. 


Nishi lets Katsuki go, lifting herself and scooting in front of Katsuki like a protective dog. 


“Ah ah ahhh,” Warden hums, tilting his head while walking inside. ““You’ ve had your turn already, 
my dear.” 


Nishi snarls, raising her lip. “I know what you’re here for and it’s not happening.” 

Katsuki can feel his back press against the wall from reflex, tensing against the soggy stone. 
Warden smiles. “I’m afraid you have no opinion here anymore, Nishi.” 

Nishi scrapes her nails against the ground, irritated and nervous. 

Warden steps closer, humming to the tune of the song he sang in the hall. Demented and wrong. 
The hammer in his other hand drags behind his feet. 


Nishi’s body prepares to lunge, he can see it in the way her body hunches as a stray cat does in the 
streets. 


But her actions are stopped quickly. 


Warden grips the chain tight before cracking his wrist and then arm into a whipping motion. The 
chain is quickly sent forward with more acceleration than anyone could prepare for. 


Nishi flinches before the thick chain wraps itself around her neck and pulls. 
Katsuki’s eyes go wide. 


Stumbling forward, Nishi is dragged against the blood-stained floor in a struggle, grabbing the 
chains with her hands. Warden pulls the chain up and back until Nishi is now inches from his 
body. 


She chokes, wheezing against the tightening metal around her trachea. He leans his head down so 
her eyes could meet his, noses practically touching end to end. 


“Come on darlin’,” he says smoothly, licking his teeth. “Sing with me and I just might let you join 
them.” 


A sick feeling punches Katsuki in the stomach. He looks over at Deku who is cautiously staring at 
the situation from the corner. His ears are pinned back and the spines on his back are raised- 
twitching. 


He clenches his fist, trying to keep his body still. 
Nishi growls. “F-fuck off,” she struggles. 
Warden hums, tighening his grip on the chain. Nishi gasps. 


Leaning closer, he sets his hammer down and moves his now free hand close to her face. She starts 
to struggle the closer his hand gets. 


Stroking a hair from her face, he touches his thumb to her cheek and lets her drop to the ground- 
releasing the chain from her neck. 


But she doesn’t gasp for air with relief. 


She continues to hold her throat with limited air in her lungs, eyes red and face turning pink. 
He hums, walking away from her body and towards Deku. He grabs the hammer. 


“Say nighty-night and kiss me...” he starts to sing again, low and off. The hammer drags behind 
him. 


Ears raising in alarm, Deku, bares his teeth. But his body expresses caution- fear. 
He growls louder and louder the closer he gets. But again, his body stays still. 


Leaning down, Warden grabs the end of the chain and moves it towards Deku’s neck- not even 
showing an ouce of fear. 


Deku’s lip stays raised, but his teeth don’t snap or bite. It seems he’s learned his lesson one too 
many times. 


The chain hooks itself to the collar around his neck. Yanking it, Deku is lifted to his feet with little 
protest. 


Katsuki turns to look at Nishi. He watches as she continues to struggle on the ground with her 
hands to her neck. Body twitching from the lack of oxygen. 


“Come, boy,” Warden pauses his singing to say. He turns his head and stares at Katsuki. “I don’t 
think you need me to tell you what comes next.” 


Deku turns his eyes to the side, staring at Katsuki intensely. 


“Tf I need to remind you, you’ll be inher position,” he tilts his head to Nishi before walking 
towards the door. “Hm?” 


Katsuki swallows, feeling as his arms start to shake when he moves to stand. 
He watches as Mortifer starts to hum again, reaching out his hammer and tapping Nishi on the leg. 


She gasps, choking loudly. Spit and bile are coughed up onto the ground as she lifts her body and 
tries to catch her breath. Tears fall from her eyes. Like Katsuki, her arms and hands shake. 


The hammer sneaks it’s way to her arms, hooking the chain tied between her wrists. 


Like Deku, Nishi is now being pulled by the man with a violet stare as her lungs try to catch up on 
oxygen. 


“Hmmm hm hm hmmm...” he hums, walking towards the doorway. “Just hold me tight and tell me 
you’ ll miss me.” 


Nishi twists her neck around as her body scrapes against the ground. She looks at Katsuki with 
warning- he can almost see the whites in her eyes as she fearfully stares forward. 


“While I’m alone and blue as can be...” 


Katsuki lifts himself to his feet, feeling sick inside as he obeys to such a man. He clenches his fists, 
rattling the chains around his wrists as he follows behind Deku’s puffed up tail. 


Warden chuckles as he enters the dimming hallway outside. 


“Dream a little dream of me...” 


Nishi struggles in Warden’s grasp. 
“Shhhh, no struggles here, my dear,” he hums as he tightens the grip on her chains. 


He’s still singing the sickening tune as he drags her down the hall. Up the steps. Through the 
gates. 


The cheering and screaming gets louder and louder and louder. 
“T have a perfect spot for you to watch. Only the best for you.” 


Nishi curls up her lip, thrashing her arms and upper body. “I know what you plan on doing to those 
boys. I hope you know he won’t approve.” 


He clicks his tongue with muse. “Don’t you worry that sweet little face of yours. That ground is my 
territory. No matter how much power coursing through his veins, he is just simply a viewer of my 
pits and its battles. He knows not to interfere .” He stares down at her with crazed eyes, nearly 
glowing in the dim light. 


Clapping and stomping to a beat. 

Boom. 

Boom. 

Boom. 

Her eyes find light, squinting as she’s practically thrown to the ground. 


Her skull hits the ground with a crack. Yelping, her vision goes blurry for a few seconds as she 
looks up in dismay. She can feel someone grab her chains and fumble with them, clipping them to 
the side of something cold and metallic. 


She groans, scrunching her face against the concrete. 

A hand grabs the back of her hair and yanks her head up. 

She bares her teeth in pain as the blinding light stabs into her skull. 
“So you’ ve decided to finally join, hm?” 

She blinks, focusing her eyes. 

Above her, a figure in a chair turns its body, leaning down. 


Two fingers touch beneath her chin with a light touch, lifting her head up more than it already is 
from the hand within her hair. Her neck strains. 


Red eyes and metal stare down at her, and all she can feel now is her own heart stopping. All the 
pain in her skull ceases. 


“The match of the year is about to start .” 


The hand in her hair pulls upward, raising her to her knees. 


Nishi can feel her face drop as soon as her eyes meet a familiar sight, and she realizes just where 
they are. 


The cheering crowd. 
The rattling cage. 
The pit. 

The smell of blood. 


“And I’m going to make sure you see every single bit of it.” 


Katsuki slams his fists against a new pair of bars. 


“Hey!! The fuck is this, huh?!” He pounds and pounds, trying to get the attention of the lab coats 
on the other side. “You gonna look me in the eyes or are you too pussy?!” He slams his palm on 
one of the bars, stepping back. 


The Warden threw him and Deku into different cells. Separating each other. 


The anxiety grows within Katsuki’s chest and throat, making it hard to swallow. He can feel his 
lungs tighten as his heart pounds. 


His eyes dart around. Within the darkness and grime of the room, he notices a stained garage door 
behind him- nearly falling apart. It shakes with the faint boom and clap outside. 


Boom. 
Boom. 
Boom. 


Katsuki prepares to slam his fists against the bars once again when the men that once ignored him 
now walk towards him with intensity. He can see keys rattle within one of the men’s dirt covered 
hands. 


He clenches his chained fists, narrowing his eyes. 


“Ladies...and gentlemen...” a voice rings outside the room. Loud enough to echo and slip through 
the cracks-echoing. The tone and intensity sounds all too familiar. 


“As you ’ve all anticipated, we have a special treat for you today.” 


People cheer, screaming like feral dogs with food hovering over their heads- foaming at the mouths 
with bared teeth. 


The man with the keys reaches his hands through the bars, grabbing Katsuki’s chains and yanking 
him close. Nearly tripping, Katsuki stumbles forward and presses his body against the chilled bars. 
His wrists twist uncomfortably as the keys fumble inside the cuffs, jiggling and clicking within the 
lock. 


He can feel his palms grow hotter and hotter as soon as he hears the final click. The chains drop to 
the ground by his feet, releasing him from his moments of powerlesness. 


He flexes his fingers, raising his lip. 


But, before an explosion could rip from his palms, one of the other men shove an electrified stick 
into his cell and stab him in the side- shocking him. The sudden burning sensation sends him 
flying back, landing him on the ground. He gasps, frazzled. 


“Don’t even think about it, punk,” the man with the stick says, shocking him again while he’s 
down on the ground. He yells, grabbing his leg in pain where he was struck. 


“You'll have plenty of opportunities to use that quirk of yours when you’re in there.” 

Katsuki shoots a glare at him when they start to back away from the cell bars. 

The booming voice on the other side of the door chuckles. 

“Though today will be slightly different, I have no fear you all will enjoy judging these subjects.” 


Something buzzes and hums from inside his cell and his body starts to dumb buckets of sweat on 
each inch of his skin, making up for the hours and hours of deprivation. 


That’s when the garage starts to open. 


“You all know him as the winner of this year’s Yuuei Sports Festival, the violent and aggressive 
first year, Katsuki Bakugou.” 


Katsuki’s heart sinks down to his feet as his own name rings in his ears. He looks back at the men 
behind the cell, holding poles with a warning. 


“But that’s not all about him that I find intriguing, no no,” the voice continues. 
Katsuki squints his eyes as the new light peeks through the growing gap. 


“Tt didn’t take much digging to connect that Katsuki Bakugou is our beloved vigilante, Cergerus’s 
old childhood friend. Or, really, his old childhood bully.” 


A crowd yells with aggression as Katsuki’s stomach knots itself into nausea. 


“Ther are secrets, guilts, and regrets within him... And tonight is the night for this boy to come face 
to face with those emotions.” 


Katsuki is frozen on the ground and the gross feeling of blood draining from his face makes him 
light-headed. 


Sick. 
The garage is open enough for him to slip through but he refuses to move. He can’t. 


One of the men behind him clears his throat. “Move it or we will make you,” he mutters harshly, 
pressing the button of his pole. 


Katsuki slowly moves to his feet, legs shaking beneath him- never in his life has he felt so afraid of 
what is to come. 


His eyes focus, finding a circular arena on the other side of the garage door, stained red and hosting 
a being right in the middle. 


Warden. 
A garage on the other side of Warden starts to open. 


“Revenge is on the agenda for tonight, my beloved jury. Will we see young Bakugou end his 
classmate’s suffering once and for all, or will he let the decisions of his past devour him whole?” 


Katsuki starts to walk slowly from his cell, clenching his sweat-filled hands. 


Eyes glue themselves onto him from above. Hundreds of people clap and cheer as he becomes 
visible to the light. A chained dome above and blood-stained concrete under his feet, it's an arena 
on the opposite side of the spectrum to the Yuuei festival. 


This is a place of death. 


Familiar green acidic eyes poke through the garage on the other side. A growl so deep and angry it 
nearly shakes in his ribs. 


Muzzle poking from the darkness, Katsuki watches as Deku’s snarling lips appear in the arena. 
“No...” Katsuki whispers, taking a step back. He looks at the Warden with horror. 


The man looks at him back but with a smile on his face. His large, clawed hand holds a silver 
object- small and simple. 


“Your judgment begins, boy.” 
He flicks up the top like it’s lighter, revealing a small red button. 


Walking past him, he moves towards the open garage behind Katsuki, radiating an odor of rancid 
energy. 


Deku walks all the way through into the light, body cautious and ears pinned. Unlike at the 
training camp, his aggression has ceased, leaving a lost dog of an animal inside him. 


Katsuki turns his head to look at the sinister man that had just walked past him. 

He’s standing right outside the garage door, holding the object up high. His eyes shine bright. 
And his finger presses down on the button. 

Katsuki snaps his head back to Deku. 


His classmate’s ears point up and all four of his eyes turn blank. Lips now raised so high his gums 
and teeth are visible, he snarls loudly. 


The hair on his back raises and the quills embedded between each fiber rattle together. 
His body hunches, claws scraping against the ground. 


Licking his lips, Deku looks at Katsuki like he is dinner. His breathing quickens, spitting drool 
onto the floor. 


Katsuki shakes his head, stepping back. 


No. 


No. 

Deku’s body curls up, tail swishing behind him. Ready to attack any second. 

“Deku...” 

Deku opens his mouth and shrieks. 

This isn’t the rematch he wanted. 

Pressing off into a lengthy sprint, Deku leaps towards Katsuki with his claws swinging. 


“Deku!!” 
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Katsuki’s shoulder slams against the wall. Hard. 


He feels something nearly pop in his socket as he attempts to fight to fall to the ground, scrambling 
against the walls with hands dripping with sweat. His body is producing more and more to make up 
for the cuffs that restrained his power, nearly dripping from his pores. 


A claw violently swipes at the wall, dragging against the concrete with sloppy desperation. The 
overall quickness of the strike heats the concrete and sparks, igniting the trail of sweat left behind. 


It explodes. 
Katsuki is knocked forward from the force, struggling to stay on his feet. 
“Deku, please!!”” He screams. 


Katsuki sets off an explosion in front of Deku’s face, allowing him to catch a moment of space. 
Just a small moment. 


He turns around, watching as Deku shakes his head with his muzzle curled into a pissed-off snarl. 
Deku curls his claws into the ground, pinning his ears flat against his neck. 


The crowd above screams, thumping their feet against the stands. 
Katsuki steps back, keeping his eyes on his friend. 
The spines embedded within Deku’s hair rattle and shake as the fur on his tail and back puff up. 


The spines on his back groan... 


Katsuki’s face goes numb. 

They groan. 

Like they are under strain. Like they are growing or shrinking or breaking- 
Deku lunges. 


Katsuki gasps, lowering his hand he sets off an explosion under his body. He shoots upward with a 
blast of heat and flips over Deku’s running body, just barely missing the spines sticking from his 
back. 


Quickly bringing his neck up, Deku snaps his jaws at Katsuki’s feet like he’s a piece of meat 
hanging from a pole. 


He grunts, landing on the ground in a tumble on the other side. His body aches against the ground 
and his mind is spinning in circles. 


Everything hurts and he doesn’t know what to do. 

It’s torture. 

He can’t keep participating in this game of cat and mouse until someone loses energy. 
Because he knows Deku won’t. 

Deku turns his body with his teeth bared, dripping with acid and drool like a toxic fountain. 


Katsuki’s heart is pounding. He can hear it thump and thump in his head as he stands to his feet, 
looking up at the crowd on the other side of the chains. 


They look pissed. 


(?? 


“Quit running away, you brat!!” someone yells. 

Katsuki opens his mouth to object, scrunching his face in disgust and disbelief. 
There’s a bark. 

Katsuki’s eyes widen and he dives out of the way, just barely missing Deku’s claw. 


Fuck! 


There aren’t a lot of places to run. He’s not able to catch his balance quick enough. He’s not fast 
enough. Not- 


A sudden hot pain in his left leg shoves Katsuki flat on the ground- like a rug was pulled from his 
feet. His upper body slams against the cement and the pain in his leg doubles, throbbing. 


Screaming in pain as his body is dragged against the reddened concrete he turns his head with 
watery eyes, catching Deku with his teeth sinking deeper and into his leg like a dog’s bone. He 
growls as blood pools from the open wounds and into his mouth, sizzling with the acid building on 
his tongue. 


The crowd cheers. 


Katsuki can almost feel teeth stabbing into the bone and his vision goes blurry. It’s a sickening 
feeling- the trapped body and frozen brain. Deku’s jaw is so large, Katsuki is certain his leg will be 
snapped off clean if he doesn’t think fast. If he doesn’t move fast. 


To be honest, he’s shocked he even still has a leg right now. 


He groans in pain, shifting his body as best he can. Blood squirts from his wounds and he clenches 
his jaw hard. The sound and smell churn his stomach. He struggles in the grip, moving his free leg 
in a frantic kicking motion, nailing Deku in the side of the neck over and over. 


But Deku’s reaction only shows irritation as he adds pressure to the bite. His lip curls. 
Yeah no. 

Absolutely fucking not. 

Deku may be his friend but he’s not losing a leg for this. 


“You...piece of- ah- shit,” he grumbles through his teeth, kicking his foot again and again. “You 
aren’t killing me in this s-state or I’m k-killing you.” 


Katsuki nails a blow on Deku’s snout with a crack, getting him to unlatch and howl in pain. A 
fractured fang falls to the ground in front of him and Deku snaps his head to look at Katsuki- 
mouth open with a disgusting bloody pant. His eyes are feral. 


“Don’t fucking look at me like that!” Katsuki yells, scooting back on his hands. Blood squishes and 
pulsates from his bite marks, painting his skin and the floor under him. His heartbeat rushes from 
his skull to his leg, pushing more blood out in a disgustingly dark hue. “The fuck did you 

expect??” 


Deku gnashes his teeth as blood now drips from his teeth, both his and Katsuki’s. 
Katsuki crawls back again, gasping in pain as his wounds drag. God, he’s going to bleed out. 


Reaching forward he heats up his palms as hot as he can- praying to fucking god he doesn’t set off 
an explosion from how wet his damn hands are. He keeps his eyes on Deku, upping his breathing 
as he prepares for what quite possibly might be his worst idea ever. He can feel pops and sparks 
forming before slapping both hands around the bite marks with a sear. 


He screams. 


The crowd cringes with hints of delight as he suffers from the pain that nearly turns his vision to 
foam. 


God, where is half and half when you need him- 
Panting, Katsuki lets go of his leg, hands shaking. He raises his lip and spits to the side. 


“You fucking owe me for this, you asshole,” he barks, pressing to get up. “My spilled blood better 
do more than bring your fucking ass back.” 


Keeping the pressure off his mangled leg, he stands low with his hands ready. Everything is 
throbbing. 


And he’s never been more pissed off in his life. 


Deku’s spines rattle and he mimics the pose of Katsuki, lowering his head. 


Crouching, Katsuki slams his palm on the ground with a boom. He flies up in the air and towards 
Deku, popping explosion after explosion behind him to keep air. 


Deku looks up at him and opens his mouth, roaring with a prehistoric scream. Katsuki shoots down 
towards Deku like a bullet, holding one of his hands out in front of him with heat glowing from his 
palm. 


Deku tightens up his body, equipping himself to lunge up towards Katsuki and meet halfway. 
But Katsuki beats him to the punch, igniting a blast right into Deku’s open mouth. 


Deku shrieks, tossing his head to the side- giving Katsuki the opportunity to fly past and grab onto 
one of his enlarged vertebrae. Snagging it with both hands like it's a sideways trapeze bar, he 
swings his body around and lets go- sending himself flying. 


But he’s not done there. 


Turning his body mid-air, Katsuki throws his hands behind him again and ignites the mother of all 
explosions behind his body. He yells, feeling his vocal cords give out halfway. 


Shooting down and forward fast, Katsuki extends his good leg out and nails Deku in the side- 
offsetting his balance and knocking him to the ground with a harsh skid. 


The people in the crowd stand and lose it. 


Katsuki crash lands, tumbling to the ground just a bit behind Deku. He cries in pain as his body 
receives more damage from the fall, making it even harder to even tolerate lifting to his knees. 


He coughs, spitting to the side again as he watches Deku shake his head over and over. He 
struggles to his feet, coughing and choking like Katsuki, only far worse- sicker. 


He wheezes, spitting and snarling as his claws scratch at his face. 
Katsuki bites his tongue, staying still where he sits. 


The glowing acid pools from his jaws as he hacks and growls. It glows brighter and brighter the 
more he heaves and huffs. Like the heat from his breath is boiling it inside his own mouth. 


Green falls from his eyes like lava, joining the spitting and pooling. 
Something's not right. 

Katsuki scoots back, clenching his fists hard. 

Something is absolutely not right. 


As his chest huffs and puffs- rib cages flexing with his breathing- Katsuki watches as the skin 
under his fur glows green like the acid in his mouth. Like the final exam, the acid burns through 
his skin in between each rib bone like blood and expels from his body with the nauseating sound 
and smell of burning. As if something in this arena is being roasted to death . 


Deku roars in pain and anger, shaking more and more. 


And that’s when shit hits the fan fast. 


Really fucking fast. 


Deku spits a clot of acid onto the ground, and instead of its usual sizzle and soak, it ignites into a 
hellish green flame. 


Katsuki’s heart stops. 


Deku turns his head towards Katsuki and opens his mouth in an ear-piercing scream, spitting fire 
into the air like a sick dragon. 


His breathing grows aggressive- pushing flames from the gaps in his skin. It’s from hell. 
This is straight from hell- 


Katsukui’s mouth opens in horror, turning his head up to look at the crowd. Each person’s face is 
filled with wonder and excitement like kids in a candy store, gripping at their seats- unable to hide 
the excitement of the treats in front of them. 


His head rotates to the side, meeting the red eyes of the devil himself. 


Under the metal mask, his face and body are positioned with utter fascination . He watches Deku 
spew fire from hell like it’s his favorite film- face lighting up bright. His chest moves in a chuckle 
and he stands to his feet to get a better look at his creation worsening in front of his eyes. It’s a 
game. 


Katsuki’s eyes move back down to Deku, swallowing hard. 


Demented and bothered, Deku tilts his head with a crack and pins his ears back- spines and bones 
rattling like a pissed-off snake. 


He snorts, blowing a puff of smoke from his nostrils. 

Oh shit. 

Katsuki scrambles to his feet and Deku takes off running into a crazed canter. 

Like before, the difference in speed gets the best of him. 

A paw swipes under Katsuki’s legs and he crashes back down. 

Hot breath touches his back and a shiver trickles up Katsuki’s spine. 

Acid pools and drips onto his skin and he gasps in agony as he starts to smell his own skin burn. 
Fangs grab at the back of his shirt, lifting him to the ground with ease. 


Katuki moves his hands back in a panic, trying to reach Deku’s face and nail it with a burst of 
heat. 


But Deku thinks otherwise. 


Snapping his head to the side violently, he throws Katsuki to the side like a beaten squeaky toy. 
Deku then spins his body fast and nails Katsuki with his tail. Hard. 


From the impact, Katsuki flies back and slams into the side of the arena- choking on his own 
breath as it's knocked from his lungs. 


Falling to his knees, Katsuki holds a hand to his chest as he struggles to intake a breath. Even just 
one. 


Now he’s really starting to panic. 


Deku lifts his front paws up and strikes them onto the concrete with a crack, opening his mouth 
with a bellowing wail. 


Katsuki can feel it rumble in his own chest, rattling off his ribs. 


“F-for fucks sake,” he wheezes, sucking in small breaths. He grabs at his stomach in pain as he 
struggles back to his feet. “What did they...*cough*...p-put in you...” 


His head swishes with blood and he nearly faints, gripping the wall. 

Deku scrapes his claws against the ground, exposing his teeth in an illustration of war. 
Katsuki takes a few steps forward in a limp, holding a good hand out by his side. 

But his knee gives from under him. 

Oh. 

Deku starts running. 


The color drains from Katsuki’s face as he scoots back against the wall- petrified for his life for the 
first time since the sludge incident. 


“DEKU!!” He screams in fear, holding his hands out. 

“KILL HIM!!” People blare. 

Something metal crashes in front of Katsuki, clambering on the ground like a hollow pole. 
Everything goes silent. 


And as if the world itself enters slow motion, Katsuki looks down and finds a rusty pipe in front of 
his feet. 


Oh. 

Without thinking, he grabs the pipe and swings . 

An echoing bang explodes in the air as metal hits bone. 

Deku yelps, crashing to the ground in a mess of confusion and pain. 


Katsuki pants, looking at the pipe with shaking hands. He drops it in shock, letting it clang onto 
the ground. He looks up. 


Everyone is frozen in disbelief. 
Mortifer stares down at the ground, eyes twitching. He slams his fist on the ledge in front of him. 


“Your games aren’t welcome at a time like this...” he says loud enough for the quiet arena to 
hear. 


The speakers from earlier squeak and buzz. 

“That’s where you’re wrong, Mortifer ,’ Someone cackles on the other end with madness. 
“The crowd deserves a longer chance to judge...” 

It’s the Warden. 

“No fight is ever without roadblocks, my dear Mortifer.” 

Deku turns his head towards Katsuki, skull now gushing with viridian green. 

“And I think we’ ve all begun to realize this fight has just gotten interesting.” 


Deku growls, shifting his whole body back to Katsuki, standing to his feet without a shake in his 
limbs. 


Katsuki reaches down and grabs the pipe, breathing heavily as the shock still hasn’t settled. 
The Warden is letting him live. He’s letting him... 
He fucking helped him. 


Shaking his head, he uses the pipe as an aid, lifting himself to his feet. He grips it hard at his side 
like a bat as he starts to walk in a limp- keeping his eyes on Deku. He walks to the side, now 
circling with Deku around the arena. Like sharks swimming in bloody bait. 


Deku exposes his teeth, dripping more blood on the ground that is already sticky and wet with 
Katsuki’s. 


His spines rattle and Katsuki grips harder. His heart pounds in his chest and he can swear the whole 
arena can hear it. 


And that’s when Deku stops. 


Snorting, Deku licks his dripping lips as his fur and spines stand on end. His tail swishes back and 
side to side slowly. 


It puffs every swing. 

Katsuki moves to hold the pipe with both hands, keeping it ready. 

“BEAT HIM DEAD!” 

Deku snaps his teeth in a bark, turning his body and flicking his tail like a whip. 

Katsuki’s eyes widen as ammunition shoot towards him, long enough to puncture his heart. 
He holds up the pipe close to his head and chest, ducking out of the way. 


Two sink themself in the pipe with a metal shank but before Katsuki can move the pipe, another 
stabs into his shoulder and he gasps. Blood sprays from the wound and he’s almost forced back to 
his knees. 


Grabbing the barb as he regains his balance, he yanks it out while biting his tongue hard. The 
sensation of blood now pools from his shoulder- soaking into his shirt. He adjusts his stance, now 


holding a rusting pipe and a blood-soaked porcupine quill at each side of his body. 


Deku paws at the ground, creating sparks from drops of nitroglycerin littering the ground like 
liquidated landmines. 


Deku’s nostrils are puffed wide as he huffs through his nose- a bull seeing red in front of its eyes. 


“Come on Deku...give me your worst,” Katsuki spits from his tongue. His nose is scrunched in a 
combination of pain and rage, and his forehead is starting to ache from how hard his brows are 
pointed downward. 


He’s not done. 


Deku scrunches his face before opening his mouth in a wet, acidic roar. Bits of flame shoot out 
from both his mouth and ribs like a broken furnace, and he digs his claws into the ground for a full 
canter towards Katsuki. 


Katsuki takes a breath through his mouth, slow and even. He squeezes both the pipe and the quill 
as he lowers his body in preparation. His brain churns in thought. 


Acceleration... momentum... 

Opening... 

Good old-fashioned karma... 

Deku belts a wet snarl and Katsuki drops both his weapons to the ground. 


Sidestepping and turning around, Katsuki waits till hints of fur tickle his skin. He waits till he can 
feel the heat pulsating from his body. 


Now. 


Katsuki reaches backward and over his head, grabbing Deku’s scruff with a tight hand. Yanking 
down and forward, Katsuki slams his other hand over Deku’s snout and he screams. 


“DO YOU FUCKING REMEMBER THIS DEKU?!!” His voice cracks as he manages to throw 
Deku over his shoulder with the brilliant thing called physics on his side. He can feel his own 
shoulder pop as Deku’s back slams onto the ground. 


He lands smack dab on the bones poking out of his back and all at once Katsuki can hear an 
echoing snap. 


The crowd goes silent. 


Panting, Katsuki stares down at Deku with crazed eyes. He grabs onto his shoulder, taking a 
limped step back. 


“T told you I’d get you back, huh?” Katsuki breathes. He stops. 
“T told you...” 


Deku scrambles back to his feet in a fit of rage, leaving behind scattered bone fragments on the 
concrete beneath his body. His one-pointed weapons sticking from his spines are now shattered 
and jagged. His legs are shaking under his weight, matching Katsuki across from him. 


“T told you I'd...” he looks at Deku’s face long and hard. 

The emptiness in his eyes. The anger shown in the way his lips are curled messily. 
I-I told you...” 

Katsuki bites down on his lip- frustrated. He’s not even fighting Deku. 

He’s fighting a shell. 


Katsuki feels like crying angry tears at the bastard in front of him as his heart aches and swells in 
his chest. He feels like screaming and punching Deku till he snaps out of it. 


If he snaps out of it. 
Katsuki’s throat hurts. He feels fucking stupid. 
Deku is gone. He’s fucking gone. 


There is no way he can even get close to reaching in there and grabbing him- he will be killed 
before the chance is even given to him. He will be eaten alive in front of a crowd full of the 
wealthy. Full of the damned. 


He will get them both killed in this arena. 

He’s known Deku since they were both bedwetters and yet... 
He has no fucking clue on how he can even help him. 
Katsuki’s brain fogs with anger. 

He can’t- 

Deku takes a step forward. 

“Promise me, Bakugou.” 


Everything stops for a moment. Like the world itself just slowed down. Nishi’s words echo within 
his brain over and over and over. 


“Promise me...” 

Katsuki takes a breath. He takes a long shaky breath as he looks at Deku with a numb face. 
He breathes. 

And he breathes. 


“Promise me...” 


“Have you ever thought about the future, Kacchan?” 
“Eh?” Katsuki turns his head from where he lies. 


Sitting up from their fortified leaf pile, Katsuki looks down at Izuku and his mess of hair coated in 


sticks and crumbled dry leaves. 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” Katsuki asks, tilting his head with narrowed eyes. 
Izuku shrugs, rustling the leaves as he moves. 


“Well...I don’t know,” he responds, looking up at Katsuki with those dumb round eyes. “Our 
quirks should be coming in soon and...” 


Katsuki rolls his eyes. “So you’re just worried your quirks gonna be lame or some dumb shit like 
that??” 


“Kacchan!” Izuku gasps, sitting up. “You know how my momma feels about those dirty words!” 
Katsuki lifts his chin up, smirking. “Yeah, exactly.” 


Popping up onto his feet, Katsuki’s feet crunch in the leaves as he starts to march around Izuku 
smugly. 


“Shit shit shit shit shit shit,” he says loudly with a smile across his face. 


Izuku covers his mouth to hide a laugh, trying hard to show that he disapproves- but it fails. He 
starts to giggle at Katsuki, holding his belly with a loose hand. His smile is nearly as big as his 
face- stretched wide with little care. 


“Kacchan!” 


Katsuki reaches down and grabs a handful of the bright orange and red leaves littering the 
ground, throwing them in the air. “SHIT!!!” He cheers. 


Flopping down on the ground, Katsuki lays next to Izuku with a smug look on his face. “Make sure 
you tell auntie that.” 


Izuku snorts, shaking his head. But the smile that was once stretched so wide across his face it 
glowed, now falters to a frown. 


Katsuki raises a brow, turning his head. He can feel and hear the crisp crackle under his head- 
echoing in his ear. 


“You sad or something, Izuku?” he asks, confused. 
Izuku shakes his head, changing the frown to a small middle smile. 


“No...” he sighs. “I’m just...” he turns his body to look at Katsuki- eyes wide again, but with 
worry. “I’m worried you'll leave me behind.” 


Katsuki’s face scrunches. “Heh?? What the hell does-” 
Izuku blinks slowly at the curse word before turning his body back flat. He shrugs again. 


Katsuki takes a moment before he mimics the movement, now Staring up at the brightened oak tree 
they sit by, leaves falling and floating with the wind over their heads like soft butterflies. 


“T don’t know,” Izuku whispers. “What if your quirk is super cool and mine is just...bleh.” He 
raises his hands in the air before letting them drop down to his sides. “I doubt you’ll want to be 
around with someone as lame as me for the rest of your life...” 


“Really, Zu? That’s what you’re worried about?” 


“Well, I don’t know!” Izuku argues in a playful tone. “You’re the only friend I’ve ever had in the 
world...like ever.” 


It’s quiet for a moment. 

“A damn good one I'd say.” 

“Kacchan!” 

Katsuki snorts. “Ok ok ok...” 

“T’m serious Kacchan,” Izuku says, tone shifting. “I’m scared.” 

Katsuki shakes his head. “Well don’t be, it’s stupid to be scared about something like that.” 
“Why??” 

Katsuki turns his head. 


“Because it would never happen,” he says confidently. “And even if I did get a cooler quirk than 
you- which is definitely going to happen- I won’t leave you. Never ever ever.” 


Izuku turns his head to face Katsuki. 
“You promise?” 
Katsuki nods his head once with assurance. “I swear to All Might. Someone’s gotta protect you.” 


“Woah, that’s a big promise,” Izuku gawks. 


“Tt’s because I’m serious,” Katsuki says, reaching out his hand. He sticks out his pinky towards 
Tzuku. 


Izuku stares at it for a moment. His eyes light up as he copies the gesture, linking his pinky with 
Katsuki’s tight. 


They shake it. 
“Good, now it’s an unbreakable promise.” 


“You’re a good friend, Kacchan.” Izuku smiles at him joyfully- the sad smile that had taken over 
now completely gone. 


“T know...” Katsuki says with a smile that yells ‘I’m up to no good,’ reaching his other hand back 
and grabbing a handful of leaves. “Sneak attack!!” He shoves the dried up leaves in Izuku’s face. 


“Bwaa!!” Izuku yells, pushing the leaves off his face in a fit of laughter. 

Katsuki jumps to his feet, grabbing another handful. 

Izuku copies him again, collecting as many leaves as he can hold in his tiny little hands. 
He laughs as he throws the leaves at Katsuki, missing by a mile. 


And Katsuki joins in, chasing his friend around in circles with leaves that have freshly fallen- not 


even close to dry yet. 


Katsuki takes a slow breath, concentrating on his heartbeat. 

“Come on, Deku,” he mutters, lowering his body into a prepared stance. “I promised, didn’t I?” 
Deku stalks forward with his head low- eyes staring forward. He lifts his lip again, sneering. 
“Come on...” 

Deku curls his front lip up and hisses, pushing off into a run. 

Holding his hand out, Katsuki breathes. 

He breathes. 

Bracing for impact, Katsuk raises his hands as Deku opens his mouth wide the closer he gets. 


Connecting, Katsuki’s hands stretch wide- grabbing tight the bottom and top fangs- to hold open 
Deku’s jaw. Even if the nerd tried to close his mouth and bite off his hands, there is big enough 
gaps where he’d escape puncture. 


He just needs to hold the fuck on. 
Deku doesn’t stop running- he doesn’t even slow. 


Nostrils puffing and hot acid trickling close, Deku pushes Katsuki across the concrete in a skid. 
Katsuki is slowly pushed more and more to the edge of the arena, feet sliding across the ground in 
a screech. He feels his back touch the cold stone and Deku continues to press on. 


Arms shaking, Katsuki continues to hold Deku’s mouth wide open. 
Rasing a claw, Deku prepares to swipe at Katsuki’s torso. 


“Don’t even fucking think about it,” Katsuki says through bared teeth. With an immense amount of 
strength and pounds of adrenaline, Katsuki twists Deku’s neck to the side and they both crash to 
the ground from the lack of balance and energy. 


Katsuki attempts to crawl out of the way but a pair of claws sinks into his hip and pulls him back. 
He yells in pain as he is flipped onto his back. 


Bright, neon green eyes stare right down at him coldly. He is in between Deku’s front legs like a 
trapped mouse. 


Frozen in fear. 

His body feels so small. 

So... 

Deku growls, lowering his head till their noses almost touch. 
“Deku...” Katsuki mutters. “Please...please just-” 


Deku inhales, sniffing Katsuki and his beat-up body. His lip raises. 


“Look at me.” 
Deku exhales, blowing hot breath onto his sweating face. 


“You’re the only real friend I’ve ever had...” he chokes, feeling the fear take control. “And I know 
I’ve already apologized but I will never ever forgive myself for what I did to you.” He can feel 
tears start to prick at his eyes. “I was a shit head and I still am.” 


Damn it. 
“T promised...I fucking promised I wouldn’t leave you but I did.” 


Deku moves one of his paws, tilting his head. He places his paw on Katsuki’s chest, slowly adding 
more and more pressure as his face gets dangerously close. 


He squeaks a breath. “I-I’m here now...I-I-’m here and I’m n-never leaving again,” he struggles. 


“T...promise...” 


Izuku screams, yanking and tugging at the restraints binding him to the ground. 
“Come on!!” 


He’s been fighting for what feels like hours, trying so hard to take back control, to keep from 
hurting Bakugou. 


He cries out, pulling harder and harder as he can almost feel the heat from Bakugou’s body on his 
own. 


He can hear his begging. His promises. 


The tar around his wrists is so tight they feel like they are cutting off all blood circulation, but he 
doesn’t stop. Not for a second. 


Surfacing from the thick liquid beneath, his other self gasps for air, clawing at the ground in a 
panic. It vomits up black as it struggles to breathe and catch a grip. It’s like watching a cat 
drowning in a shallow bath, horrified and frozen in fear as it holds onto the side for dear life. 


“Get up!! Izuku shouts, letting his voice carry in an echo. “Get the fuck up!!” 

His other self snarls, yelling back at Izuku in frustration as it pulls itself up. 

Izuku hunches his back as he pulls at all four restraints, grunting as it tightens against his skin. 
Again, a large black claw surfaces behind his other self, grabbing onto its scruff. 

“Don’t you... AHG- dare!!” Izuku yells, spitting onto the ground as he speaks. He thrashes. 
But the claw pulls down, dragging his other self back into the black. 

“God damn it-” Izuku curses, clicking his tongue in irritation. 

Letting his neck relax, his head falls. 


Inhaling and exhaling, he stares down at his fades reflection. His tired self. 


Izuku can feel Bakugou’s presence. From the movements to the breath. To the words that spill 
from his tongue. His beating heart. 


He’s going to kill him. 

He’s going to kill him. 

He... 

Izuku lifts his head as bubbles pop and gurgle across the pit. 


He can’t get out of here. It’ll be an endless cycle over and over until he dies inside his own mind. 
Both of them. Suffocating on tar as it slowly overcomes their bodies. 


Not unless- 

Something stupid clicks in his brain. 

His other self surfaces again, screaming loudly with its mouth open wide. 
Maybe...just maybe... 

What other choice does he have? 

“Hey!!” Izuku yells at his other self. 

Green eyes snap up to him, wide and confused. 

“We are not dying in this fucking hell hole or I swear to god-“ 


“ What the h-hell are you going t-to do?” His other self says with a struggling growl. “Break us 
out of h-here?” It coughs up black, pulling and scratching at the unstable ground. 


“ We are going to break us out of here,” Izuku corrects. 
His other self looks at him blankly, mouth gaped open just a little. 


“We’re stuck together forever whether we like it or not , might as well just work together or else 
we both die,” he continues, raising his voice with aggression. 


His other self flattens its ears. ‘“The hell are you saying, brat??”’ 

Izuku groans, frustrated. He shakes his head and clenches his fists in the restraints. 
“T’m saying that I am letting you in. I’m done fighting you. I’m done fighting this.” 
“Wh-* 


“T can’t keep refusing, I can’t-“ he exhales. “I have learned to live with what has been given to me. 
I have support. I have the people I care about. But all of it will be fucking- all of it will be gone if I 
don’t just let it go.” 


“This is who I am whether I like it or not, so will you help me kill whatever the hell is poisoning 
us, or will you just continue to drown over and over and over! ?” 


It’s silent for a moment. His other self stares at him wide-eyed while its claws sink into the tar. 


And that is when a smile cracks on its face. 

“Hnhnahaha,” it chuckles deeply. 

Izuku flinches. 

“HAHAHAHAHAHAAA!?”’ It throws its head back as it belts a full-throated cackle. 
‘So the kid can use his brain!!” It inhales sharply before bringing its eyes back to Izuku. 
It tilts its head, a smile still wide on its snout. 

“ Congratulations, Midoriya Izuku,” it giggles. 

“ You’ve finally learned.” 

Dropping into the tar voluntarily, his other self disappears. 


Izuku stares down at the rippling ground in shock, looking around the nothingness that surrounds 
his body like a blanket. 


Pop. 

Pop. 

Looking down, the bubbling now appears right in front of him. 
Oh, shi- 


Resurfacing like a shark catching its prey, his other self lunges forward and latches its jaw on one 
of the restraints, yanking back. 


Using it as a grip, it starts to climb out of the sticky prison while chewing and gnawing- helping 
both of them simultaneously. 


The strip of tar snaps and his other self flops onto the surface- tired and weak. 


Grunting, it stands weakly on its paws and limps over to the rest of the pieces stubbornly holding 
Izuku tight. 


“Got any bright ideas on fighting that thing ?” Izuku snarks as his other self grabs onto the strip 
binding his other wrist. 


It rips it back, breaking it like a loose instrument string. 

It spits to the ground. 

“Trust me.” 

Izuku raises his brow as it moves behind him. 

“Thanks, I clearly always do.” 

He can sense it rolls its eyes as it chews at the ones binding his ankles. 


With one last snap, Izuku falls forward onto his hands. 


He’s finally free. 

Exhaling, Izuku sits up and rubs his raw wrists. 

His other self walks up to his side, looking down at him. 

“Take a breath. Accept everything, for you are you. We are you.” 

Izuku stares up before nodding once. He exhales slowly. 

“Let me in...” it mutters, taking a step towards him. It lowers its head and curls in its snout. 
Izuku closes his eyes. 

He can feel its warm forehead touch his softly and everything becomes one. 

United. 

Clear. 


Opposite of the consumption of his body. Opposite of the pain until awakening. Opposite of 
aggression and anger. The hatred. 


It’s smooth. It’s... 

Right. 

Izuku breathes, opening his eyes. He looks down. 

He looks down at his paws. His sharpened claws and the fur that coats his skin. 
He is free . 

Gurgling and popping, the ground yards in front of him ripples and bubbles. 


Pinning his ears back, Izuku plants his feet in preparation, curling his claws into the sticky, cold 
tar. 


Dark black paws soaked in wet tar surface, gripping at the sides and pulling. Spilling blackened 
saliva from a gapped snout, a head bigger and nastier to Izuku’s appears shortly after. 


Bones and joints cracking. Uncomfortable wheezing and huffing. 


A swamp monster of himself crawls from the depths of deep black, rising to its feet. Through each 
step it grows in height, filling out and casting a cold shadow over both their bodies. 


It’s bigger than Izuku. 
Much...much... 
Bigger. 


It stares at Izuku with eyes so soulless they nearly glow grey. It opens its mouth as tar drips from 
each fiber of hair on its body. Igniting like a stovetop, bright green flames kindle on its tongue, 
spilling bits of acid onto the ground. 


It growls, taking a sloshing step forward. 


It’s the version Mortifer wanted all along. A demon that rises from the burnt ash. 
Izuku’s snout curls and the spines on his back rattle. He swishes his tail. 

It copies him, swishing its soaked tail behind it with slower concentration. 

Keep fighting, Bakugou... 

Izuku thinks to himself as he pushes off into a gallop. 

Keep fighting just a little longer... 


The tar opens its mouth and roars, spitting bits of flame onto the ground in front of it. It leaps into a 
gangly, awkward run, closing the distance between them. 


Focusing intensely, Izuku looks down at the unstable ground. 


He takes a deep breath, before diving straight into it like it’s a pool of water. He slips through with 
ease right as the tar snaps its jaws over his body. 


It screams, looking around in confusion. It lowers its head and sniffs the ground. 


Swimming in the deep, Izuku looks up and follows the shadow of the tar as it walks and smells for 
his presence from above. 


Izuku swishes his tail and swims slowly, circling around it- a predator in bloodied water. 
It stops. 
And that’s when its eyes find his. 


Lifting its upper body, it preps to slam into the ground. Grab him and drag him under till his breath 
is squeezed from his lungs. 


Izuku swims up before it gets the chance, resurfacing with his jaws open wide. 
It yells, flinching back. But Izuku was faster this time. 


Covered in tar and slime, Izuku bites down on its snout and thrashes. It pulls back, roaring in pain 
as it yanks Izuku from the pool. 


It throws Izuku off it, irritated and feral. 

Izuku skids against the slop, regaining his balance and running back for more. 
While the tar claws at its injured snout, Izuku jumps, slamming into its side. 
Losing its balance it falls to the ground and scrambles. 

But again... 

Izuku has gained the upper hand. 

Lifting his paw, he presses it down on its throat till it squeaks for breath. 


Izuku lowers his head, curling his lip up the closer he gets to its own. Curling it till his gums and 
fangs can be seen with the naked eye. 


He gets so close he can nearly feel the vibrations from the tar’s growling. He places his lips above 
its pointed ears, taking a shallow breath. 


“Relinquo...” He whispers. “Quia non es acceptus...” 


Its eyes widen and Izuku opens his mouth wide before clamping it down on its neck and twisting 
it. 


It snaps like a dry branch in a fire- loud and permanent- leaving its body completely still and quiet. 


The echo caries all around their bodies as Izuku licks his lips clean of the disgusting, thick goop 
that oozed from its body. 


His mind is his... 
His mind only... 


Izuku stands up straight, breathing in and out deeply as his tongue licks and picks at his stained 
teeth. 


And he’s done letting in visitors. 


Taking a deep breath- deep enough to where his lungs nearly hurt from the intake- he closes his 
eyes... 


For he is here. 

Katsuki pants with exhaustion as his arms shake violently. His hands hold Deku’s front top fangs, 
pushing his head back with everything in him. 

A tear falls from his eyes and he turns his face, touching his cheek to the cold concrete. 

Deku’s face gets closer and closer to his and the crowd cheers with excitement. 


He can feel his heart in five different places on his body. Throbbing from his wounds and in his 
chest. In his head. 


“De..ku...” he struggles, choking on his saliva. “I’m...s-sorry.” 

“SNAP HIS NECK!!” 

“RIP OFF HIS HEAD!!” 

Fuck. 

Fuck. 

He can’ t- 

Katsuki’s arms nearly give out from exhaustion when something...something- 

The glassed-over eyes that stare down at Katsuki like an animal that hasn’t eaten in weeks brighten. 
They brighten back to their usual deep, acidic green. 


Alive . 


Katsuki’s eyes widen. 


Deku blinks twice before taking a moment to register. He gasps. His head jerks back and he steps 
off Katsuki’s chest, freeing his restricted lungs. 


Katsuki chokes, grabbing his stomach with his free hand as he coughs. 


Deku shakes his head, huffing with his head faced down. His eyes are wide with shock as if he was 
slapped clear across the face. They are- 


“Deku...” Katsuki mutters, sitting up with a groan. 
Deku looks up. He looks up. 


Katsuki nearly passes out on the spot. “Oh thank Jesus fucking-” He tries to sit up but a sharp pain 
nails him on his ribs and he winces. 


Fuck he might have broken a rib- 


Deku wines, awkwardly trotting up to Katsuki’s injured body. His big eyes look at him in horror as 
he notices each gushing wound. Each bruise and scrap. 


“T-are-”’ 
“Shut the fuck up,” Katsuki says, shaking his head. “Shut up.” 
He reaches his hands out, grabbing Deku’s snout and pulling him close. 


Katsuki nearly bursts into tears when his forehead touches Deku’s. He hugs Deku’s big ass fucking 
head, squeezing tight. 


“T couldn’t-” he exhales a shaky breath, shaking his head against Deku’s fur. “I couldn’t fucking do 
anything, I-” 


“Shut the fuck up,’”’ Deku cuts him off. 
Katsuki leans back to look Deku in the eyes. 


Deku’s eyes are wet. “You helped more than you think.” He looks down and up at Katsuki’s 
body. “Are you ok?” 


Katsuki snorts. “You can’t kill me, even if you tried.” 


Izuku huffs a short laugh, moving his head in again to rub against Katsuki’s face. From his 
movements to his breathing, he looks and sounds relived. 


Relieved that he did no permanent harm. 
Relieved that he is back. 
Scooping his head down, Deku pokes Katsuki’s stomach with his nose. 


Grabbing onto his head, Katsuki moves to stand up with Deku’s support. He winces as his injured 
leg moves too suddenly. Deku notices, taking into consideration to use more of his own body to lift 
Katsuki. 


Standing on one foot, Katsuki gains his balance while holding onto a chunk of fur on Deku’s neck. 
He squeezes tight. 


Deku looks up at the crowd in fear, confused. Each and every person stands and screams with 
anger, booing them for their choices and lack of spilled blood. 


Turning his head Deku makes eye contact with him. 


He sees him for the first time with his own eyes. His stance. His intimidating manners and aura 
that swells from his body like a plague. 


Standing with the crowd, slower and intimidating, he stares down at Katsuki and Deku with his red 
eyes pulsating with rage. 


Deku’s ears pin all the way back and Katsuki can feel his fur stand on end and roughen. His tail 
rattles. 


Using his whole throat, Deku snarls through his teeth and spits acid onto the ground. He curls his 
claws into the ground with a screech. 


“So the pup has gained his senses, hm?” 
The crowd goes silent. 
Deku turns his head to the other side and Katsuki’s entire chest falls to the ground. 


The garage Katsuki came from opens with a rusty creaking. A darkened claw grabs the bottom and 
yanks it up faster. It breaks from the force, expelling a metallic groan and crack. 


Licking his largened fangs, Warden looks at them with an entertained smile as he reaches back for 
the hammer that completes his appearance. 


His other hand holds the microphone close to his lips. He taps the side with a finger, tilting his 
head as he walks forward, hammer dragging behind harshly. 


Deku turns his body and curls it to the side, protecting Katsuki with his puffed-up tail. He growls 
at Warden, snapping his teeth. 


Looking at Deku, he raises his chin. “Oh how this has gotten fun.” 


Katsuki moves from Deku’s protection, limping on his fucked up leg. “Don’t you dare fucking 
touch him!!” 


Deku looks at him, startled and with confusion still staining his eyes. 


Warden chuckles. “My dear boy...” he shakes his head, stepping closer. “I’m not here to do harm. 
No no no.” 


He walks closer and closer. Deku tries to step back but Katsuki holds his hand out and stops him. 
No moving. No. 
They don’t know what he’ll do. 


Leaning down to eye level as he reaches close enough to feel Katsuki’s breathing, he turns the 
microphone off and stares at him hard with those deep royal eyes. 


“T think I’m starting to like you, Katsuki Bakugou,” he mutters quietly. 
Deku growls, spines rattling on his neck. 


Warden looks to him and then back to Katsuki. His smile stretches. Katsuki can feel his warm 
breath on his skin as he exhales deeply. 


“You’re both different. And I’m starting to really like that.” 
Huffing a laugh, he turns around and switches the mic back on. 
“Change of plans, ladies and gentlemen!” 
Deku’s eyes look at Katsuki. 

“T think it’s time to switch things up, hm?” 


The crowd perks up, intrigued. 


Warden moves around as he stares up, dragging his hammer behind lazily. “These two, in 
particular, have been a rare case. Rarer than our usual arena pairs. Childhood friends fighting to the 
death to reveal buried truths and traumas, oh what was Bakugou to do ? His poor classmate had 
succumbed to the mind fog- brutal and angry, ready for blood. He couldn’t possibly kill the person 
he bullied and wanted dead for so long.. .right?” 


He pauses, glancing at Katsuki with a toothy grin. He inhales. “We’ ve watched this boy bleed from 
his heart and mind plenty. We’ ve heard him spill his guts and his tears because he fears hurting the 
person he hurt most . It seemed he was ready to accept his fate. His true karma.” 


Katsuki’s heart aches and Deku turns his head. He looks down at Katsuki with wide eyes, terribly 
confused and scared, but Katsuki turns his head away to avoid those eyes. He swallows. 


“Self-revelation and acceptance. Sacrifice and regret. This dear boy passed,” Warden finishes with 
a manic cackle, sounding shocked. “He passed.” The hand on the hammer tightens its grip. 


Katsuki’s face falls numb. 


“But...” he raises his finger, tapping his lips with it. “But but but. We are not finished. No. I 
believe it’s time for Cerberus to be properly judged this time. Our beloved vigilante has been a 
mystery to all of Japan. To all of you. What could possibly be in that head? What is grinding and 
turning inside...” He takes a breath. “Well, jury, this is what we are here for.” 


Deku takes a step back, now showing visible nerves and caution. Katsuki grips onto his fur. 
There is a deeply uncomfortable feeling in Katsuki’s gut. 


Warden shrugs, bringing his arm out. “But alas, as you should know, it wouldn’t be a true moment 
of judgment if we used the same opponent, right?” 


The crowd cheers with agreement and Warden turns to look at Deku, pointing to him with his 
weapon. “I sense fear and guilt within you, Cerberus. Bakugou’s guilt smelling old and molded, but 
yours? Yes... Yes...” 


Deku’s tail tucks between his legs. 


Warden chuckles. “It’s a different kind of guilt I smell on you...” 


Looking up, Warden’s smile stretches, showing off his fangs and long tongue. “A past we must dig 
up, let’s bring out a champion this arena hasn’t seen in years.” 


The crowd stands, shocked and excited. 

But Katsuki... 

Katsuki can’t breathe. 

Looking to the side, Deku is staring at Warden wide-eyed. Frozen. 


“T’m sure you'll recognize her when you see her, my dear jury. Everyone who gazes upon the 
death that pools from her pores never forgets.” 


Warden drops his hammer back to the ground, grabbing the handle and raising it slightly. He 
thumps it twice. 


The garage behind him and Deku groans. 


“During her absence, our dear champion adopted a little pup off the streets, taking him and caring 
for him as if he were her own flesh and blood. As brutal and deadly as she was in these pits, she 
ended up finding a soft spot...”” He hums. “And that was our dear Cerberus.” 


Oh... 
Katsuki can hear the rattling garage and lets everything fall into place. 
Oh fuck. 


“With that love and care, there must come sacrificial tendencies like one of a mother,” Warden 
adds, turning his whole body to look at Deku. “And it seems Cerberus is to blame for her finding 
her way back to the place she hated most.” 


Deku’s breathing quickens and he takes another step back. He shakes his head. 

“Oh the guilt that pulsates and throbs, my dear pup...you are suffering inside.” 

Deku’s mouth opens and he pants in a panic. Katsuki tries to hold onto him but it’s not working. 
“Let us see that suffering. That guilt.” 

The garage starts to open loudly behind Deku. 

Warden walks up to them slowly, the smile never fading. 

“Let us see what color that heart of yours bleeds.” 

Warden raises his hammer and plops it onto his shoulder. 


“And as you see the monster you are to blame for...” Warden gets closer and closer. “You will 
have to make an important decision.” 


Deku steps back again and Katsuki tries to keep him from moving. He yanks on his fur, begging 
with motion. 


Warden takes the mic away from his mouth, moving his head close enough to where his breath is 


heard. 

“Are you really worth all her suffering?” 

Deku’s legs immediately shake under him as a chill goes through his body. 
No. 

Katsuki looks up at Deku’s horrified face and then back to Warden’s. He- 
Warden presses the mic to his lips one last time. 


“Let us judge one last time, my dear jury...for this will be the best one you’ ve ever had the chance 
of witnessing.” Turning off the mic, Warden shoves it in his back pocket and takes a step back 
with the hammer still held over his shoulder. 


Katsuki turns to Deku. 

“De.” 

That’s when he hears it. 

Deku yelps and Katsuki turns his head a second too late. 


Warden swings his weapon and right as Katsuki raises his hand to block, the hammer nails him 
hard. Hammar to hand and hand to head, Katsuki can hear something crack and immediately his 
body is sent to the ground like every bone from his body was removed. 


Deku screams lunging at Warden but before he can even snap and swipe- 


A disgusting sound so loud and powerful it nearly shook the ground Katsuki is sprawled out on 
explodes through the arena. It’s wet and foul- like a gator with a throat raw and scratched. 


Deku freezes. 

Katsuki’s blurring vision watches as Deku slowly turns to look at the creaking garage. 
The entire world has become fuzzy. 

A hand grabs at Katsuki’s shirt collar, pulling back. 

Everything...everythi..ng... 


Katsuki can feel his thoughts scramble and mush together. He’s shocked he wasn’t knocked out 
from the force of the blow. The bastard had to of held back... 


His body drags across the concrete, picking up loose blood splatters and puddles from his own 
wounds. 


He watches as Deku’s body violently shakes as the garage fully opens. 
His...his ey..es ar..e 
Heav...y. 


Katsuki blinks slowly, feeling his limbs start to feel tired and his head starts to feel swollen. 


He blinks again. 
And again. 


Until eventually he closes his eyes, but the opening part never comes. 


Izuku doesn’t know where he is. 

He doesn’t understand what’s going on. 

Bakugou was almost killed and people watched as if it were a game. 
That... man took him and he...[zuku doesn’t know what to do. He’s alone in here. 
He was only able to grab bits and pieces while he was in a fog but- 
Backing up, Izuku’s feet shakes against the ground weakly. 

He can smell her. 

But no more than the horrific stench of death and rotting. 

He can- 

His head is spinning. 

A dripping black claw grabs the side of the wall from the darkness. 


Like the beast that held him hostage in his head, tar slops from its body messily as it grips so hard 
to the concrete it cracks. 


A rumbling growl that nearly sounds prehistoric echos. Bones poke through, dripping black from 
each and every hole. 


A wolf skull cracked and worn. A long scar stretched up its lip. 


Cracking its neck to the side with a disturbing creak, a body of slippery tar and a boney head with 
long deer antlers from nightmares appears in an awkward step. 


A low whisper hushes from its nauseating smile. 

Izuku’s breathing starts to quicken the faster and faster his heart pounds. He shakes his head. 
“T never asked you, but what is your quirk?” 

“you aren’t ready to know.” 

Opening its mouth, a waterfall of black spills from its throat and it chokes a disgusting bark. 
No. 

No. 

Izuku stands face to face with a nightmare. 


And it’s not the kind of nightmare that chews and spits him out or chases him around with a 


chainsaw. 

It is a nightmare that has surfaced from guilt and experience. 

He looks a the empty sockets where pure white eyes stare him down. 
If it weren’t for the smell and the words spewed by that man... 

He wouldn’t recognize her. 


Not even one bit. 


Dai. 
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“H..y...k..d..” 

Katsuki groans. 

“Ki..d..” 

Something nudges him on the shoulder. 

Cracking his eyes open, Katsuki sees a blur of objects. His ears are ringing. 


“Kid,” a familiar voice harshly whispers. He feels the same hand grab his shoulder gently and 
squeeze. “Get up.” 


Moving his body, Katsuki hears the faint sound of chains rattling and the cool tightness around his 
wrists. 


Fuck. 


Opening his eyes more, Katsuki tries to sit up but he’s hit with a wave of nausea and a pounding 
headache. He winces, grabbing the side of his head. He feels like he was hit with a fucking hammer 


across the- 
Oh. 


Turning his head, Katsuki finds Nishi’s eyes and smooth brown hair. She looks worried- her grip 
on his shoulder tightening. 


Blinking, Katsuki better adjusts his vision and sits up straight. He’s... 
Where is he? 


He and Nishi are chained to chairs in what might be a viewing area. He can’t feel his heat so they 
very well are quirk suppressant chains. 


His entire body feels awful. His leg is definitely going to get infected, but it at least stopped 
bleeding. 


“Stay low,” Nishi mouths, eyeing up at what is above them. 

Katsuki looks up and he can feel his own throat shut and tighten. 

Mortifer’s intimidating fingers tap at the chair he sits on. The chair they are chained to. 

He’s the only one here besides Katsuki and Nishi. 

Swallowing, Katsuki looks at Nishi with wide eyes. 

She puts a finger to her lips, eyes with careful intimidation. 

“Are you ok?” She whispers. 

Katsuki shrugs. “I was hit with a fucking sledgehammer what do you think?” He whispers back. 
Eyeing Mortifer, Nishi carefully slips her hand under her thigh and pulls out a small white capsule. 
Grabbing Katsuki’s hand she places it and closes his palm. 

Katsuki raises his brow. 

“Take it,” she signs carefully, trying not to make much noise with her chains. 

Katsuki’s eyes widen. 

Placing the pill in between his legs, Katsuki raises his hands. “How the fuck do you know sign?” 


Nishi blinks. “I’ve basically been a double agent for over a year, you think I don’t know multiple 
languages?” 


Katsuki stares at her. 

The bitch has a point. 

Rolling his eyes, Katsuki looks up at Mortifer and then back at her. 
His brain is still foggy. 


“Where did you even get this?” 


Nishi cringes, hesitating to respond. 

“Warden.” 

Oh for Christ- 

“Are you fucking serious??” Katsuki signs aggressively, getting a shift from Morfiter above them. 
Nishi slams a finger on her lips again. Fucking- 

Katsuki sighs. 

“So do you all of a sudden trust the maniac?” He signs slowly, softer. 


Nishi shakes her head. “He’s a psycho and always will be, Bakugou. He doesn’t even listen to 
Mortifer. But, if there’s one thing I’ve learned about this place it's that if that man purposefully 
helps you in a damn fight, you should probably take the pill he gives you.” 


Katsuki blinks at her. 


Nishi sighs. “He has shown interest in you, Bakugou. It’s rare for someone to pass judgment and 
still survive because no one fucking survives. He has something planned and in a way...I think it’s 
in our best interest.” 


Pointing at the pill in Katsuki’s lap, Nishi continues. 


“IT know this won’t hurt you because I’ve helped make these in the past. I smelled it, it’s clean. It’s 
nothing like what Yue can make, but it will prevent infection.” 


Katsuki bites his lip, grabbing the pill from his lap. Well... 
Fuck it. 


Looking up at Morfiter, he quickly slips the pill between his lips and swallows. It almost came 
back up from how dry his throat is, but he shoves it down. 


Besides blood, it’s the only thing that’s been in his stomach for hours. 

Nishi nods her head, putting a hand on his shoulder. She keeps him low. 

“Your attempt at being quiet isn’t helping you much ...” 

Nishi’s body tenses and Katsuki freezes. 

The chair squeaks and creaks as Morfiter turns around and bends low. “It was cute, I'l admit.” 
He grabs Katsuki’s chains and yanks. 

“Don’t touch him!” Nishi yells as Katsuki’s head slams against the ground from the force. 


Brought in like a fish caught on a hook, Katsuki now sits uncomfortably with Morfier’s hand 
clutching his chains. Mortifer moves his other hand and grabs Katsuki’s jaw, bringing him up 
higher. 


“T wish I could understand why my Warden wishes no harm to you, boy,” Mortifer sneers from 
beneath his mask. “You're a pest.” 


Katsuki raises his lip and exposes his teeth, wiggling in Mortifer’s grasp. 
Mortifer just squeezes tighter, cracking Katsuki’s jaw. 
“Ah-” Katsuki gasps as he feels the pop in his mouth. 


Mortifer gets just inches closer. He makes every breath within that horrid metallic sight loud and 
slow. 


“But...” Mortifer blinks, looking to the side. “You’ve proven you can be a weakness. And I can use 
that.” 


Katsuki’s eyes widen and Mortifer pulls him up to his feet. He can’t stand far, his chains restrict 
everything he does. But Mortifer forces him to the ledge and grabs the back of his head. He holds 
Katsuki’s head to look down at the pit. Hard. 


Katsuki winces as nails dig into the back of his skull and pull at his hair. 
“Watch closely, Katsuki.” 


Katsuki looks down with watery eyes. He watches as Deku walks back and away from the black 
creature limping from the hole it crawled out of. 


Mortifer pulls his hair back so he looks up at the rotting ceiling. He looks down at him, squeezing 
tight. 


“Be a good boy and behave for him, hm?” 
Throwing Katsuki to the ground, he brushes off his sleeves and adjusts his jacket. 


Everything hits Katsuki like a wave of fire as soon as he lands on the ground. He nearly blacks out 
again. 


Nishi crawls over and grabs him, helping him sit upright. Katsuki subconsciously grabs her hand as 
she keeps him close as a mother does to her son. 


Her lip raises in a snarl and she snaps her head up at the man standing above them. 
Morfiter stares her down with bright red eyes, shining like untouched rubies. 


His fists clench before his body turns and sits back down. Unclenching his fists, blackened claws 
now clutch at the arms, dripping wet. 


Nishi looks down at Katsuki. “Are you ok??” 

Katsuki can feel everything in his body ignite into flame. And not just from the pain. 
Clenching his jaw, Katsuki’s eyes look up at Nishi’s. 

This man is dead. 

They aren’t leaving this hell hole until they’ ve sent this son of a bitch down 12 feet deeper. 


If it's the last thing they do. 


Shouta grips the steering wheel tight. 


“Ts that...” Yaoyorozu starts, looking out her window at the cityscape in front of them. 
“Oh my god,” Kaminari adds, covering his mouth. Everyone shuffles and follows their gaze. 


Shouta can’t tell what part of the city it is, but it's burning. Bright orange flame can be seen miles 
away. 


And the smoke is worse- swaying and swelling around each building like it’s own personal cloud. 
Looking in the mirror, Shouta’s eyes glance at Kirishima who is returning the stare. 
“What...happened here?” Uraraka mutters, pressing her hands against the bus window. 

lida sighs. “It’s what we’ ve been afraid of for so long.” 


Sero turns to look at him. “You’re telling us that all you said earlier about how there’s a man worse 
than Midoriya...” 


“Oh, so you think we lied?” Kirishima pipes up. 

“T don’t know!!” Sero yells, waving his hands up. “Today has been a freaking nightmare, ok!” 
Yuma barks, snapping her teeth together. 

Everyone goes silent. 

Shouta looks at her in the mirror, nodding. He needs her more often... 


“T need everyone to stay calm,” he says firmly, looking forward as he hits the two-mile mark. 
“When we hit the city, before I am able to find the emergency shelter, you are all to stick with me 
and listen.” 


Some of his students swallow thickly. 


“Keep your bodies low and quiet. I don’t know if the Oni contained the situation or not and I don’t 
know how many people have been affected. They haven’t been in contact since before we left so 
we don’t know what to expect.” 


He takes a breath. 

“We could be walking into a bloody war zone, and I need you all to be under control, ok?” 
For a moment, it’s silent. 

But it doesn’t take long for his class to respond. 


“yes, sensei.” 


Tires rolling over broken glass and rubble, Shouta and the class sit in silence as they drive down in 
a rusting school bus on a road made from the apocalypse. 


Cars are on fire, buildings are destroyed, blood... 


Shouta has to swallow down the bile in his stomach. 


There is a ripped apart carcass of a person on the sidewalk, rotting with the flame and burnt 
atmosphere. 


“Look forward,” he says sternly. “All of you look...forward.” He swallows. 
God... 
It’s a wasteland. How could it get this bad in just a few hours... 


“Where are we going, Sensei?” Jirou asks, keeping her head down. She’s pinching her ears from 
the nerves. 


“T need to get in contact with the Oni, but they won’t answer my calls. They must have switched to 
a burner and I don’t have mine on me.” 


“What about the detective...” Ojiro starts. 
“No answer either.” 


“Oh my god, oh my god,” Kaminari says to himself, shaking his head. Aoyama is shaking next to 
him. 


“T need everyone to stay calm . We are going into the alley system to collect ourselves and come up 
with a plan.” Turning the wheel, Shouta mutters. “Stay low.” 


Yuma walks on all fours up to the front of the bus, grabbing onto the back of Shouta’s seat. She 
moves her hands in view of the mirror. 


“To the base. We can get a phone there. Kids will be safe.” 


Shouta nods, turning his wheel into the nearest alley. 


Something loud roars from the sky and everyone flinches. 
Shouta places a shaky finger to his lips. 

Still. 

Everyone for the love of god stay still. 

Its screaming passes like an echo. 

Jesus Christ- 

Yuma snaps her teeth together twice. We’re good. 


Grabbing Syouma out of the back, Yuma carefully sets him down on the ground with Todoroki’s 
help. 


Shouta crouches down to his student’s eye level. 


“Everyone stay quiet. Yuma will lead us through the alley to her base where you will all be safe, 
ok? It’s gonna be ok.” 


He gets nervous nods in return. 


“Good, Yuma?” 
Yuma raises her nose and sniffs, giving a thumbs up. 
“Okay...let’s move.” 


They move slowly and carefully. Yuma leads with Syouma dragging behind her, and Todoroki 
right behind with Shouta. She turns her head around the corners for each twist and turns- sniffing 
and waiting. 


They get closer and closer- lucky each time without any interaction. He’s starting to know where 
they are. But- 


Yuma turns her head around the corner and she immediately presses her body against the wall. 
Shit. 


A lanky finger presses against her muzzle and she motions for everyone to get against the wall like 
her. 


Shouta moves past her to look at the situation. She grabs his torso to keep him close, only allowing 
him to barely peek. 


Sniffing in the dumpster, a big, furry... 

He can’t tell what it is. He can’t- 

It looks up from the trash and Yuma pulls him back. 

Moving from the wall, Yuma stares down at Shouta. 

“You know the rest of the way, take them and go.” 

Shouta looks at her like she’s grown another head. 

“Absolutely not, you’re not taking that thing alone.” 

“What the hell are they saying...” Kaminari whispers. “Is it the bro code?” 
“Shut up,” Kirishima responds. 

Yuma blinks slowly at him. 

“Take. The. Kids. And. Go.” 

Shouta opens his mouth but she pushes him back and runs into the open alley. 
Barking and pawing at the ground, she makes herself a target. 


“Yuma you fucking-” Shouta grips at his hair with a groan and grabs the class, shoving them 
against the wall farther. 


A loud wail howls at Yuma. 
Looking at Shouta, Yuma winks before backing up and snapping her teeth with a snarl. 


From the other side, something with long ears and an obscure body leaps at her, mouth open wide. 


Its body is full of muscle with a snake-like tail and even larger feet- ready to knock someone out 
with one blow. Hands built with claws, it’s like it just jumped from the outback and into a vat of 
toxic waste. 


“Ts that a fucking kangar-” Kirishima slaps a hand over Sero’s mouth as he screams. 


Balancing on its tail, it winds its weaponized feet back and nails Yuma in the neck. Choking, she 
flies back and barely dodges a second blow as she regains herself. 


Bouncing off the brick wall, it swings its body around with its foot ready to knock her skull off. 
But, Yuma moves fast. Snapping her jaw to the side, she sinks her teeth into one of its ankles. A 
disgusting crunch makes Shouta gag. It screams as it falls to the ground, kicking Yuma with its 
other foot. 


Letting go for a second, Yuma turns her head and barks for Shouta to go. She uses one of her claws 
and grabs the kangaroo’s bleeding ankle, dragging it down the alley. 


For the love of- 

“Everyone, move now!” Shouta yells. 

Kirishima and lida don’t hesitate, to take the lead. 

Todoroki looks back at Syouma and then at Uraraka. 

“Uraraka, help me. Make him float and we are going to drag him,” he says urgently. 


Nodding her head, Uraraka touches Syouma and he starts to lift. Grabbing his horns, Todoroki 
starts to run with him behind, Uraraka holding for support. 


Everyone follows and Shouta makes sure everyone is out before running after. He looks back at 
Yuma taking a chunk out of the beast. 


Idiot... 

Running ahead of the class he starts to lead the way through the maze of allies. 
Left and right and left and left. 

They stop at a dead end. 

“Shit! Dead end!” Sato yells in a panic. 

“Tt’s not a dead end!” Shouta and Todoroki both yell. 


Todoroki crouches down and creates a sharp ice pick, sticking it into the hole. It unlatches, 
clicking. 


“With me,” Shouta whispers, grabbing one end of the split concrete and sliding it with Todoroki. 
They force it open, grunting as they push hard. 


“T need everyone to jump in,” Shouta says, letting go. “One at a time, it’s not a far drop just be 
prepared.” 


Todoroki jumps in first with Uraraka and Syouma, everyone following soon after. 


Shouta can hear Yuma snarling and howling. 


Practically grabbing and throwing Mineta down the hole, he slips down and lets the spring click 
and slide the concrete back. 


He drops to the ground, hoping to see a group of vigilantes welcoming them with a new plan as his 
feet touches concrete. Hoping to get some sense of good news. 


“Umh...Sensei...” 

But life is never that simple. 

Looking up, Shouta nearly falls to his knees. 

Lights flickering, walls cracked and broken into. 

Blood. 

A lot of blood. 

“Oh...fffffuck,” Shouta stands up straight, walking fast past his students. 

“Are you sure this place is as safe as you say?” Jirou says nervously. 

Ignoring her words, Shouta looks down at her. “Jirou, see if there’s anyone here.” 
With hesitation, she obliges. Sticking her ear jacks into the concrete, she listens. 
“Tm not...” 

Shouta moves past her, holding his capture weapon close. 

“I’m not sensing anyone here, sir.” 

“Shit... Todoroki up front with me, Uraraka keep holding Syouma.” 

Todoroki runs up front with him. “Sir...” 

“Everyone follow behind, I need you to be alert.” 


He leads them through the hall of blood and broken walls. Looking side to side, scratch marks, and 
blood splatters... 


There’s no way someone didn’t die in here. 
“Oh my god oh my god oh my god oh my go-” 
“Mineta shut the fuck up!” Kaminari snaps. 
“There is so much blood man!” 

Shouta turns around. “Everyone shut it!” 
Mouths shut and it’s quiet again. 


God... 


He needs to find the lab. Yue keeps extra burners there and maybe she has what Syouma needs in 
her fridge. 


“Kid, do you know where Yue’s lab is? It’s a maze in here,” he says as he turns to Todoroki. 


“T do.” He nods in response. “It’s just down the hall by Yuma’s...room.” He trails off as they turn 
the corner. 


There are scorch marks everywhere. 
Trails of blood. 
Something clicks. 


“Hey, Todoroki...” Shouta says as they move closer to Yuma’s room. “You remember Himari’s 
quirk, right?” 


Todoroki turns his head. “Oh no.” 
“Oh son of a-” 
“Sensei, what’s wrong?” lida calls from behind. “Are they ok??” 


“T don’t know kid but while we were busy worrying about the town and Midoriya we kind of 
forgot that Hiroto and Himari are victims of Mortifer and-” 


“Oh SHIT!” Kirishima yells. 

“Yeah!” 

Stepping ahead of Shouta, Todoroki bolts into Yuma’s room. 

“Sensei...” 

Fuck. 

Running after him he steps into Yuma’s room and nearly vomits from the sight. 


Blood practically drips from the ceiling and walls and Yuma’s steal door is bent and broken 
inside. 


Footsteps follow behind. 

“Holy...” Sato’s voice calls from behind. 

“What the hell did this?” Ojiro asks, hiding behind the doorway. 

“A dragon,” Todoroki says without care. 

“A DRAGON??” 

“Shut up!!” Kirishima yells. 

Shouta turns around, brushing a piece of his hair out of the way. Ok...ok wow... 


Stepping over the broken door, Shouta walks past his students and out the doorway. 


He speed walks down the hall, finding the familiar sight of Yue’s lab. Pressing the door open he 
examines the mess it is. Papers spread, bottles scattered, and bloody fingerprints plastering the 
fridge door, he grabs the back of his neck with stress. 


Todoroki pushes into the door after him, speeding over to the drawers and cabinets. 
Opening each one he shuffles through the papers and folders. 
Stopping at one, he grabs a black phone. 


Shouta runs over and grabs it, opening it and dialing the one number he knows that would work for 
this. 


“Sensei please talk to us-” 

Shouta holds up his finger, silencing the class that just busted through the door. 
The phone buzzes and buzzes. 

“Pick up for fucks sake...” Shouta says, tapping his foot. 

The other end clicks. 

“Tf this isn’t Yuma or someone important I’m hanging the hell up right now-” 
“Hiroto,” Shouta says firmly. 

“Oh shit, Eraser??” Hiroto responds in a whisper yell. “How did you-” 
“Before that please tell me you’re all alive for fucks sake.” 

“What?” 


“Are you all ok??” He looks at Todoroki and then the class. “We made it back to the city and took 
refuge in your base and it wasn’t exactly a welcoming sight.” 


SOR. 
“Whose blood is that, Hiroto?” 


“Oh wow ok, uhm fuck...” Hiroto pauses. “It’s all of ours. Yue’s mostly. She nearly got murked 
because of Himari and I, but she’s been working on that cure behind our backs this whole time and 
managed to help us before anything permanent happened.” 


God... 
“Does she by chance have it here? I mentioned to you that Syouma-” 


Hiroto gasps on the other end. “Ohhhh god I forgot about Syouma...Yue, did you leave any of your 
serum back at the base?” There is a pause. “ Yeah? Ok ok umh...” 


He sounds out of it like the call completely caught him off guard. He’s trying to be quiet. 
“Hiroto, breathe. Where are you guys?” 


“ Yeahhh long story champ,” Hiroto says with a sigh. “ We’re with your detective friend and some 
of his hero colleagues. We are injecting the infected and finding the kid. We are ending this.” 


“What?? Hiroto no you need backup before you do this-” 


“Yeah, as I said, we are injecting the infected and finding the kid. You think these people we are 
helping don’t wanna kill this son of a bitch as much as us? Plus, Todoroki’s asshole father is with 
us so we’ve got the firepower needed.” 


Shouta pauses. 


“The formula is on the counter on yellow paper. You'll find everything in the fridge with labels. 
Keep this phone on you and stay in the base, things might get ugly.” 


“Hiroto, tell me where you are .” 
“T can’t do that.” 


Shouta shakes his head. “Yes, yes you can. It is a shit show out there and you can’t expect to be 
able to save the kid and fight an army.” 


Hiroto sighs. “We’ve been fighting this war for years, big boy. Let us be the ones to finish it...Stay 
safe.” 


“Hiroto stop-” 

The phone cuts out. 

“Son of a-” he holds the phone up, ready to smash it but he stops himself. 
“Sensei?” Todoroki asks. 

God damn it- 

“Ts everything ok?” 

Snapping his finger, he points at the counter. 


“Grab...grab the yellow paper, kid.” He pinches the bridge of his nose, still fighting the urge to 
throw the phone. 


Todoroki raises a brow but he looks over at the counter, grabbing the one paper that fits the 
description. Looking down at it he then looks up at Shouta. 


“Ts this-” 

“Yeah, open the fridge we gotta find all the stuff.” 
Crouching down, they open the door and look at the sheet. 
Ok... 

There are only three things they need. Three vials. 

“Hey, Uraraka!” 

“Yes, sensei?” She calls, poking her head in the room. 


“Do you still have a hold of Syouma?” 


“Oh! Um yeah, he’s right here.” 

“Ok, bring him in here and release him slowly. If he wakes up we are going to have problems.” 
The class starts to filter into the room not destined for 20 people, squeezing in with nerves. 
“Sensei, can you please tell us what is going on?” 

Shouta’s head is going to explode. 


“Not now. Let’s get the lion chimera helped out first so he doesn’t kill us in a place no one can 
hear us scream, mkay?” 


Sero clamps his mouth shut. 

Uraraka lowers Syouma onto the ground carefully, sweating heavily. She looks pale. 

He places a hand on her shoulder. “Thanks for doing that, I know that had to of worn you out.” 
Uraraka shakes her head. “It was nothing. The training camp helped a lot believe it or not...” 


Todoroki grabs the vials and lays them out on the counter, staring at the paper closely. “We only 
need a drop of the venom.” 


“Everything else?” 

“Tt’s already pre-measured. We just need to mix them,” Todoroki says, turning back. 
Turning around, Shouta looks at Jirou who’s twiddling her ears with nerves. 

“Jirou, keep an eye on his vitals. If they spike let us know so we can act quickly.” 

“Yes, sensei,” Jirou nods, stepping close to Syouma. 

Sitting up straight next to Todoroki, Shouta opens one of the drawers to look for a syringe. 
Bingo. 


Being lucky off the bat, he finds a few sitting in the one he pulled open. Grabbing one, he sets it 
down and gets to work with his student. 


Half of the clear half of the blue... 
Opening the top of the blue, Todoroki pours it into the clear- already ahead of his teacher. 


Shouta feels like a child following a teacher's directions for a lab procedure. Glancing at the paper, 
Shouta unscrews the bottle with the venom. It already comes with a pipet inside filled with venom- 
prepared for the simplest of hands to touch. 


One drop... 


Todoroki holds out the mixture still for Shouta, allowing him to hold out the pipet filled with light 
yellow right over the target. 


One drop... 


He squeezes it, letting one single drop fall into the mix. 


“Ok, put the top on and mix it, kid.” 
Todoroki nods, capping it and swirling it till its stillness turns to a bubbling fiz. 


“T swear if we managed to fuck this up...” Shouta curses as Todoroki uncaps it and hands him the 
mixture. Shouta grabs the syringe and unwraps it from the plastic it’s kept in, sticking it into the 
vial. 


“We didn’t,” Todoroki responds, looking up at him. 


Shouta nods. He sucks up every last drop within the glass container, flicking out any bubble 
visible- praying to anyone that he’s right. 


“Alright, Syouma...you better stay nice and still for this.” He turns with the syringe in his hands, 
bending down to the ground. He brings the needle close to Syouma’s neck slowly. 


“Sensei...” Jirou whispers, swallowing. She backs away. 

“Hm?” 

And that’s when Syouma’s eye opens. 

“Fuck!” Shouta yells, jumping out of the way. 

“Sensei!” 

Syouma snaps his jaw at Shouta’s ankle and swings his tail at the class behind him. 

“Everyone out!!” Shouta yells. 

“Was he awake this whole time?!” Iida yells as he grabs Uraraka and runs out the door. 

Syouma’s swinging tail smacks into Kirishima. He grunts, slamming against the wall with a crack. 
“Kirishima!” Someone from the class screams. 


Shouta scrambles back to his feet but is brought right back down when Syouma pounces and 
knocks his ass to the ground. He throws the syringe over the lion's head, hoping to god someone 
catches it, and as soon as the object leaves his fingers he gets pinned against the cold concrete by 
paws bigger than his own head. 


Claws dig into his shoulder and he yells, straining against the pressure. Already screwed from 
Midoriya, he feels it try to pop back out of place as more weight pushes and pushes. 


Mouth open, Syouma drips drool onto his costume and hums a growl- whiskers vibrating from his 
twitching jowls. 


Grunting, Shouta grinds his teeth as nails break the skin. 
“Syouma!” Todoroki yells from behind. 
Before the lion can turn his head, Todoroki jumps from the counter and onto his back. 


Screeching, Syouma throws his head back and releases his paws from Shouta. Todoroki winds his 
arm back and slams the syringe into his neck. 


With a gasp, Syouma drops back to the ground like a ragdoll. 

Bang. 

Shouta stares at Todoroki who’s climbing off Syouma’s back, throwing the syringe to the side. 
He blinks at his student. 

“What? Problem solved.” Todoroki says with confusion. 

With a groan, Shouta places a hand on his forehead. For once, can a night go smoothly? 
“Everyone ok?” He sighs. 

“Never better...” Kirishima struggles as he pulls himself off the ground. 


“Fantastic,” Shouta says as he stands back to his feet. Ge grabs his shoulder, pushing it up and over 
to make sure it's still in place. God... 


“Hey, sensei...ribbet...” Tsuyu calls. 

“What is it now?” Shouta says tiredly, walking over to the doorway. 
Tsuyu points down the hall and Shouta follows her finger. 
Oh...god... 


Yuma is dragging the damn kangaroo mutant down the hall like it’s some 80s horror movie, 
covered in blood from head to toe. 


“Yuma! What the fuck!?” 
She drops its ankle, raising her hands up aggressively. 


“What?? I wasn’t gonna leave it and let it scare the shit out of someone, god! I can’t win with 
you!” 


She moves her hand over and pulls out a literal tooth lodged in her shoulder, spraying blood onto 
the floor. She looks at it closely before grinning. 


“Tm keeping this,” she signs. 

Shouta slaps a palm onto his forehead. 

“She’s literally insane...” Mina says. “God, I love it.” 

lida raises his hand. 

“Hey, Yuma?” 

Yuma’s ears raise. 

“Why aren’t you, you know, freaking out about all the blood and destruction down here?” 
Yuma takes a sarcastic look around before rolling her eyes. 


“We’ve had worse.” 


Shouta blinks. “Of course you have.” 


Yuma shrugs. “It’s not like we haven’t talked about emergencies like this. Do you think we are 
stupid or something? They’re out doing some heroic shit right now I just know it.” 


Leaning down and grabbing the animal’s ankle she starts dragging it towards them. 


“Now we better have that magic shit to fix this bum or I'll just have to raw dog it and figure it out 
myself.” She signs with one hand sloppily as she keeps moving. 


Turning his head to Todoroki, Shouta blinks slowly. 

“You’re gonna have to keep me from killing her today, kid, that’s your job.” 
“You got it,” he responds without a breath, walking back into the lab. 
God... 


This is going to be a long fucking night. 


“The hell was that?” Mirko chirps from the side. 
Hiroto shuts the phone and shoves it into his pouch. 
“Don’t worry about it...” 


They’ re all sitting crouched on the roof of a building that is barely even stable. Yue has managed 
to inject seven of the infected within the time given and they’ ve all quietly agreed to help. 


To be honest, they don’t really have any other choice. There’s nowhere for them to go till Yue can 
figure out a more permanent reversal of their mutation. 


To add, there is an angry city looking for them. And it beats Tartarus if anything. 


“Why exactly do you have us running around on these roofs?” Endeavor snarks, shaking his head. 
“Do you even know where to go?” 


Hiroto shakes his head. 

Endeavor opens his mouth to comment but Hiroto shoots his finger up to stop him. 
“We may not know where his new location is or where to even look, but...” 
Moving his finger, Hiroto points down to the shadowed side of the streets. 

“They definitely might.” 


Everyone squints, following his finger to the group of people slowly walking down the sidewalk 
with hoods and masks. 


The League. 
“Holy shit, it’s that group, isn’t it?” Mirko asks, leaning forward to look closer. 


The detective turns his head. “You really think that they would know where this super hidden base 
is?” 


Hiroto shrugs. “None of us have ever been certain. We’ ve tried to keep tabs on them when things 
got bad, but it’s harder than it looks. They are smart when it comes to hiding. To add, we couldn’t 
really afford any conflict considering their new alliance.” Lowering, Hiroto keeps his eyes on the 
villains as they start to slow their steps. 


“Fortunately for us though, it was easy to bump into them frequently since we both move most at 
night. It was even easier to memorize their movements and routes. To us, these cities aren’t so big 
when you’ve worked in them for so many years. Everyone has a system.” He glances at the many 
eyes before continuing. “Around this time they appear within those alley systems for mapping and 
territory check.” He quickly points as they turn into an alley. “It wasn’t our priority to monitor 
them, but it was clear they took their surroundings seriously like any hero or vigilante.” 


Moving across the roof with his body low, he forces a pair of claws and a tail onto his body. 
“Why aren’t you rushing to catch them??” Endeavor harshly mutters. “They’ ve left line of sight.” 


Hiroto turns his head. “You really are stupid, aren’t you?” He shakes his head. “I can track their 
scent. The one with the staples smells a lot like a rotting corpse with my nose so it won’t exactly be 
difficult to find them where they are going.” 


“You never really answered the question, lizard boy,” Mirko adds on, sneaking behind him. “How 
do you know that’s where they are going right now? It could be a trap.” 


Hiroto sighs, walking over to the ledge where the fire escape starts. “I don’t . Everything about 
today is a guessing game. But, knowing Mortifer and his fucked up mindset, there is no doubt he 
sent out an invite to them for the sake of shits and giggles. And knowing the curiosity of this group 
and their clear insecurity issues more, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to check out how a top-level base 
function and appears to the naked eye.” 


Death Arms hums, crossing his arms with a shrug. “He’s got a point, you know?” 
“Yeah...” Mirko huffs, thumping her foot. “He does.” 


“You’re expecting a lot of trust out of us, Hiroto,” the detective says, slowly following him to the 
side of the building. 


Hiroto nods his head. 


“T know, and that’s exactly why I have been honest with all that I can. This is more than a suicide 
mission for anyone without a decent clue.” 


“T hope you know that we are still going into this blind behind you,” Naomasa continues, turning to 
the alley. 


Looking at every eye and every mouth that follows behind him, he clenches his fist. 
“When do any of us go into a fight with full fucking confidence?” 


Naomasa looks down, sighing with a tired smile. “You got a point, Gamera.” He pats his shoulder. 
“You got a goddamn point.” 


Hiroto grabs the ledge with a claw, seconds away from hopping down into the alley below. But, he 
pauses. He pauses as his brain slaps him with a thought. 


“What?” Naomasa asks, backing off. ““What is it?” 


Hiroto pulls his phone out from his pouch and stares at it. He opens it and scrolls through his 
contact list. 


This might possibly be one of the worst ideas he’s ever come in contact with, but, he’s got nothing 
else to lose. 


Endeavor makes his way over. “The hell are you calling at a time like this?” 


Hiroto glances back at the hero as he presses the phone to his ear, hearing the faint buzzing 
through the speaker. 


“You’re really not gonna like the answer.” 
Endeavor’s face scrunches. 


“Not even a little.” 


“You do know the sick fuck is gonna be pissed we are late, right?” 
Tomura turns his head. “Well, I wasn’t going to show up early, now was I?” 
He really wasn’t. The last thing Tomura needed was to blend with a crowd like that so early on. 


“God...after seeing those things in person I don’t know if I want to see what else he has cooking in 
that place...” Compress says, rubbing his arm. He’s been a paranoid mess ever since the camp. 


Part of their group was nearly snagged by the heroes and murked by feral beasts. And all things 
considered? If even one of those assholes squeaked about the man holding them all by the throat, 
they would all be dead. 


Muscular, Spinner, Magne, Mustard. All of them got their assed handed to them and Tomura 
almost deliberately left them at the fucking camp. 


Leaving them at the base with Kurogiri had to do for now. He needs to figure out... 
What the hell his plan is for the next goddamn week. 


Toga looks around the area as she skips ahead, brows raised with confusion. She spins around, still 
skipping. “We’ve walked these allies before...it’s odd that we’ ve never seen this entrance. Are you 
sure We are going the right way?” 


ee 
Something heavy drops behind them and the hair on Tomura’s neck raises. 

“Do you really think we are that stupid to create a visible entrance?” 

Tomura turns around and Dabi’s already ready with a fist full of blue. 

Someone in all black with a mask and a hood crosses their arms, tilting their head. Unphased. 
“You’re late. And he doesn’t tend to be fond of that.” 

Tomura’s brows fold down. “Who-” 


Something grabs Tomura’s mouth from the back. Inhaling from pure shock, Tomura breathes in a 


strong, ether-like fume. His body goes limp and the grip that held him tight lets him slip to the 
ground. 


“Shigaraki!” Dabi yells. 
Tomura’s ears ring as he watches his team scramble with blurred vision. 


Toga lets out a muffled scream as someone new grabs her. He can see her legs kick and wave as 
she’s lifted from the ground. 


“Shhhhh,” someone hushes. 
What the hell...is... 


Another figure just as big appears from the shadows and pulls Dabi close by the throat, pulling out 
a similar cloth and placing it right over his mouth. 


“What’s going on!?” Twice yells, backing up. “Bring it on!” 

It’s dark and whatever is surrounding them has a clear upper hand. 
Toga drops to the ground while Compress and Twice are grabbed. 
Useless...fucki..ng 

“What...” Tomura slurs. 


The same person from before walks over to Tomura's crumpled body. Deep footsteps- slow and 
calculated. Crouching down with their head tilted, they sigh. 


“Though you may be late, you’re just in time for the finale...” 
“Ts...going..on..” Tomura’s eyes turn heavy. 
“All questions will be answered soon, boy,” the figure chuckles, standing up straight. 


They walk away from his body, raising a hand and snapping his fingers. The figures around him 
move. 


Tomura feels something grab him from the back, lifting him up. 
So he really is in the right place, huh? 


“Really soon.” 


Like someone fully slapped him across the face, Tomura is violently awoken to a pungent 
chemical smell being shoved up his nose. 


Gasping, he chokes and rubs at his nose as tears start to well in his eyes from agitation. He groans, 
feeling a throb in the back of his head. 


The first thing his eyes see is the same figure from before, holding a cloth tight in his hand. 


“Glad to finally meet you, Shigaraki.” They blink slowly as they move to wake up Dabi who is 
slouched across from him. They are in a...lounge? He’s unsure because of how goddamn dim it is 


in here. But from the comfy couch, he sits on to the overall aesthetic, it’s a lounge. 

Dabi shoots up as soon as the cloth touches his nose. 

“What the fuck?!” He yells, fists already full of blue. 

“Easy, boy,” they glance at him as he moves to the others. 

“Who the hell do you think you are?” Dabi asks, moving to stand up. 

Hovering the cloth under Toga’s nose, they turn their head to stare at Dabi’s pissed-off stance. 
“That’s for you to decide, Toya .” 

Shigaraki’s body pauses and Dabi’s face sinks. He drops back down to his ass. 

“How do-” 


“IT know your name?” They finish as Toga gasps awake. They move to Twice. “ He likes to know 
just who he’s working with. It’s not hard to find out a true name or...well...” They side-eye him. 
“A big secret.” 


Dabi looks like he is going to be sick. 
Twice leaps out of his seat and falls to the ground. “AH!” 


Tomura observes the room, gripping the end of the seat. “Why did you take us out like that? I 
thought it was crystal clear we were invited as guests,” he sneers. 


They hum. 


“You may have gained trust, Shigaraki, but new members of the jury all experience this same 
moment. We are firm believers in secrecy if you haven’t already noticed. How do you think this 
place has stood tall so long without even a sniff from those who search?” 


Compress flinches awake as soon as the smell wafts in his direction. “God...” he grabs his head 
with a groan. 


Backing up, They place their hands behind their back. “I guess ve been quite rude. Where are my 
manners?” They slightly bow. “Welcome to purgatory, League of Villains. Your alliance has been 
quite useful and we all thank you for each service done.” 


Dabi glances at Tomura with uneasiness. 


“Now...” they walk over to the door, pulling out a keycard and swiping it next to the door. It 
beeps. 


“Let’s get back to the show, hm?” 
Tomura swallows, standing out of his chair with a tensed throat and chest. 


This may very well have been an awful idea. 


The closer they get to this...pit? The louder and /ouder the sounds of screaming and cheering echo 


within Tomura’s ears. 


This place is massive, and he isn’t exaggerating. There is no plausible way that this is all one 
building, the endless halls, and literal battle arena gives it away. Glancing at the walls and rotting 
floor, Tomura squints. They’re underground. 


Dabi puts his hands in his pockets as they continue to follow the figure down hallways and 
upstairs. 


“Seems pretty sick to me to put on a show like this, huh?” Dabi spits. “You’d think the experiments 
are enough...” 


The person ahead of them chuckles. 

“Sure, you can think that,” they say as they turn to a stone staircase. “But in all honesty...” 
Tomura can practically feel the vibrations of the crowd they are so close to. 

“If you created a giant monster, wouldn’t you wanna see how it fights too?” 

Dabi and Toga look at each other, swallowing. 


They reach the top of the stairs and a bright light catches Tomura off. He squints at the lighting 
difference as they are lead down a short hall. 


They are being led to a viewing loge, where a single person sits calmly. 
There...there’s something on the ground beneath... 

“Sir...” their lead clears their throat. “Your guests have arrived.” They step to the side. 
Stopping inside the loge, Tomura looks down to his feet. His eyes widen. 


Looking up with just as much horror, Katsuki Bakugou lays chained on the ground- bloodied and 
exhausted. He’s with a woman, her body being pressed close to the boy’s in a protective manner. 
Her lips rise in a snarl. 


“Ah...” a familiar irritating voice responds. 

Standing from the chair, he turns around slowly. 

Tomura clenches his fists tight. 

Tilting his head, Mortifer hums. “You’re quite late, my boy.” 

“Yeah?” Tomura sneers. “What can I say? I like my late appearances,” he says with a shrug. 


Mortifer narrows his eyes before turning his head. “No matter, you’re still able to view. Come 
here,” he says smoothly, waving his hand towards the ledge. 


Tomura swallows, glancing at his team before walking over to the man. He steps around Bakugou, 
feeling the rage radiating from the boy’s body. 


He feels his stomach drop when his eyes look down. 


“Wonderful, hm?” Mortifer says, appearing next to Tomura. 


Cerberus is in the arena with something...oh god... 

“What the hell is that...””" Tomura mutters. It looks just like- 

“Do you like her?” Morfiter responds. “She’s an old...ex of mine.” 
Tomura snaps his head to the side. “What?” 


Mortifer hums a short snicker. “It’s not that hard to copy the aspects of your own quirk, my boy. 
It’s quite fun, really.” He pats Tomura’s shoulder and he can feel the cold, wet, sensation of his 
quirk on his body through each touch. 


He shivers. 


“This round has luckily just started. I do hope you enjoy what we have left.” Mortifer turns his 
head. “Take them to their viewing loge.” 


The person that leads them steps up. “Yes, sir.” 


Mortifer’s hand touches Tomura’s upper back. Leaning towards his ear, the man sighs. “I'll be 
watching you very close, Shigaraki. Do try to behave.” 


Tomura swallows, watching as the man leans back and lets him walk away. Through each step, he 
can hear his own heartbeat in his ears. 


He looks down at Bakugou, and for the first time since he’s come in contact with this kid, he feels 
like absolute shit . 

Hitoshi slowly drinks from his water bottle, swallowing down a combination of smoke and water. 
He clears his throat, still trying to get rid of the clots of soot coating his throat. 


Out at the wrong time and at the wrong place... 


He decided to go on a walk to clear his mind on the day the world decided to shit itself. He was 
nearly grabbed by an eagle four times his size if it weren’t for Kamui Woods. It didn’t exactly take 
long for him to be shoved in here and half trampled. 


He’s alone here, at least, well, alone in his own words. 
“Oh...” a soft voice calls behind him. He turns his head with a raised brow. 


A short, plump woman holding a wooden box of canned food stares at him with a familiar gaze. 
Her eyes...they are so familiar... 


“You...you were in the sports festival,” she says, placing the box down at her feet. “Shinso, was 
it?” 


Hitoshi blinks out of shock. “You...remember my name?” He mutters. 


She nods with a small smile on her face. “How could I forget someone who competed against my 
son?” 


And that’s when it clicks. 


Hitoshi lets out a short gasp. “Oh my god, are you Midoriya’s mom?” The longer he looks at her, 


he can really start to see it. 
She hums. “What gave it away?” she responds in a joking manner. “Call me Inko, Shinso.” 
“He looks so much like you, it’s almost crazy.” 


She smiles warmly at him, reaching back down to grab her box. “Are you alone, honey?” Inko asks 
with genuine care in her voice. 


He nods slowly. 

Giving him a warm stare, she tilts her head. “Come with me, I can’t be having that.” 
“What?” he asks. “No no, I shouldn’t-” 

“Come on, honey, let’s get you some food.” 


It seems he doesn’t really have a choice. Capping his water, he follows behind the shorter woman 
through the mass of people. Midoriya definitely got his stubborn nature from her... 


They don’t walk far. Setting down the box by the table of rations, she hums. “What had you out 
this late?” Reaching the table, she grabs a package with bread and an apple tucked neatly inside. 
“Tt’s quite the bad timing, I’d say.” 


Hitoshi rubs his arm. “Was getting some air,” he says, short and sweet. She hands him the package. 
“Tt’s been a crazy week at home.” His hand clenches the plastic and it crinkles. 


Inko leans against the table. Her face continuously shows a motherly stare- almost intimidating to 
look at. 


“Anything worth talking about?” She says quietly. Someone walks up to the table and she flashes 
them a kind smile, reaching over and grabbing a ration for them. 


It makes him feel... comfortable. 


He shakes his head. “Just a lot of personal stuff, it’s ok.” The expression on his face doesn’t ease 
the woman in front of him. He’s gotta work on his faking... 


She frowns. “I won’t pry since it’s been a crazy day, but I want you to know that any friend of 
Izuku’s is someone worth treating well. [am a mother who listens after all.” She winks and another 
person comes up. She once again smiles wide- teeth almost as bright as the moon. She looks back 
at him when they walk away. 


She’s so kind. He’s...he’s never had something like this before. It’s almost unnatural. 
“Midoriya is lucky to have someone like you,” he blurts. She blinks at the sudden change. 


Inko hums softly, smile fading. “I’m just as lucky to have him...” She looks to the side. It seems 
like a sensitive topic in a way. 


Hitoshi bites his cheek. “Mrs. Midor-Inko,” he corrects, clearing his throat into his fist. “I haven’t 
really seen him in a while, is...is he ok?” 


The last time he saw him was in the bathroom after the Hosu incident. And ever since...he hasn’t 
run into him once, and he’s never stopped thinking about it. Where he is, what he’s doing...if he’s 
ok. 


Inko looks at him, sighing. She waves her hand. “Come sit, sweetie.” 


He follows her over to a few mats on the ground and she has him sit down on hers. Again, kindness 
is something to get used to, it nearly gives him a headache. She sits across from him on the floor, 
crossing her legs. 


“Tt means a lot to see another one of his classmates care so much about him,” Inko says with a 
short and sweet smile. “He was deprived of that for a long time.” 


Hitoshi raises both of his brows. “That’s kind of a shock,” he shakes his head. “I always imagined 
him to have a lot of friends growing up. He’s a pretty good guy.” 


Her face falls and she looks down at her hands. “I’ve gotten that comment a lot, but unfortunately 
that wasn’t the case.” 


Hitoshi swallows, looking down at his own hands. 
“Don’t you dare say I don’t understand!” 
“Yo-you people get everything.” 

“T’m not like most people, Shinso.” 

He blinks. It...really does make sense now, huh? 


Inko exhales slowly. “He wasn’t as fortunate as a lot of kids out in the world. His quirk wasn’t 
really, well, favorable.” 


Hitoshi shakes his head. “I don’t see why, it’s really cool. Any kid would want to be friends with 
someone with that.” 


He thinks of himself briefly. His own personal experiences, to be exact. Sure, his quirk is and was 
powerful to the eye of an expert, but no one wanted to be friends with someone that could “trick 
them so easily.” It was a rule of thumb for those he went to school with. Don’t befriend the freak . 


Inko smiles for a second. “You’re too kind, sweetheart,” she pauses. “He unfortunately never 
gained the full potential of his quirk until he was fourteen. Till then, all he had were these cute 
little claws and a trait that made his eyes glow a bright emerald green.” 


Shinso pauses at that. “...what?” 


Inko nods. “Kids are cruel these days.” She rubs at her knuckles. “I never saw it first hand because 
he made it a goal to hide everything from me, but he was bullied a lot for it.” 


Oh. 


“T could tell things got worse when the friend he’d been inseparable with had suddenly stopped 
coming over for play dates. Nothing hurts a mother’s heart more than seeing their son, who had 
been so excited to see his friend, look up to you so confused because they never showed.” 


Hitoshi’s heart aches. He never knew... 


“You’d think things would get better once his quirk fully came in, but that never was the case.” 
Inko inhales, looking up at Hitoshi. “The world is a cruel place, Shinso. People are far worse. ’m 
sure you could understand that.” 


Hitoshi looks down at Inko’s fingers picking at her nails in her lap. “More than anyone, Inko.” 
She nods, smiling again. “You’re a good kid, there aren’t a lot of people who do.” 

Hitoshi opens his mouth, but something prevents his words. 

“Not this again...” Someone groans from across Inko and him. They both turn their heads. 


“You can’t tell me I’m wrong,” some guy with a bandage around his arm comments, pointing at a 
woman aggressively. He’s clutching a flask in his other hand. “There is absolutely some fishy shit 
going on with this whole thing. I guarantee Cerberus is the one who caused this disaster or is 
highly involved. I wouldn’t be surprised if it’s coming after us right now to finish the job.” He flips 
the top off his flask, knocking back a swig. 


“You’re so full of it,” another person comments. “Not everything is that thing's fault.” 


The man shakes his head with a grin. “I’d have to disagree with you, sweetheart. Anything as 
demonic as that is to blame for most of the bullcrap we’ve been hit with. Its ‘heroic’ actions were 
just some distraction for the real deal.” 


Hitoshi turns his head to Inko to ask her what’s going on, but his mouth snaps shut immediately. 


Her fists clench and her face is twisted into something sour. The once soft and warm presence she 
presented is now gone. 


She snaps her head over. “What did I tell you?!” 
The man looks at her in shock. “Oh, uh, Mrs. Midoriya I didn’t-” 


“See me?” She raises her lip. “If I hear you making a comment like that again I can and will take 
your name off the rations list.” 


The man’s brows fold. “You wouldn’t...” 
Inko’s eyes narrow. “ Watch me.” 


The man clamps his mouth shut and swallows. He turns his head to avoid Inko’s terrifying stare. 
It’s a stare he’s seen before in Midoriya. 


A stare he’s seen before in- 
“Uh...” Hitoshi says, catching her attention. 


Like the snap of a finger, she’s smiling again. “Sorry sweetie, tough subject for me. You didn’t 
need to see that.” 


“Oh...” he says, confused. It’s not a common reaction to those talking ill about a vigilante. 
Hitoshi’s ears have only caught mouthfuls of shit talk. To be honest, it’s hard to find an opinion 
that supports the wolf. 


“TIs...Cerberus close to you?” He asks, quietly. Most people just keep their head down if they 
disagree, but... 


He watches Inko’s lips press together. She swallows, looking down. 


“Yeah, you could say that.” She says quietly, barely registerable. 


Hitoshi opens her mouth but he stops when she clears her throat. 


“T hope you don’t mind that I need to excuse myself for a moment. I’m supposed to meet with a 
couple of the heroes and volunteers for an updated report, you’re welcome to rest on my mat while 
I’m gone.” She stands up, brushing off her lap. Her entire mood has almost...soured. 


Leaning forward, she places a hand in his hair and rubs it softly. Her hand is so warm that it nearly 
startles him. He almost wishes that she kept her fingers locked in his hair for just another moment. 


Just one more. 

“T won’t be long, ok sweetie?” She flashes him a smile before walking off behind him. 

He nods, placing his hands in his lap. He fiddles with his fingers, turning to watch her walk away. 
The farther she goes, the louder the whispering gets from those she once hushed. 


“There’s something off with that woman...” The man snarks, shaking his head. “No sane person 
speaks so well of a monster like that.” 


Hitoshi looks at the man, blinking. “She’s right you know, sir,” he says loud enough for him to 
hear. 


“Hah?” 
Hitoshi’s face turns to something favoring irritation. 
“You should probably stop talking.” He huffs. “Ignorance isn’t as blissful as it used to be.” 


The man scowls as Hitoshi watches Inko speed walk up to Manual with a smile. The way she 
moves her hands, to the way she holds eye contact- small amounts of her presense is something he 
could pick up within Midoriya. 


Within... 
He sighs. 
So... 


It really is true, huh? 


Hitoshi brings his cup to his mouth, blowing softly into the opening. He knows it’s too late for 
coffee, but it’s not like he could sleep anyway. He never can. 


Might as well work on that essay... 


Downtown is a lot quieter than usual- though, it’s still filled with people and cars. He sighs, 
raising the cup again to drink its contents. 


Something harshly slams into his shoulder and his blissful drink he never even sipped crashes to 
the ground. 


“What the fu-” he whips around, already yelling at whoever just rudely ran into him. 


“Move move move!” Someone yells. 
People scramble past, bumping into his shoulder and the bag slung around his back. 
What is- 


Turning his head slightly over his shoulder, Hitoshi is met with something large and black. And by 
the time he realizes just what’s going on, his body slams into the brick wall to his left by a heavy 
force. 


Hitoshi’s back hits the wall with a gasp from his lungs right as a navy blue pickup truck swerves 
onto the sidewalk. Tires squealing and people screaming, someone is standing in the bed of the 
truck with a gun strapped to his chest, holding it out at the police cars chasing it. Bills of yen fly 
out from the windows as they zig-zag with haste through the traffic-filled street- no fear of 
slamming into unsuspected drivers. 


Hitoshi feels something hot on his cheek. Almost moist. Humid. 
Like the breath from someone’s lips. 
He turns his head. 


Panting with its tongue out halfway, the massive dog wanted by everyone and their mother in 
Japan has him held up against a wall. 


Hitoshi can feel his own stomach knot into a neat bow. 


Two pairs of emerald eyes turn to look at him and his throat pushes out a squeak. He presses 
himself up against the wall, feeling smaller and smaller the longer he looks at it. No one would 
ever think that there would be a time when they would come face to face with a wolf larger than a 
draft horse. It’s quite disturbing, really. All laws of nature have been broken within this one 
animal. 


But at the same time, it’s so... 
Interesting. 


Looking him up and down, Cerberus takes a step back. There is a familiar glint in its eyes as it 
stares at him. The intense glare and slow blinks. It’s almost human-like. 


It feels like something he’s experienced before- the familiarity of strength radiating from the pores 
on its skin. 


The scar that is sliced across its eye twists his throat and core. 

All too familiar. 

The knot in his body tightens. 

Hitoshi’s eyes snap to the side as yet another mass comes into his field of vision. 


It leaps over a moving car, galloping awkwardly with limbs that are far too long for its torso. It 
looks at him and Cerberus before barking. 


The werewolf vigilante. 


Cerberus looks at Hitoshi once more before turning its massive head and running down the 
sidewalk towards the speeding truck. 


He watches and listens to the wolf's tail swish, its nails clack on the cement, and its breathing go 
heavy as it hounds the moving car. 


“Kid, are you ok?” A hand touches his shoulder. 
Hitoshi is snapped out of his thoughts, turning his head. 
An officer in blue is looking down at him in horror, clearly shaken by the wolf’s presence. 


He nods his head, swallowing. It doesn’t take long for him to turn his head back over to watch as 
the truck slams into something head-on, stopping it immediately with a crash of glass and metal. 
The guy in the back is nearly sent flying. 


“Oh my GOD-” the officer sprints toward the scene, leaving Hitoshi still pressed against the wall. 


The two people inside the car open the doors screaming, scattering like rats in a panic as 
something starts to climb up onto its hood. 


Cerberus cuts off the people who ran from the vehicle, snarling loudly as it towers over them like a 
higher form of life. 


Hitoshi feels his own eyes widen. 


A lion with the horns and back legs of a big horned sheep...and a tail that belongs to nothing but a 
crocodile roars as it crawls onto the car. 


The man in the bed of the truck looks up with terror-stricken eyes as the lion leaps up onto the roof 
and grabs their gun, snapping it in half with pure bite force. It splits and cracks, falling into the 
bed with a bang. 


“No, I-I’m sor-” the man yells, backing up and tripping on the edge of the truck, tumbling onto the 
ground. 


Before he even gets the chance to stand and run like his colleagues, he is grabbed from the back of 
the shirt by a boney claw. 


The werewolf lifts him up to eye level, tilting its head and sniffing his body. It sneers. 


A police car screeches to a halt behind the vigilante, leading it to turn and squint its eyes at the 
bright flashing lights. 


It rolls its eyes before throwing the man towards the car. Two officers run out of the vehicle, 
grabbing the guy by his wrists and shoving his face down on the asphalt. 


It doesn’t take long for Cerberus to copy its teammate, walking up to the officers without an ounce 
of fear in its body- dropping the remaining two people onto the ground from its mouth. 


They aren’t...attacking. 
Backing up, the animals look at the officers with a sour stare as they cuff all the criminals tight. 


If a hero were to commit an act such as this, praise would be showering from the sky like rain. 
They kept people safe, pushing them out of the way of a truck that could have easily killed 


someone. 


They stopped it before an accident could occur or a shot could be fired from that gun. They did the 
right thing with no faults attached. 


But... 
That’s not how this world works. 


As more people in uniform pool out from their cars with their guns high, an officer grabs their 
walkie with a shakey and presses it to their lips. “I’ve got a 10-33, Cerberus and the Oni are at my 
location, I repeat-” 


The lion on the truck takes a step, creaking the metal of the car. 
Oh no. 


One of the officers flinches, pulling the trigger of their gun with a simple squeeze. Cerberus 
screams as the lion’s face twists with realization. It jumps in between the beast and the gun. 


Its bang erupts through the atmosphere like a firework, scaring the absolute shit out of everyone 
on the sidewalk watching. It’s loud. It’s sudden. 


It’s fast. 
Too fast for anything to dodge out of the way. 
Hitoshi leans against the wall in shock, feeling his heart pound within his chest. 


Cerberus is standing dead on with the officer who had squeezed the trigger- a bullet held between 
its teeth. 


Opening its mouth, the bullet drops to the ground with a tiny little ping, leaving everyone around it 
in absolute silence. 


Oh. 

My. 

God. 

The werewolf looks at Cerberus with eyes wide with shock and disbelief, arms hanging low. 
Cerberus growls, eyeing every single officer in front of it. Its tail swishes. 

“You have a funny way of saying thanks.” 

The officer that shot the shot drops his gun and backs off, hands shaking. 

The attitude. 

The words. 

The boiling anger. 


But there is no intention of harm. 


Hitoshi releases the breath he was holding in his lungs tight. 
Midoriya was right. 


He really isn’t like most people. 


Izuku doesn’t know what to do. 


The pure adrenaline in his body from the past few hours has kept him apart, but now that he’s 
awake... 


They clearly gave him something to help speed the healing, but the gash in his shoulder still feels 
like it’s starting to throb with infection. He can still taste blood in his mouth. The smoke and soot- 
drying his throat every time he swallows. 


And whatever happened with Bakugou is now catching up to him in a crawl, he can feel it in his 
back and throat. The missing bones on his spine. The limp in his front legs. 


It doesn't exactly help that his own sanity is crumbling down on him as he faces a nightmare come 
true. Once his eyes met that metal mask he had feared for so long from afar, a shiver of anger ran 
through his body. 


Izuku ducks a swiping claw, feeling drips of tar splat on his face from the loose body he faces. It’s 
hot. 


His shoulder pops loudly. He grits his teeth as he skids to the other side of the arena. The crowd 
above him screams. 


The crow 


One would compare it to the festival. One would compare the sheer size of the crowd or the 
circumstances. The blood and guts that stain the wall compared to sweat and leftover quirk residue. 
But that is not what Izuku wants to compare right now. No. 


It’s the fact that he’s terrified right now. 


He had felt excitement, anger, sadness, joy, and every single emotion in that arena when he faced 
his classmates. When he faced Todoroki. But all of those emotions have been replaced by fear and 
only fear. 


And nothing is scarier than feeling so scared, that you almost feel hopeless. 


Dai shrieks, extending a piece of herself out like a rope from her reaching claw. It snaps forward 
and wraps around Izuku’s neck, yanking him to the ground. 


His chin smacks into the concrete, shooting a sharp pain up into his skull. 


Izuku is dragged across the rough concrete, feeling the burns and scraped scratches across his skin. 
He roars in pain as he twists and pulls- trying so hard to get out of the constriction around his neck. 
He can feel his own windpipe squeeze and tighten, shortening his breaths. 


Getting yanked off the ground, Dai snaps her neck to the side and let's go- sending Izuku flying 
into the wall of the arena. 


The wall cracks behind his weight and everything inside his body feels like it was knocked out and 


stomped on. 


The crowd hoots and hollers, leaning over the edges to stare down at his crumpled body. He can 
see their eyes from behind the cage- their excitement and feral snarls. 


Everything inside his body is on fire. 


Standing slowly to prevent his bones from snapping and breaking in half, Izuku looks at Dai with 
watery eyes. 


“Dai...”’ He mutters with a shaky lip. 


Her skull tilts, releasing a pool of black onto the ground. It splats, putting an uncomfortable cold 
feeling in his back. 


He’s never seen her with so much... 
Anger. 
She’s empty. So so empty. 


He doesn’t know how Bakugou did it. How he suffered through the pain of this. How he reached 
through. He doesn’t even know what to do. 


He doesn’t- 
Dai snaps her jaw, creaking and moaning as she stumbles toward him. 
“I’m sorry,” he pleads, tucking his tail tight. “I’m sorry.” 


The crowd screams with joy as Dai runs towards Izuku with steps fueled with revenging hunger 
and anger. 


“Please!” He yells, jumping out of the way as her body crashes into the wall he was pressed 
against. 


“T don’t know what to do!” He cries, feeling his eyes dampen. 


Over and over, Dai attacks and attacks- getting nastier and harsher with each swipe and snap of the 
jaw. 


Yelping in pain as a claw grazes his backside, he crumples to the ground messily. He can feel his 
bones creak and moan inside his own body- it makes him feel sick. 


His eyes meet the red he so dreads. The sickness turns to nausea and swelling anger. He snarls, 
snapping his tail in a whipping motion. 


Smacking Dai across the face, he gets a moment to get to his feet and run. Not a long moment, but 
just enough. 


He can hear her empty panting, her gurgling. The drip of the tar from her body. 
He can’t... 


“Dai!”’ He yells as he rolls across the concrete to avoid a hideous swipe that almost slices his 
chest. 


He doesn’t know how to get to her. He doesn’t know how to help her. And it’s eating him alive 
from the inside. That, and the unimaginable guilt. 


He’s not like Bakugou. He’s not strong like him. 


“If you didn’t find me all that time ago-“ he chokes as her skull slams into his side. His body hits 
the wall and he can feel a slimy claw grab at his throat and push tight. 


“If I had just left you wouldn’t-“ he wheezes, hearing and sensing his sizzling tears appear 
again. 


“1’m s-sorry. I’m so so sor-“ 

Skull tilting with his words, he can hear an irritated hiss. 

Her mouth opens, groaning. 

“Not everything is about you.” She speaks clearly. Deep. Scratchy. 
Awful. 

It’s not her. 

It’s not her. 


Izuku’s eyes widen as the pressure on his neck loosens. The breathing becomes easier as the nails 
as sharp as nails trail across his fur. 


“You really know nothing.” Her skull leans in, tilting it forward so their foreheads align. “But it’s 
not your fault.” 


He can feel her skull touch his fur. His skin. Unlike the tar that spills from her own pores, her 
bones are ice cold. 


“TI believe it’s time you finally knew, child.” 
Izuku gasps as he feels something inside his head and chest tug. 
It’s like he’s being pulled somewhere he has no control over. He feels it pull and pull and- 


Everything goes white, and he drops straight down to the ground. 


Mortifer shoots out of his chair and Katsuki nearly shits himself from the sudden motion. 
He hasn’t been able to watch very well. He can’t exactly fucking stand. 

Ever since that goddamn- ever since that goddamn hand guy came in, he has been on edge. 
He hates to admit it. Seriously. 

But he is scared to make a move around that man. 


For however long it’s been, he’s been praying to whatever god exists that Deku doesn’t bite it. 


Nishi’s head snaps to the side and she tries to look over the edge. She’s chained at a better spot. 
Well, better is a strong word for this situation. 


She’s careful of Mortifer's movements, side-eyeing him as she peeks. 

Her eyes focus down and her entire body goes still. Even her breathing. 

She freezes, and it seems all the color in her face has drained. 

Oh fuck. 

Katsuki feels his heart stop in his chest and his breath shoves itself deep into his trachea. 


Mortifer takes a breath. One of his hands forms claws on the ledge, screeching the surface. His 
other hand moves up to his ear slowly. 


“If you are done throwing your...tantrum, make sure they aren’t planning anything foul.” 
There’s a pause. His grip tightens on the edge. 

“T’m serious, Warden. Your slip-ups are a little too consistent for my liking.” 

His finger leaves the earpiece and Katsuki can’t take it anymore. 


Standing to his knees he crawls to the edge, peeking as close as he can- feeling the chains around 
his wrists tighten. 


Oh. 

Well, that certainly makes sense. 

Both Deku and Dai collapsed to the ground. 
Neither of them moved a single inch. 


“Fuck.” 


“Toga...” Tomura mutters with his hand covering his mouth. He looks to the side, weary. “Be 
ready.” 


She barely nods, but it’s enough for him to notice from the corner of his eye. 

These stands are crawling with the rich and obsessed. Their sneers and giddy cheers. 
And those lab rats wander like it’s their number one priority, eyes on everyone. 
Christ, it’s fucking disgusting in here. All he can smell is sweat and blood. 

“Oh fuck the dogs are down,” Dabi vocalizes, leaning forward in his seat. 


Tomura notices what he’s talking about. Both Cerberus and whatever that...thing is are both on the 
ground. Limp. 


The fuck?? 


“T can’t take any more of this crazy shit...”” Compress groans, fidgeting with his hands. His knee is 
bobbing, driving Tomura crazy. 


It seems everyone’s taken an interest in this, either standing in their seats or staring with their 
mouths open wide. 


“What just happened?” Someone asks. 

“Ts this a part of today's judgment?” 

“None of them did anything, what the hell? They just dropped.” 
Well, whatever did happen it’s an advantage. 


Tomura’s eyes catch the lab rats stopping in their tracks to watch. It seems their interest has been 
piqued. 


“Toga, go.” 
“You got it, boss,” she says cheerfully as she leaps from her seat and skips up the stairs. 


He turns to watch her, keeping his body facing forward. He pretends to scratch at his neck, moving 
his eyes up. 


“Heyyyy,” Toga exclaims to a rat posted at their section. 
“What do you want?” He says with a snap. 
“Awww, so rude!” She says with a pout. But she soon smiles wide. 


“T just wanna know where the bathroom is, you know, lady issues,” she leans in close, winking, 
and the discomfort sinks in visibly. 


The man covers his face with a groan, hiding the embarrassment on his face. 
“Follow me.” 


“Yay!” She exclaims as he leads her. Looking at Tomura, she reaches up into her bun and pulls out 
a needle. 


They disappear around the corner, but Tomura could very well imagine just what is happening. 


Dabi leans back, swallowing. “You sure this is gonna work? It seems shit likes to hit the fan pretty 
fast in this place.” 


Tomura sighs, turning to look back down at the bloodied arena. The two bodies lie limp. 
“Exactly.” 

Izuku’s eyes open slowly- cracking with a dry stickiness. Well, at least he’s no longer a dog right 
now. 

Kind of... 


Black. All he sees is black. 


It seems this is a goddamn constant at this point. He spends half his time in the sickening 
darkness. 


But something is...different compared to the black in his own head. 
God...what- 

Where- 

He feels like his entire body has just been snapped and folded. 


“Hm,” something hums, and the grogginess within Izuku disappears very quickly. He shoots up 
from his back. 


“Rise and shine, squirt, it’s time for school.” 


The thing that possesses Dai is sitting right in front of him, head tilted. Unlike the dripping and 
slopping tar, a soaking wet wolf replaces its presence- the skull and antlers appearing larger and 
brighter. Its teeth are haunting to look at; smiling right at him. 


“Wh-what?” 

It growls, standing up on all fours. 

“Come, we don’t have all the time in the world.” 
Izuku blinks as it walks away from him. 


The number of ridiculous circumstances that are punching him in the face right now are getting 
just a little old. 


“Why did you bring me here?” He mutters, moving to his feet slowly. Being on two instead of four 
takes him a second to adjust to. 


It stops, sighing. 


“Bakugou is lucky he has known you since childhood. There was a root- a way to pull you 
out. The strength and emotional connection he has with you allowed you to overcome and 
align with your quirk. But you don’t have that with Shin. And she doesn’t have the strength 
to overcome like you.” 


Izuku stares up at it, mouth open. 
Shin... 


It turns its head around. ‘She needs help, but no one can help her unless they know what is 
wrong. What she needs to help her out.” 


Izuku picks at the skin around his nails, taking a step forward. “Why...are you helping her?” 


It tsks. “I’m no monster, Midoriya.” It turns its head back around. “‘I may have fun keeping her 
here. Playing with her mind. But she doesn’t deserve any more suffering. Not after this.” 


Izuku looks down at his feet as it starts to walk away. He clenches his fist, inhaling. 


“Ok. What do I need to do?” 
It chuckles, still walking forward. “Just follow me, child. You’ll see. You’ll see everything.” 


He nods, following behind the wolf. Through the black and the wet floor. The sloshing and 
emptiness. 


The creature in front of him reminds him so much of his own, only its presence is so much older. 
Much more...tired. 


Dai’s wolf stops, turning its body slightly to the side. It presses its claw down into the tar, pulling 
out an old tv. Just like the one he’s seen in his own head. 


“She lived a wonderful life. That was until she met him.” 
The tv fuzzes. 


‘Abuse changes people, kid. It changes you for the rest of your life. She has told you that her 
blame is much higher than it actually is. But when people are hurt for long they begin to 
think they are no better than the people who raise their hands.” 


Walking behind Izuku, he can feel its breath on his head. He can hear the whistling through the 
bones. 


Paws grab at his head softly, holding him dead center. 

“She didn’t tell you anything for a reason. But now it’s time.” 
His mind starts to drag and pull. 

“It’s time.” 


The tv snaps on. 


-The Ballad of Jane Doe- 


“Listen, Shin,” a friend slurs, placing a hand on her shoulder. “I’m glad you at least came out with 
us, because let's face it you never do, but come on! You graduated college two years early with 
high honors. You never lived and now's your chance!” 


Shin shakes her head, tapping her condensation-covered glass. “You know I’m not a dancer...” 
She looks back at the dance floor where partners, friends, and couples indulge themselves in 
mindless tangos and sloppy drunk dancing. Salsa night at the bar was not her idea, to be frank. 


Her friend gives her soft, begging eyes. “I know but that’s what the alcohol is for~” She whines. 
“No one cares~”’ 


Shin snorts as her friend grumbles, putting her head on the table. 


She was never really much of a drinker. Sure she’s 20 and able, but it never really...appeased her. 
The taste is acquired and she can be quite fond of it at times, but it’s the feeling it gives you that 
she’s typically not a fan of. 


Another one of her friends pops up from behind, sweating. 


“Come on, Shin!” She yells over the music, trying to pull her from her chair. “You never have fun 
with us anymore!” She frowns, trying to give the same puppy eyes. 


Shin bites her lip, looking past her and to the crowded floor. She hums. 
“T’'ll...come out in a bit.” 


Her friend throws her head back. “Uhhg!” She exclaims. “Ok, but I’m holding you to it!” She 
points at her before running back onto the floor. 


Her friend sitting next to her turns and stares out at the dancing, watching as their friends laugh as 
they awkwardly spin each other around. 


Shin sighs before extending her elbow and nudging her. “Go on, you don’t have to babysit me 
here,” she says with a smile. 


Her friend looks at her. “I know but...I want you to have fun too.” 
Shin chuckles. “I am. Now go dance because I can tell you’re dying. I'll join later, I promise.” 
Her friend hesitates, glancing at the floor quickly. 


“Ok, but if you seriously want to leave let us know and we can go get ice cream or something. It’s 
your night.” She hops out of her chair, walking over to the floor while looking back at Shin. Her 
smiles are always wide and cheerful. It makes Shin smile back. 


She faces forward once her friend is grabbed and spun. She exhales, grabbing her drink. 
“Your friends are persistent,” a deep voice calls from her left. 
She turns, making eye contact with some of the deepest red eyes she’s ever seen. 


“Oh, umh yeah,” she huffs a small laugh. “They’re always wanting me to have fun when I’ve got 
the free time.” 


The man raises a brow, bringing his drink to his lips. His hair is dark and rich. The way it’s 
groomed so elegantly but also so effortlessly is mesmerizing. He’s young. Handsome. 


“So, why don’t you join them, if I may ask?” He sips his drink carefully. 


Shin shrugs, bringing her own drink to her lips. “I’m not much of a dancer, I’m not quite 
comfortable on my feet like that. P'll only embarrass myself.” 


The man grins, tilting his head as his fingers play with his glass. He has classy metal rings on a 
couple of his fingers. She can’t stop staring at them as they tap and rub at the condensation. 


“Well...” the man says, eyeing the floor. “All it takes is a bit of practice.” Those eyes stare at her 
and something flutters in her stomach. She swallows. 


“I’m sure you'd be a fine dancer, Miss...” 
“Shin Suzuki,” she responds a little too quickly. “But you may call me Shin.” 


The man blinks, turning his soft lips into a smile. “Kenji Ohara,” he responds with his name, 


reaching out a hand. “Kenji does just fine, my dear.” She’s hesitant to grab it, but the way it’s so 
soft and welcoming... 


She reaches out and he grabs her hand, spinning it slowly. He brings it to his lips and places a kiss 
on her knuckle. The feeling of those lips is just as she pictured. He looks up at her. “It’s a pleasure, 
Shin.” 


She looks at him wide-eyed, clearing her throat nervously. “You as well.” Her hand slips from his 
and back to where it was on her lap. Everything about him is so...interesting to look at and 
process. But he makes her nervous, and she can’t tell if it's good or bad. 


She grabs her glass again, fidgeting with it. “Well, what about you, Kenji?” She asks. “Why aren’t 
you out there dancing?” 


He hums with a smile. “I couldn’t possibly dance out there without a partner.” 
Shin’s core flips again from the way he speaks. How effortless and smooth it is. Damn it... 
Her face feels hot. 


“Are you always so smooth with women?” She takes a sip of her drink to hide the visible pink on 
her cheeks. 


“Only to the ones that I find intelligently beautiful.” 
Shin pauses, bringing her drink down before she chokes. 


“T hear you just completed your studies early, it’s not very common in today’s world and 
expectations.” 


“Yeah...” Shin responds, watching as he leans on his fist- staring at her intensely. So he was 
listening... 


“School was always just my way of escaping, so it didn’t take me long to get my degree.” 


Kenji smiles. “You intrigue me, Shin. A woman of your age and stature...” He eyes her up and 
down. Oh, Christ on a fucking stick- she swallows again, crossing her legs. 


“You’re different than most,” he hums deeply. “If I may ask, what exactly did you study?” 
He’s...different... 


“Quirk biology studies,” she responds, excited that he asked. She leans closer. “I just find quirks, 
specifically physical mutations, extraordinarily interesting. There’s so much out there we don’t 
understand. People and animals don’t show many differences and the fact that we hold 
characteristics-" She stops, realizing that she’s starting to ramble. “Sorry,” she says, brushing a 
piece of her hair from her face. “I just get really excited about this stuff.” 


Kenji shakes his head. “Please, my dear, continue. Quirks are something I’ve spent all of my early 
and university years trying to understand. I relate to your excitement.” 


Shin’s brows start to relax. 


“When you’re born with a quirk no one shows any favor towards, it’s given that you’d spend your 
life attempting to understand our history and its reasonings.” 


The way he speaks is so effortless. The intelligence he holds makes her chest tight. 


“Exactly,” she responds, getting a tilted head in response. “Unlike 80 percent of our world, I 
wasn’t born with a quirk, so-” 


“Tt really puts a perspective in your head,” he interrupts, perking up. He leans back in his chair, 
smiling. The white button-down he wears starts to show off more of his tanned skin. “I think ’'m 
starting to like you more, my dear.” 


Shin feels lightheaded from the amount of blood rushing to her face. She’s never been treated like 
this before by those who she doesn’t know well, it’s almost like a dream. The soft pronunciation of 
each word. The care he has in his expressions. He didn’t even flinch when she said she had no 
quirk. Not even a hint of disgust. 


Either the alcohol is getting to her head, or she’s really starting to enjoy conversing with this 
stranger. 


The nerves she once felt are starting to chip away. 


Lights above them and all around change to a dim, dark red. Like watered-down wine. The music 
shifts to a wonderful piano. 


Looking up for a moment, Kenji shows off his teeth with a smile. “Ah...The Ballad of Jane Doe...” 
Shin raises her brow. 
Kenji chuckles softly. “It’s quite a wonderful song from the pre-quirk ages.” 


Shin leans on the table, staring at his breathing and the way his lips part. “So you enjoy culture 
from the pre-quirk ages as well?” 


“Why of course,” he says as the song plays a beautiful set of lyrics and music. “No one did it 
better than the people who had nothing on their backs.” 


“Indeed,” she says, grinning. 
The music starts to pick up a bit, bringing her into its delight. 


“Well...” Kenji says, sliding off his chair. “This song shall not go to waste.” He reaches out his 
hand. 


Shin’s eyes widen. “Oh, no no,” she exclaims, waving her hands. “I’m serious, I’m awful with my 
feet.” 


“And I’m serious,” he responds. “All it takes is a little practice.” He winks, reaching over and 
grabbing her hand from her side softly. She can feel his thumb brush over the top of her hand. 


She doesn’t try to pull away when he urges her off her seat. 


The short, flowy dress she is wearing swishes with her movements as she’s led to the dance floor. 
She can feel her heart crawl up into her throat as her shoes touch the lit-up floor. 


Kenji’s other hand travels to her lower back, bringing her close to his body. She can feel the heat 
radiating from his body. His breath was on top of her head. 


She looks up at him, swallowing. “If I step on your feet, just know I told you so.” 


He chuckles. “Just follow my lead, and I’m sure you'll do just fine.” He squeezes her hand, 
bringing it outward. The butterflies in her stomach fly up to her throat. 


God... 
“And like an old forgotten tune...” the music plays. 


Kenji waltzes, moving his feet in a motion that allows for her to follow easily. He spins them 
around, flaring her dress as they sway. She stumbles as she tries to focus on the movements. 


“Don’t worry too much, just feel the movements,” he hums, catching her and holding her tight. 
“A song that no one knows...” 


Shin looks up at him nervously as she continues to follow his pace. He leads her in a quick-moving 
ballroom-style dance. She can sense the people around them stop. 


“Forgot how it goes.” 


Shin looks around as he lifts her hand and spins her around. He grabs her waist and squeezes her 
comfortably. 


“Just John and me.” 


The crowd steps back into a circle. Nervously, Shin looks around, unsure if she likes the attention 
that is landing on them. Kenji grabs her chin, turning it softly towards him. “It’s just you and me,” 
he says in a mutter and everything melts together. 


“Forever eternally, Jane Doe.” 
A light shines above them with a snap and the music picks up. 


Kenji smiles, dipping her as they spin around. It’s smooth. Elegant. She doesn’t understand how 
she’s moving so easily. 


“Oh my god,” she can hear one of her friends from the side. 
“Shin??” 


“AND I’M ASKING WHY LORD.” The song booms and Kenji picks up the pace, holding her 
close. 


“ITF THIS IS HOW I DIE, LORD.” 


He tightens his grip before spinning her outward, extending their arms. She widens her eyes as she 
stares at him from afar. He smirks, reeling her back in. As soon as her body touches him, he dips 
her again. 


Her breathing picks up as he leads her in calculated circles. 
“WHY BE LEFT WITH NO FAMILY AND NO FRIENDS?” 


She can hear a soft choir in the song let out angelic ooos as he looks down at her with those ruby 
red eyes. 


“[?]VE GOT NO CELEBRATION.” 
“JUST THIS CONSOLATION.” 


He releases his grip on her hand, grabbing her waist with both strong hands. He lifts her, spinning 
the both of them without effort. 


“Time eats all his children in the end.” 


And arpeggio riffs within the song, clashing together beautifully. Kenji lowers her, grabbing her 
exposed thigh and lower back, dipping her, and spinning her around. It’s like she’s flying. 


With a little more aggression, he brings her back to her feet. Quick-stepping around in circles, they 
dance as they know exactly what they are doing in front of a crowd of drunks- eyes wide and 
mesmerized. 


“A melody floats through the air when silence falls, does no one care?” 
“Does anyone care?” 

Shin looks up at Kenji with eyes wide and full of ecstasy. Kenji just smiles wide. 
“ANOTHER SAD, FORGOTTEN TUNE.” 

“ANOTHER SONG THAT NO ONE KNOWS.” 

“SO THAT’S HOW IT GOES!” 


Kenji continues to lead her, careful of her hesitant steps and nervous movements. “Time for a 
finale, my dear.” 


He holds her hand out and presses his palm against it. Stepping away, he moves around in a circle, 
Shin joining his movement. 


“JUST JOHN AND ME 
FOREVER ETERNALLY, JANE DOE.” 


He grabs her wrist and slides it up to her forearm, pulling her close. She spins into his arms and he 
holds her close. She can feel the breath on her ear. The beat of his heart. Her skin heats up to 
match him, pushing her heart to pound. 


“AND SHE'S ASKING "WHY, LORD?" 
“WHY, OH WHY, OH WHY, OH WHY...?” 


“You are the most beautiful woman I have ever laid my eyes on.” He raises his hand and bushes a 
strand of sweat-filled hair from her face. Her breath stops in her throat. 


Kenji chuckles as he watches Shin’s face turn bright red. 


"THIS IS NO WAY TO DIE, LORD!" 


“You’re not too bad yourself,” she chokes out. 


“NO ONE TO SING, NO ONE TO SIGH.” 


Shin can feel his hand touch the back of her neck as he lowers her into what seems to be a final dip. 
Both of their breathing is high. 


She reaches up and touches his face, feeling the smooth jawline that she had craved to know its 
feeling on her fingertips. 


For the first time in her life, she doesn’t notice the people around her. 
And the feeling of infatuation and addiction soon rumbles in her chest. 
“NOW THAT ALL IS SAID AND DONE 


“ISN’T THERE ANYONE TO TELL ME WHO I AM?” 


“Hey, Shin, you’ve got someone waiting for you.” 
Shin turns around, brow raised. She puts down the test tube she was holding. 


“Who is it?” She asks, turning to face her co-worker. She’s at work, who could possibly be seeing 
her right now... 


She shrugs. “Not sure, but damn girl, he’s fine as hell so you better take that ass before I do.” She 
turns around casually, leaving Shin with a scowl. 


“What the hell is wrong with you?!” She yells, chuckling. 

“A lot of things, Shin!” 

She shakes her head and walks out of the lab towards the main office, adjusting her white coat. 
Her eyes meet red. 

“Ah, Shin, my dear,” Kenji’s face lights up with a smile. He’s holding flowers. 

This guy... 

She smiles, walking up to him. 


“T’m literally seeing you for dinner tonight, are you that impatient?” She giggles, walking up to 
him. 


After the dance they shared, he insisted he took her to dinner. And, well, she couldn’t say no. She 
hadn’t felt that way with a man before in her life. She couldn't leave that opportunity at the door. 


He hands her the flowers. “I know, but I wanted to see your place of work.” 


She snorts, lowering her head so she can intake the sweet scent of the flowers in her hands. They’re 
a mix of lilies. 


“Tt’s not that exciting, I don’t know what you expected.” 


“Oh come now, dear,” he shakes his head. “Anything in this kind of department is exciting to 


” 


me. 

Her heart leaps. A smile spreads on her face as she buries her face in the flowers. 
“If I may, can I see what you’re working on?” He asks, stepping close to her. 

She swallows. 

Shin is a tall woman, taller than most. But he...he’s tall. 


“You can, but not for long.” She clears her throat, feeling flustered by the cologne swelling from 
his shirt. “My boss is pretty iffy about people in the lab.” 


“No worries,” he says smoothly, slipping his hand on her waist and then her lower back. He turns 
her so she’s by his side. “It’ll be as if I’m not even here.” 


She leans into his touch as she leads him to the room she was occupying. His hand feels big while 
it sits casually on her back. It’s warm. Nice. 


“T’m in here, I’ve just been working on some low-level research. There’s been a steady increase in 
mammals gaining quirks in the past few years, so I was assigned to look into it.” 


He hums, leaving her side to check out her work table- intrigued by the papers and the setup. 
Kenji picks one up, reading its contents. 


“A rodent gaining enhanced intelligence? Now that’s a new one,” he says with wide eyes, flipping 
the paper. 


Shin nods. “We’ve had him in for blood tests just last week and he’s definitely a peculiar case. He’s 
a small little mouse who can speak perfect Japanese.” 


“Really?” 


“No joke,” she nods, walking up to his side. “It was probably the best intellectual conversation 
I’ve had in years, and it was with a rodent.” 


Kenji hums, looking down at her. “I take offense to that,” he jokes. 

“Oh please,” she rolls her eyes, nudging him. 

He smiles, looking down at more of the papers. “It’s always intrigued me. Animalistic quirks.” 
“How so?” She asks, keeping her eyes down. They definitely come in an agreement with this. 


“Animal DNA is very easy to tweak and play with. Especially mammals. Their internal structures 
are built almost like a ladder- each step being a component of their blood, DNA, physical 
appearances, etc. It’s one big twist.” 


She hums, looking up at him as he continues. 


“Tt’s not difficult to take a piece out and switch it with something else manually. Everything is 
already laid out, you’ve just gotta find good compatibility. Take out a piece and add part of a 
lizard, and just like that-” He snaps his fingers. “You’ve got a reptilian hybrid.” 


“T never knew that,” she responds, curious. 


He nods. 


“Not many really pay much attention to it. It’s why animal quirks are easy to come by with us. 
We’re simple- differences being a common aspect of us all, nothing being the exact same.” He 
pauses. “It’s a curious thing, but I love to think about all the possibilities out there. Not to mention 
how each molecule of DNA could be played with.” 


“Huh,” Shin says, interested in his wording. “That’s a pretty cool thing to think about.” 


“Indeed,” Kenji nods his head. “But it also makes things dangerous depending on the certain 
cases.” 


Shin raises a brow, moving over to her work as he speaks. She’ll run behind at this rate. 
Kenji leans against her desk, paying no mind. He just stares at the papers, face held with focus. 


“Tt’s very easy to add too much- for a quirk to manifest with too many traits all at once. It can 
overwhelm the body and create, well, a monstrous physical state.” He turns to look at her. 
“Though it wouldn’t kill the host, it makes living difficult. ’'m sure you’re familiar with that.” 


Shin pauses after pouring her soulution into the beaker. 
“Ah, yeah. Society is a cruel place, isn’t it?” She says, turning to look at him. 
Closes his eyes, nodding his head slowly. 


“Yes, it can be difficult to live taken in a literal way. But also, no matter how powerful we may be 
in this world, or cool, if you look like a villain you don’t have much of a shot in this world as a 
hero. Or as anyone who is remotely considered normal in this damn expectation. It’s just how 
things work.” 


Shin nods with a shrug. “It’s kind of funny sometimes though, if you think about it. Sure I can’t be 
a hero because of my lack of quirk, but a washing machine clearly can.” 


Kenji snorts. “Oh, of course. Washing machines are way more qualified.” 
Shin reaches back and smacks his arm with a chuckle. 
“Damn, I see. Are you going to sit here and distract me all day, or can I get some work done?” 


He looks at her, smug. “Well, it seems it would be more fun for the both of us if I stayed and 
bugged you.” 


Shin rolls her eyes. “Get out before my boss catches us.” 
“Tf you so wish, my dear,” he responds with a smile. “See you tonight?” 
She returns the smile, glancing at the flowers now sitting on her desk. 


“See you tonight.” 


“What are you reading, my dear?” 


Shin looks up from her book, eyes meeting that familiar beautiful red. She smiles, adjusting her 


body on the couch. Her finger slips in the middle of her page, marking her spot as she shuts it 
slowly. 


She can feel him come behind her, twisting his fingers within her messy ponytail. Those hands she 
has let touch her for almost a month now. Ever since that night, the obsession that boiled in her 
blood needed to be fed, and he was the solution. 


He’s just a few years older. 23. 


A man who’s interested in the world and those that live on it just as much as her. Intelligent. 
Gorgeous. Kind. 


Not afraid to get into the deep, dark parts of our world. 


He works at an office just down the street from her lab. Put in charge of pulling research from 
older material and translating, he provides organized material for scientists and people like Shin 
to work off. 


He’s fluent in five languages. Latin being her favorite- it’s complexity and the way its rolled off the 
tongue is exquisite to her ears. 


He whispers it softly in her ear while they lay in bed as his hands hold her close. 


She still has yet to see his quirk, but she never really minded. Not even a little. It’s the first time 
she’s been around someone who for once doesn’t care about their own just as she does with her. 
Or, well, her lack thereof. 


She snorts, looking down at the title of the book. “The Book of Eels. An odd one, but it’s quite 
interesting.” 


His fingers move from her hair and to her shoulder. 


“Ah, I’m familiar with that one.” He moves around and sits himself right next to her on the couch. 
Her couch. “A pre quirk novel where the author compares the eel species to his and the world's 
experiences, yes?” 


She hums, nodding her head. “A friend of mine from work recomended it. It’s not my type of 
reading but I like the way the author explains the overall concept of the human condition through 
these fish. No one has ever gotten a one hundred percent grasp over their existence or their 
purpose. They are an enigma to us and completley changed our confidence in the knowledge we 
have of the world we live in. We really know nothing. 


Kenji hums, nodding his head as he soaks up all of her words. She loves it when he does that. His 
hand raises and brushes a piece of hair from her face. 


“In the end we really all are just small complex creatures, hm?” He says, looking down at the 
book. 


She smiles, shaking her head. “I guess we are.” 


He leans back, brushing his own fallen pieces of hair from his eyes. “It’s perplexing, really. Even 
though we’ve had over 200 years to adapt from the world's mistakes and to grow with the powers 
we were given, despite it all, we are clueless. It’s a mindless thing.” He slides his hand and grabs 
her leg, moving it to his lap. His hands are warm. 


“Birth, growth, reproduction, love, and death. We aren’t so different from those that came before. 
To those we live with. Our neighbors, family, friends, enemies; like eels and other creatures we 
coexist with, we all have one purpose in life and that is to live.” He speaks with passion, rubbing 
his finger along her skin softly. “But it seems we lack one thing compared to these enigmas this 
book speaks of.” 


“Hm?” Shin questions, raising her other leg so it rests in his lap. 
He smirks. “Too much care goes into everything but living.” 


Shin’s eyes scan and take in his facial features. The way he is so...pulled towards his own words 
and hers. He is remarkable. 


He sighs, pulling her close to him. 


“Our species is weak. Tearing each other apart because of differences. I’ve always hoped for a 
society that understands its mistakes- learns. But it seems that is just simply impossible. Not unless 
it’s forced.” 


The seriousness in his tone is nearly intimidating. 
Shin blinks, watching as his lashes flow with his eyes movments. She swallows. 
“We are simple minded animals, dear,” she mutters, touching his cheek with her fingertips. 


He chuckles. “Simple minded we may be, but that doesn’t mean we can’t adapt.” He moves so he 
can face her. “Eels did it, so why can’t we?” 


Shin smiles, shaking her head. “We just aren’t as grand as them, unfortunatley.” 
Kenji’s brows raise and his laughter picks up. “Is that so?” 


Shin scoots up with a grin. Her eyes never leave the red irises in his. Hypnotizing, they are. Like a 
sparkling diamond in a mountain covered in dust. 


She raises her hand again, tracing his jawline and then his lips. 

“T’m glad I met you, Kenji.” 

He tilts his head, grabbing her face with the same gentle nature. 

“Gaudeo I occurrit vobis, Shin.” He pulls her in, allowing for their lips to connect. 


Grabbing her waist with his free hand, he pulls her closer till the warmth on his body is almost hot 
to her skin. 


Parting his lips for just a second, he returns- pressing harder and wider so he could simply 
consume her. She allows it. 


Love and affection are hard to come by for a person like Shin. It’s harder than most think to find a 
companion in life that takes it all. Every single bit. From the voice cracks to the hip dips, the habits 
to the triggers. 


Everything. 


He kisses her with gentle passion. With hunger and respect. 


It makes her heart explode. 
It’s also not very common for someone to be struck with such luck. But she did it. 


She found the luck that many would kill for. 


“You may now kiss the bride.” 

A camera flashes and Kenji grabs Shin’s face with a gentle hand, pulling her in for a kiss. 
For the past five years, Shin had been in an all time high. 

She grabs his neck and leans in as her friends cheer in their seats, clapping. 


Stable job- a job she loves, to be specific- a strong, wonderful relationship, good health. It was 
everything her highschool self wanted. 


It all seemed too good to be true. Especially when Kenji went down on one knee. 
Most think the same thing. 


Shin never thought she would get married, to be honest. Sure, she craved a good relationship that 
made her happy and comfortable, but it was never a priority or an expectation. It can ruin a life if 
not careful. 


Well, here she is now. Wearing white in a small venue downtown, kissing the man she fell for on 
the dance floor. 


Kenji breaks from the kiss, looking at her with such enamorment. Desire. 
“T love you, my dear.” 


She smiles, kissing him shortly. “Te quoque amo” 


“Hey, honey?” Shin calls from the kitchen. “Could you help me with dinner?” 
No response. 

She puts down the spatula she was holding, turning around. 

“die” 


They’ve been married for well over five months. The honeymoon phase. To say it’s been easy going 
would be an understatement. It’s been... 


Simple. 
Simple... 


Almost...too good. She thinks about it often when the time is given. Staring at her husband while he 
sleeps. His shallow breathing and little movements. Staring at him while he goes downstairs to his 
office. While he leaves for groceries. Or even while he walks up to her with a smile. 


Marrying a man so good just seems impossible in this day in age. 
At least that’s what her friends tell her all the time. 
She was lucky. 


They moved a little farther from downtown so they could occupy a bigger home before they got 
married. One with a basement so one could occupy up and down- work calls can be pesky if they 
are in the same floor. It was Kenji’s idea, but she agreed. It made perfect sense. 


A cute little space for them. 

And, well, their cat. 

Her body can’t really...handle children. A roadblock, sure. But again, she married a good man. 
She looks around for her husband, puzzled. He must be in the basement or something... 


“Daisy?” She calls for the cat. They had gotten a small black and white kitten just a couple of 
months ago. A little flower shaped print plants itself on her backside like the cutie mark of a childs 
favorite horse show. It’s adorable. 


Another thing that just seemed too perfect to be true. 
She walks over to the stairs to the basement. 


“Ji?” she calls for Kenji again, walking downstairs. The creak of each stair is like a gunshot- loud 
and obnoxious. It’s an old house. 


“Ji, I know you’re home. Ubi es...” she mutters in half Latin to herself as she reaches the bottom, 
flicking on the light. 


His office is empty. 
He’s not down here, the hell? Did he leave without her noticing ? 


Looking around, she gets ready to go back upstairs when her foot get’s caught on a crack in the 
flooring. She trips, grabbing onto the wall for support. 


“What the-” she looks down, finding a piece of the wooden flooring breaking off from everything 
else. 


Her eyes narrow and she bends down, placing her fingers on the floor. What... 


Her nails slips under the piece of wood and she lifts it up. Only, the small wood piece doesn’t lift 
alone. 


It’s a trap door. 


A sick feeling sinks into her stomach as she pushes it all the way open. Stairs lead down into a 
dark room and an awful smell immediately hits her nose. 


She can’t tell what it is, but her stomach is not agreeing whatsoever. 


Swallowing she peeks down, stepping a foot on the first step. 


Yeah, she knows this is a bad idea. Anyone knows that going down into a dark basement or area is 
the basic plot of a horror movie or true crime story, but she can’t just ignore it. 


Something is wrong, and her body won’t let her leave until she knows. 


Slowly creeping down into the cramped staircase, she slows her breathing as her heart picks up 
into her throat. 


She reaches the room. It’s dark... 

With a hand on the wall, she turns to look into the corner. 
There are tables and lab supplies fixed in a clutter. 
Cages with reptiles. A bird. 

Rodents. 

Blood. 

She smells blood. 

Hunched over in the corner over a table, her husband is faced away from her. Focused. 
His hands are busy working on something. Something... 
Shin’s eyes widen. 

Without thinking, she gasps. 


Snapping his body around, Kenji throws something so fast she can’t even move in time. It slams 
and sticks in the wall right next to her head and she screams, backing up. 


There’s a bloodied knife now stuck in the wall. 


Those red eyes look at her. But the feeling of wonder she usually gets from looking right at them 
isn’t there. Not even a little. 


The look in his eyes puts a feeling of dread inside her skin and bones. 


“Apologies, my dear.” He turns, showing off blood soaked hands. His white shirt is no longer 
white. “You startled me. I tend to be too focused while I’m working.” 


“What-” Shin says, vocal cords shaking. She takes a step back. “What is this?” 
He looks to the side with little expression. He’s not even phased. 

“Kenji,” she says, swallowing. “What the fuck is this?” 

Grabbing a pair of forceps from his side, he turns around. 


“Did you know that a house cat’s genome is 95.6 percent tiger?” He asks, bringing them down on 
something. 


“What?” She snaps. 


He hums, continuing. He reaches to the side and grabs a scalpel. 


“I’m sure you know that cat’s tongues are so rough they are able to lick a bone clean from any 
shred of meat.” 


A slicing sound enters the room and Shin nearly throws up. She covers her mouth. 

The forceps move and hover over a glass jar. He drops a tongue into it. A tongue. 
“They also have nearly twice the amount of neurons in their cerebral cortex as dogs.” 
Again, the forceps hover over a jar. He drops a piece of a brain into it. 

Shin’s knees nearly buckle. 

As he moves, she catches the sight of a little black paw. Pink toe beans. 

No... 

No no no- 

Something meows and she looks down. 

Daisy is looking up at her with a tilted head. Her brown eyes blink. 


“T’m no monster, Shin,” Kenji says casually, turning around from the animal on the counter. “I’m 
offended you went to that conclusion so fast.” 


“Strays that pass from old age or from accidents are donated to science more often than you 
think,” he adds. 


He moves closer to her and she’s able to see the full display behind him. 
She releases a haunted breath, moving her eyes to his. 
“Why- what-” she stutters. 


He walks closer to her body. Blinking slowly he reaches his hand out and touches her chin, lifting 
it. She can feel and smell the blood on his hands. 


“What the hell is this?” She whispers, looking at him in the eye. “How long has...” 
Lies. 
He smiles, releasing her chin. 


“T’m sure you've been curious once before on what makes each body different. Impulsive thoughts 
are strong in people like us.” He turns his head. “We are all animals. But we all carry 
differences.” 


“Kenji...” she swallows. “You’re scaring me.” 


“Scaring you?” he turns his head. “Oh, my dear, whatever for?” He looks at her, upset. “I’m a 
man of science with a curious mind. Our world knows nothing. Nothing. All I want is to help 
provide the missing pieces for us all to understand. If the world wants to treat us so differently for 
appearances rather than personality or action, then I will show them just how similar we can be.” 


There is something very very off with his words. 


His emotions and expressions- unhinging slowly. 


“By doing this?” She asks, clenching her shaking fists. “Kenji... what- where- have you been 
hiding this for all these months? Years?” 


She wonders how the partners of all those famous serial killers felt. Ted Bundy. The BTK Killer. 
The unimaginable guilt and horror. 

Confusion. 

Though not as demented...she’s starting to feel just like those women. 

She feels like throwing up. 

“T’m doing no harm, Shin,” he interrupts. “We all have our obsessions. Our hobbies. Our goals.” 
“But why the animals that still breathe?” She takes a step back. “What is your plan?” 

But it seems Kenji didn’t like that. No. 

His eyes narrow. He glances at the cages with the different species. 


“ Most reptilians must hold their breath while swallowing. Crocodilians on the other hand, have a 
secondary palate that allows them to continue breathing even while their mouth is full of struggling 
prey.” 


He looks to the bird cage. 


“Owls can devour their prey whole. Hoatzin chicks are born with claws on their wings, and parrots 
can learn up to one hundred words. Don’t you see? Each species on this planet has extraordinary 
abilities that aid to their survival and personality. They are like quirks. Quirks, Shin! Their blood. 
Their DNA. It’s information and evidence that for years we and the animals by our sides have 
evolved and grown each and every year. But do you want to know what is different between us and 
them? It’s like I said about eels.” 


Shin’s mouth opens in horror as her husband rants with craze in his eyes. 
He grabs her hand, pulling her towards the table. 

She can’t stop. She can’t- 

She just follows him without a word. 


“Our quirks are like these animal abilities. Ways to adapt and survive. But we organize these 
quirks in tiers. Even if a quirk is strong and a wonderful way to survive and protect, because it is 
scary it will never ever meet the expectation of good. Animals don’t care, they just follow the rules 
of nature and how they were created, living the life they were destined to have. There is no war, 
there is no pain and suffering- categorizations and stereotypes.” 


He grabs a binder of notes, opening it for Shin. 


“The world gave us this grand moment of evolution. We were given these abilities, these traits, 
these changes- all to grow as people and as a society and live better lives. But instead of accepting 
the fate we were given we continued to tear eachother apart in endless wars because we still won’t 
accept that even though we look different, we are all here for one thing and that is to survive and 


grow. Live together in a cycle. If a kid with an overwhelming reptilian quirk is a monster, than so 
is the person with unbelievable super strength that can rip apart an entire city block. What is the 
difference?” 


Shin’s eyes scan the papers. The organized, obsessed notes. 

The jars and samples behind the notebook. The...the dead cat sprawled across the table. 
It’s insanity. 

It’s...it’s not her husband. 

She’s scared. 

“Kenji...”’ she turns to look at him. “You need help. This...this isn’t normal.” 

He leans close to her. 

“What even is the definition of normal anymore, dear?” 


His hand moves up to her shoulder and then to her neck. She can feel his thumb press down on her 
skin with tight pressure. 


The fear in her body is high. She can feel the adrenaline spiking. 
She takes in a shaky breath. 


“The world is how it is whether we like it or not, Ji. I know we both don’t like it. I know that we 
have differing opinions compared to others in this country. But this isn’t-” she shakes her head. 
“You...you’ll ruin yourself and everyone around you if you continue down this spiral. After 
animals what’s next? People? A mix of both? You need to stop.” She wants to gag after that 
sentence. 


“And let the world continue to decline in an endless loop? Oh no no no, I won’t have that. I'm done 
having it.” 


He’s close. Too close. The thumb on her neck is pressing dangerously close to her trachea. It’s 
tight. 


“Our world is already broken. We will be shattered if no one learns.” 


“Then speak out! There are ways you can help!” She yells, trying to step away from him. He grabs 
her throat with his whole hand and she squeaks, eyes wide. 


“T've tried EVERYTHING! ” he yells in her face. His eyes start to glow red. 
His hands feel burning hot on her skin. 


Looking up at him in frozen fear, she can’t even breathe. He’s never raised his voice before. Not 
even once. 


He exhales roughly. “People don’t learn unless they are forced. We are a weak weak species that 
fails to use the intelligence we were given. Like a child learning not to touch hot surfaces from 
accidentally putting their hand on the stove, people must learn first hand just what it’s like to be 
feared. If those out there think monsters are physical then I will make that true.” 


“So you’re speaking for everyone out there? For every civilian that’s been harmed or treated 
differently?” 


“Tf I don’t no one will.” 


Her lip wobbles and her throat feels internally tight. “You could have talked to me...I could have- I 
could have helped,” she says quietly and the pressure on her neck doubles. “Why didn’t you tell 
me?” 


He almost chuckles, leaning in close. “You wouldn’t be asking that if you saw exactly who I was.” 


“Because I don’t understand! You’ve told me countless amounts of times your quirk isn’t favorable 
but you refuse to show it. How am I supposed to understand if you won’t let me-” she stops when 
his hand starts drip with something wet and a shiver goes down her spine. 


He blinks black tears from his eyes. Thick and sticky. 

Shin feels her heart stop. 

Nails sharp. Body now secreting a black goo that belongs in a tar pit. 

Her breathing picks up despite the pressure on her throat. Her hands shake. 


Kenji’s snout elongates and each piece of skin on his face sheds and rips to be replaced with a 
skull. 


Antlers sprout from the top of his head. 
He grows taller. And taller. 
And taller. 


Leaning over Shin with his soaking hand still pressed close, he opens his mouth and releases 
mounds of black slop onto her lap. 


He chokes as black oozes from his eye sockets. 


“Ts this the face of a man you could love, Shin? A face you could help?” He tilts his head, 
exhaling harshly. “I tried for years to get people to understand. My quirk is a horror to every eye, 
but I never had ill intentions like one of a villain. I never wanted to hurt anyone, but I was a 
monster in their eyes.” 


His voice is deep and rough. It’s volume rumbles in her chest. 
“And screaming and running away is easier than actually listening.” 
Oh...oh my god. 


“Kenji...” she mutters, feeling tears well in her eyes. She’s hurt. Confused. She’s goddamn 
terrified. The man she loves is... 


Broken. 


“Please...you should have helped me understand what you were feeling all this time. I never pried 
because it never mattered- none of it matters because you’re my husband. I love you no matter 
your appearance and no matter your opinions. I married you because you’re different than 


everyone elese. You’re smart, beautiful, and you hold your head high. But you are scaring me. You 
are scaring me because you have hidden this from me for so long.” A tear falls as she keeps 
looking at the demented smile in front of her. 


“This isn’t healthy. You aren’t ok and it’s not your fault but societies. It ruined you. It ruined a lot 
of people. But this isn’t the way to go, you'll just dig yourself deeper and deeper until you get 
stuck. Let me in, Ji. Help me understand your pain so I can help you figure this out before things 
get worse, because it will. It always does.” 


Kenji breathes. He breathes shaky breathes as the grip on her throat looses. 
“You have no idea how far I already am.” He turns his head, trying to step away. 
Shin grabs his skull and pulls him close. She touches her forehead to his. 


“Please. Try. Please just try.” She’s crying. Hands shaking with terror as she holds him close. 
“You won’t make it in this world if you let it destroy you.” 


Kenji backs out of her grasp, looking down at her. His expression is unreadable. 
“Tu nimium sero.” 


He turns around and walks away after spilling such simple words in Latin. Shin feels her heart 
snap and crumble inside her own body. 


She watches as his mass of a body crawls up the stairs, disappearing from her. 

Mouth open and eyes wet with tears, Shin looks down at her hands and tar covered lap. 

She chokes out a confused sob, putting a hand over her mouth. 

That wasn’t the man she married. 

That wasn’t the kind and gentle man she slept next to. The man who was reserved and easy going. 


Something snapped inside of him, and now Shin doesn’t know what to do. She feels horrible in 
every way that she never saw it. 


She had five years to see it. 


She cries, curled up in a ball in the cramped room. Next to the bleeding corpse. The horrifying 
sight of bottled organs and caged animals. 


Daisy meows, confused. She walks up to Shin and presses her body against her, rubbing her face 
on her knee. 


She cries harder, for she can't seem to do anything else. 


“Shin?” 
Shin flinches at her desk, looking up. 


“Are...are you ok, honey?” Her co-worker walks in with a frown on her face. 


She nods, looking to the side. “M’ fine...just fine.” She tries to look back down at her work. 


Her co-worker shakes her head, crossing her arms. “You’re not. I know you’re a reserved girl but 
you’ve been skittish for weeks, is everything alright at home-” 


“Everythings fine,” she responds too quickly. 
Her co-worker presses her lips together in a fine line. A sigh comes shortly after. 


“Ok, I won’t pry, but you’re really worrying me. I’m here if you need, I hope you know.” She taps 
Shin’s desk before walking out, shutting the door. 


Once the door clicks shut, Shin exhales. Rubbing her eyes with one hand, she bobs her knee. 
She hasn’t slept. Nor has she really eaten much. 

Ever since she found Kenji in the basement- 

Shin swallows thickly. 


Ever since she learned of...and ever since he placed his hands on her, her days and weeks have 
turned into stress. Heartache. Hell. 


Kenji is rarely home. He lost his job for stealing materials and his behavior has turned more and 
more aggressive. 


The fear and anxiety in her heart makes it difficult to focus on work. The pounding in her head. All 
she can seem to focus on is the memory of those sour red eyes that stared at her like a bug under a 
shoe. 


Everything she once thought was a wonderful dream has turned to a nightmare. 
But despite everything, she can’t let him go. 


She can’t leave. And she can’t call the police- no matter how many time’s she’s opened her phone 
and the option for emergency dial. 


Looking down at her hand, she twists the wedding ring on her finger. 
She needs help... 


The phone rings on her desk and Shin nearly leaps out of her own skin. She snags the phone and 
slams it against her ear. 


“Shin Suzuki speaking,” she says, a little to frantic. 
“Shin, it’s Maggie,” her manager responds with the same kind of frantic tone. 
She raises a brow, adjusting the phone. “Is everything alright?” 


“No,” Maggie responds quickly. “Do you remember that rodent who gained intelligence? Nezu 
was his name.” 


Shin physically pauses for a moment. “Yeah? But we haven’t talked to him in like three years since 
taking his blood for samples. Did something come up?” 


“Yeah,” her manager takes a quick breath. “I just got word from someone he’s close to that he’s 
been missing for a week. They wondered if he came here at any moment but we haven’t seen him in 
years, not since he gained that quirk.” 


Shin’s heart stops beating. Like, it actually stops. 
She moves the phone to her other ear. “He’s missing?? Did you contact the police?” 


“T did, but the damn bastards don’t see it as a priority since he’s a fucking mouse. I kid you not the 
guy on the phone said a cat probably ate him.” 


“Are they fucking serious?” Shin sits up. “He’s practically human with the amount of intelligence 
in that damn brain. What should we do?” 


There’s a pause on the other end. “I guess all we can do is keep an eye out for him. I wouldn’t be 
surprised if some sick asshole took him for experiments. Animals gaining quirks is a rare 
occurrence, especially one like this, and many want their hands on that kind of research.” 


“T-” Shin pauses before she could finish. 

Oh no. 

Her heart shoots down into her stomach. 

No he...there’s no way. 

He wouldn’t... 

“Maggie I need to call you back.” 

“What? Is everything ok?” 

Shin stands out of her chair. “Yeah, I just realized I left my stove on at home, I'll call you later.” 
“Oh shit, yeah get that taken care of, talk to you later-” 

Shin slams the phone down and she grabs her keys, running out the door. 
Her hand raises high as soon as she exits the building. 


“Taxi!!” She yells. Luckily for her, one was just down the street. They come in with a screech and 
Shin throws herself into the car. 


“Where to-” 
“1436 East Maple Valley, step on it.” 


“Damn, if you say so,” the taxi driver says, flooring it down the street. 


“Kenji!!” Shin bursts through the door. 
No response. 


Fuck! 


Throwing her keys on the counter she turns to the basement door. Hesitating for a moment, she 
takes a breath and opens the door, running down the stairs. 


She rips open the trap door and runs down with the same speed. 
“Kenji!” She yells, turning into the room. 

“Hm, what’s gotten you so worked up?” 

Shin’s eyes see bright white fur and the blood from her head drains. 


“What the fuck did you do?!” She yells, stomping up to her husband. “Dead animals was already 
pushing it but-” She stops in her tracks when she notices something very much not right. 


Looking up at her in fear, an animal the size of a dog but...ears of a bear, the face of a mouse, the 
tail of a cat- 


“Leave, Nishi, get out,. Get out before-” a familiar voice mutters from its lips as it lays chained to 
the table. Kenji grabs its muzzle shut. 


Nezu. 
“Oh my god...” Shin covers her mouth. “Kenji, what the fuck-” 
“Do you like him?” He asks, looking down at... 


“T’m quite proud. Though I can definitely do better, mixing his DNA with other mammals wasn’t 
that difficult. When you have friends in zoology departments, it’s easy to come by blood-” 


He turns and instantly, Shin strikes him across the face in a slap. 

Panting, Shin holds her hand out with wide eyes. It happened too fast to process. 
Kenji holds his face with shock written all over his face. 

“T’m calling the police,” Shin says, lowering her hand. “You’ve crossed the line.” 


“The line?” Kenji says, chuckling. He stands tall, still holding his cheek. “My dear I have yet to 
even Start.” 


“You’re mental, Kenji!” She points to everything in the room, disbelief settling in her core. 
“You’ve changed. You aren’t...you aren’t the man I married. For fucks sake, I don’t even 
recognize you anymore. What happened?!” 


Nezu looks at them with wide eyes, horrified. His mouth is still clamped shut despite Kenji no 
longer holding it. 


Kenji walks up to her. “I stopped letting the world decide for me.” 
Nishi swallows, looking up at him. 
“Get out,” she snaps. “You have ten seconds to leave this room before I call the police.” 


Kenji smiles, dropping his hand from his face. “Oh, how you wound me. I will be doing no such 
thing.” 


“You-” 

Kenji swings his fist, cracking her in the jaw. 

Nezu screams. 

Grabbing her shirt, Kenji holds her up from the ground as her face throbs with pain. 


He brings his face close. He’s still smiling. “You are an accomplice now, my dear. If you think 
calling the police will do you good, I'll just bring you down with me,” he mutters close to her ear. 
“Knowing of my actions for weeks and not saying anything? You’re no better than me in this 
situation.” 


“You’re sick,” Shin spits, turning her head away from his. “What happened to us? To our life? Do 
you seriously want to throw away something so good for something like this?” 


Kenji smirks, touching her cheek with a gentle finger. “I love you more than anything, Shin, and I 
know you love me despite this all. But I’ve worked for this before even meeting you. If you dare do 
anything to hinder me or my plan, I will make life a living hell for both you and the creatures held 
in my palm. I’ve struck you once, and I’m not afraid to do it again.” 


Shin looks up at him with fear and only fear. 
He... 
He wouldn't... 


“What...what are you planning, Kenji...” she mutters with a shaky tone. “And what do you want 
from me?” 


Kenji chuckles, leaning back. 


“Something wonderful, my dear. And you’re going to help me.” 


The sound of screaming and crying, begging and whining- consistent and given in this place of 
hell. 


They are no longer home, but in a building no person has seen. 

Shin has turned into a shell of a person. Empty. 

Tired. 

He forced her to quit her job. 

He forced her to work in disgusting labs- finding formulas and data. 
He forced her to endure the abuse. 

She had to give Daisy to her aunt in fear that- 

She doesn’t want to even think about it. 


Leaning over the counter, she pours solutions together in beakers, swirling them with a tired wrist. 


She blinks slowly. 

If she didn’t, he’d torture those he took. Endlessly. 

She's so weak... 

Footsteps slowly enter the room and the hair on her neck stands on end. 
She can feel a claw delicately swipe across his neck and to her shoulder. 


“Updates, my love?” that deep and monstrous voice that has haunted her for months whispers in 
her ear. 


She tenses. 


“The defensive aspects of reptiles seem to be more compatible with mammal DNA besides 
amphibians,” she mutters, putting the glasses down. “Characteristics such as spines and puffed 
neck flaps would most likely show more promise appearance wise.” She turns her head. “What do 
you plan on doing with this ? What more could you want from these people?” 


He smiles. 


“The nastier the combination, the worse the outcome. Reptiles are consistently surrounded by the 
superstition of being monstrous. I want to see just what would happen if I mixed it around.” 


She blinks, looking back to her work. 


“You need a defensive reptile quirk for that. Sure, I can play around with it now with the blood 
from the bearded dragon you have, but I can’t give real results without that high of a 
concentration.” 


Nezu was his only real success with combining multiple aspects of animal DNA. He was lucky that 
it only gave him the appearances of these animals without damaging his internal structure. He was 
really really lucky. 


Others though... 

Kenji hums. “No matter, I assumed we’d run into this problem.” 

“What do you mean?” 

The door bursts open. 

“Let me go!!” A woman yells, struggling in the grasp of two strong men. “Ah!” 

Shin turns around. “What the fuck- Kenj-” 

“What did I say about calling me that while here,” he snaps, walking up to the screaming woman. 
Shin bites the inside of her cheek, hard. 


“Dear,” she stresses. “Mind telling me what’s going on?” She clenches her fist. “Who are these 
people?” 


Kenji walks up to the pair of men holding the poor woman. “Well, we simply can’t do this alone, 
hm?” 


“Where do you want her, Morfiter?” one of the men says, tightening the grip on the woman’s 
arm. 


The name that spilled from his mouth makes her sick. 


Kenji wishes he could take credit for the name. All the time. Someone called him it before taking 
their final- 


She shutters. 
“Who are you people?!” The woman yells, struggling in the grasp holding her. “Let me go!” 
Kenji steps close to her, brushing a piece of hair from her face. 


“Sara Ikeda. 22 years old, living in East Hosu City. I believe you have a wonderful quirk that will 
be of great use to us, hm?” 


The woman’s face drops. 
Shin steps forward. “What are you doing?” 


Kenji keeps his face forward, pointing for the men to bring her further into the room. “Bat based 
quirks are rare in these days. Specifically ones that focus on the intake of blood. It seems she’s one 
of the only people who can store the blood she sucks within a gland in her mouth. I wonder why 
you took all these years hiding it...”’ He leans over the woman, grabbing her face to examine it. A 
look of petrification is spread across her eyes and lips. Her hands are shaking. 


“Because of creeps like you,” She bites. Kenji squeezes her jaw and she winces. 


“Now now, if you don’t behave I might just have to take what I need and, well, discard the rest. 
You wouldn’t want that, now would you?” 


The woman snaps her mouth shut. 

“Put her down.” Shin steps forward. “Put her down or-” 

“Or what, my dear?” 

Shin stops. 

Kenji side eyes her, tilting his head. The madness is clear in his expression. 

“You know what I might do if you disobey.” 

Shin’s fists clench. “Leave the damn creature alone! He has done nothing to deserve this!” 


“So a fate like that should be a reason for you to keep working. Take it as...a protection contract 
for these beasts. For you.” 


She feels sick to her stomach. 
The humiliation in her core is boiling. She fell for a man like this. 
“You’re a fucking monster.” 


Kenji clicks his tongue, chuckling. “No, my dear. I’m not the monster.” 


He turns, to the side table to pick up an empty syringe. 


“Not in this story.” 


Shin tightens the straps slowly. She tries to be gentle as best as she can as her fingers fiddle with 
the fabric. 


“Why...” a raspy voice mutters. Groggy. 
Shin bites her tongue, moving to the side to grab her supplies. 
“Why- where am...” 


They struggle in the restraints, eyes wet as they begin to realize where they are. “What are- Why 
are you doing this to me?” 


Shin thins her lips to prevent them from wobbling. Her throat tightens as she grabs a vial and 
syringe. 


“Please be still, it'll hurt more if you struggle,” she whispers, glancing to the side. 
“What?” they repeat, still confused and barely awake. 

Shin fills the syringe. 

Her heart aches and throbs as their eyes meet hers. The pain and confusion. 


They notice the needle in her hands and start to fight in their restraints. “Stop...Stop stop stop- 
please! I'll change! I'll be a better person I promise!” They enter a panic. 


Shin brings the needle close to their neck, gently pushing her fingers down on the vein. 

“I’m sorry,” she chokes. “I’m so sorry.” 

“Let me go! I'll change! I promise I'll change!” They scream, crying harder as Shin gets closer. 
Shin presses the needle in their skin and they scream. 

A tear falls from her own eyes, soaking onto their clothes. 


“You did nothing to deserve this.” 


“Go,” she whispers, opening a small cell with the stolen pair of keys she swiped from one of the 
men working for her husband. “You have two minutes. You’re smarter than any person I’ve ever 
met I know you can figure a way out.” 


Many would agree that this is a mistake no one can come back from. 
But she doesn’t care anymore. 
“But Shin, I can’t-” 


“Go!” She says slightly louder. 


Nezu looks up at her with wide eyes. 

“He'll hurt you, more than what he’s done to us. Come with me.” 

Shin takes a breath, looking down at the scar sliced across his eye. 

“Tt’ll hurt me more if you stay and suffer. And I can’t leave these people behind.” 
Nezu continues to look up at her with an open mouth. 

“Go!” 

Nezu flinches. 

Taking a short breath, he bows his head slightly. 

“Take care, Shin.” 


He runs past her out of the cell, jumping and climbing up the bars down the hall. He grabs the vent 
above the door and rips it open. 


He crawls inside, disappearing before she could get a full breath in. 
Something hard slams into the back of her skull. 
“AH!” She screams as her chin slams into the concrete. 


A hand grabs the back of her neck and she’s lifted from the ground- as a mother cat does to it’s 
child. The skin on her neck pinches in pain as she’s thrown against the cell bars to her right. 


Grabbing her ribs, she winces. 

“You’re starting to get on my nerves, dear. It seems I can’t trust you in here anymore.” 

The same hand from before grabs her throat. She squeaks, grabbing the wrist it’s connected to. 
“And it seems I need better security,” he stresses the last word, pressing harder on her windpipe. 
She gasps. 


“Why innocent people?!” She screams as best as she can. “Topple the government, fuck with the 
police, the heroes, but people? They have done nothing! It’s bad enough you’re taking them 
hostage but branding them? Experimenting ?” 


Kenji leans down closer, raising his lips. 


“No one is innocent, my dear Shin. And unfortunately for the majority to get the picture, the 
majority must be affected.” He glances to the side. “Besides, what makes you think I’m stopping at 
civilians.” 


Shin’s heart drops. 
“Wha- ” 


“T’Ill be moving you to another department until I know you can behave. Times like these don’t 
allow consistent mistakes.” 


Shin tightens her grip on his wrist. 
“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” 


The door clicks open and Shin does her best to find who had just walked in. The hand on her throat 
is so tight she can’t move her head. 


Kenji releases his hold and she inhales, grabbing her now sore neck. 


“Chizome, glad to see you’ve made an appearance,” he says, brushing off his jacket. He stands 
straight. “I was worried you changed your mind.” 


Shin looks over. 


“Don’t think I could have been late even if I wanted.” a man in all black with spiked boots walks 
in, adjusting the blades on his hip. He looks up at Kenji. “You didn’t exactly give me much 
choice.” 


Shin takes a breath, clenching her fists into nervous balls. 

The man eyes Shin on the ground briefly. 

“T hope I wasn’t interrupting anything.” 

“Not at all,” Kenji responds. “Right on time, actually. She’s the one you will be working with.” 
Shin’s head snaps to look at her husband. 

“Excuse me?” 

Kenji looks down at her in a side-eye. 


“You will be assigned to a capture team. Chizome here will teach you all you need to know combat 
wise.” 


Capture... 

She swallows, looking at the man standing above her. 

His eyes are icy and intimidating. It seems the soul inside his body had died a long time ago. 
She closes her eyes, leaning against the bars behind her. 

“T have no choice, do I?” 

Kenji hums a short snicker. Like it’s funny. 


“No, my dear, not at all.” 


Chizome nails Shin across the side of the face with his foot. She feels a crack in her jaw. 
“Ah!” She yells, slamming to the ground as he places his foot on her back to keep her down. 


“Again,” he says sternly. 


With shaking arms, she tries to get back up. 


“Why...” she huffs. “Why do you choose to help him?” She spits a wad of saliva onto the ground 
that coated the inside of her mouth. 


The foot that pressed against her back leaves. 
“You have the tendency to assume, I’ve noticed.” 
Shin turns her head. “What?” 


Chizome sighs, holding out a hand to help her up. She hesitantly grabs it, getting hoisted up to her 
feet. Everything hurts. 


Everything. 


“T’m not the kind of person that works with others, typically.” He crosses his arms, adjusting his 
stance. “Your...husband found me during an escapade of mine and requested help for this fucked 
up vision of his.” He looks down at one of the knives on his belt. He takes one out. 


“My quirk makes it easy to immobilize anything with a pulse.” He looks up at Shin, blinking. “He 
found it fascinating. Or in better words, usefull.” 


“You don’t seem like the kind of person to agree,” Shin interrupts. “Nor do you seem like someone 
who takes threats easily.” She reaches back and tightens the ponytail holder in her thick black 
hair. Her scalp is dripping with sweat. 


Chizome nods, putting his knife back. “Its not everyday I’m able to be snuck up on. But that man of 
yours did recently grab a woman with a vampire quirk. The bitch bit me right on the neck.” 


Shin hums, unphased by the statement. “He got your blood, huh?” 


Chizome clicks his tongue. “Bastard could fuck with its compatibility with different species if I 
don’t agree to his requests. And I can’t exactly do what I need to do if I'm a fucking cat. I had no 
choice.” 


Shin exhales quietly. “None of us do here.” 
“You’re that man’s wife, if ’m correct? Why are you as well a prisoner?” 


Shin bites her tongue, looking down at her feet. “Every person that comes into his life is a 
prisoner. Each day I wish more and more that I didn’t make the mistake of marrying him. It hurts 
to think I was once happy with him. Ignorant.” She pauses. “My knowledge and obsession of 
animalistic quirks drew him near to me, and the same goes for me. I guess it was all a plan, I 
should have seen the warning signs.” 


“Hm ” 


“The thing he didn’t account for is that I don’t wish to carry out acts of wrath against the world 
because of my unfair treatments. I disagreed and fought with him, and, well, it landed me here with 
you.” She stops, putting her hands in her pockets. 


“T assume it’s the same case with you as it is for me?” Chizome asks, taking a step to the side to 
grab an old bottle of water. 


She shakes her head. 


“Yeah, he has my blood. But I’m not affraid of that no matter how much he treats it. ’'m quirkless 
and could honestly give a damn what he does with it.” 


Chizome raises his brow. 


“Tt’s what he threatens to do to each person here if I don’t obey. I’m not strong enough to save 
them or help. So...all I can do is listen and hope he takes care of them better than if I say no.” 


Chizome hovers the water close to his mouth. “Ah,” he hums, capping the water before even 
taking a sip. “We are both weak in a sense, it seems.” 


Shin sighs. “Yeah, so it seems.” 

There is a long pause. 

“Do you love him?” 

Shin’s mouth opens. 

“Huh?” 

Chizome blinks slowly. “I said, do you love him?” 

“T-” Shin stops, thinking for a second. 

He stands in front of her with patience, waiting for the answer to come. 
She swallows. 


“T have a hard time losing love for people, no matter how much I’m abused and belittled,” she 
mutters. 


She sighs tiredly. “I’ve always loved him. I always have from the day I met him to the day I 
married him. I hate that I still love him.” She walks over to the side bench, taking a seat- not 
caring if Chizome yells or not for her choice in break. She rubs at her forehead. 


“T will always love him. And I will always love the time we shared when we were happy. But I 
don’t think I could ever return to the way I was all those years ago. It seems he’s broken a piece in 
me that will never truly go back to the way it was. I’m stuck in a place where I’m not quite sure 
how to feel. And I don’t even know what thoughts are mine.” 


Chizome walks over, joining her on the side of the bench. 


“Tt’s not your fault,” he says, looking at her with strong red eyes. “Love can do a lot of nasty 
things. And unfortunately, it scrambles us to no end.” 


“Sounds like you’re speaking from experience. ” 


“Everyone loves at least once in their life, Shin,” Chizome raises his voice slightly. “There is 
nothing wrong with still feeling love. We are a stubborn species by nature. It’s the respect towards 
said person or thing that really matters in this sort of circumstance. And it seems you’ve lost all 
respect completely.” 


Shin nods, looking forward. She stares at the disgusting room and mats they were training in. 


“Well...” Chizome starts, leaning his head against the wall. “Neither of us are getting out of this 


spot of hell unless we fuck shit up as well as ourselves.” 
“Very inspirational,” Shin rolls her eyes. 


“Do you wish to help these people?” He asks her, tone shifting to serious. She looks to him. 
“Truly?” 


“T do,” she responds without hesitation. 
Chizome takes a very very long sigh. 


“Good, ‘cause you can’t exactly help break them out if you don’t have and ounce of combat 
experience.” He stands from the bench, turning to look at her. “You’re pretty shit.” 


Shin scoffs. “You are really helping your case, asshat.” 


“Listen, Shin,” he says, ignoring it. “You’re not gonna like this but if you want to help these 
people, you need to follow along with him and his fucked plan.” 


“That seems pretty counterproductive, Chizome.” 


“No, I’m serious. If you keep fighting him you’ll only break yourself and even if you tell yourself 
you’re ok with it, it’s not worth it. It’s fucking suicide.” He crosses his arms. “Train with me and 
get the strength you need. Show no emotion and make it seem like you have given up. That you are 
finally starting to listen.” He glances to the side for a moment. “Gain allies and understand his 
system. Understand his plans. If you make him think he’s in control, you will step to the top and rip 
everything down from head to toe before he has the chance to realize what you’ve done. How ever 
long it takes, slow down his plan." 


“And then what?” Shin raises a brow. “We take him down and sing kumbaya? Even if I’m able to 
screw with his shit from the sidelines- if and I mean if- we don’t know what could happen. I 
married him, I know what he’s like. I guarantee he’s already one step ahead of us.” 


“Have faith, sweetheart,” Chizome smirks. “Once you show a power hungry man that you’d do 
anything they ask, they are as blind as a bat.” 


He holds out a hand for Shin to take. She grabs it, lifting herself off the bench. 


“What I am asking you to do is difficult. I don’t expect any of this to be easy.” He says sternly. 
“Especially since he is the man you married and loved for so long. It’s difficult to leave and create 
a new path, even if you say it won’t be hard. Abuse taints the brain like a god awful disease.”” He 
takes a breath. “It isn’t worth it. You need a way out and even if it takes years, you'll be taking 
care of yourself and the others around you the best you can. You’re not too shabby of a person, 
Shin. There aren’t a lot of people out there like you.” 


Damn. 

God damn. 

“Did I mention that you also don’t seem like the inspirational type?” She jokes. 
Chizome rolls his eyes, dropping her hand. 


“But...seriously,” she adds. “Why are you helping me? Besides getting your blood back, I don’t 
see how it benefits you at all.” 


Chizome blinks, looking to the side again. 


“My ideals may be directed towards false heroes but, I know when certain people shouldn’t 
continue to breathe.” He brings his eyes to hers, narrowing them. 


“Our world may already be collapsing in on itself, but we don’t need even more death and misery. 
Espetially from a man like him.” 


162. 

24... 

46... 

Over and over and over and over. 

“Shin.” 

Grabbing the blade from her belt, she throws it at the door. 

Her head turns. 

Chizome is standing at the door, holding the blade she threw. He caught it, unphased. 


“Control your emotions, Shin, you’ll be consumed,” he says, putting the blade on the counter by 
the door. He walks in. 


Shin narrows her eyes, turning back down to her notes. 
“You’re interrupting my work, Chizome.” 


Her mind was lost a long time ago. Easier said than done, you can’t keep your sanity in a place 
like this. Possible isn’t a word. 


She managed to slow things down. Distract. Her main goal making sure he never gets to his final 
steps. The final formula. But people have died. Many many people have died. 


And through the madness of it all, she would laugh. Crackle and hold her head as her brain 
swirled and pounded. Laugh because she doesn’t know what else to do. 


She watched people take their final breaths. Their final pleading messages while she closed their 
cell doors or strapped them to the tables. Their screams as they are ripped apart in the pits. 


To pay for the costs of staff and supplies Kenji had done something she thought he’d never do. She 
never thought he’d cross that line. But Shin has been wrong about a lot of things lately. 


Monster fighting arenas. 
A sick ploy to lure in the rich who are too bored to stand still and do nothing. 


And the man that was hired to host and entertain these fights is nothing better than a full-fledged 
psychopath taking on the role of a warden. He wanted brutal. Strict. A goddamn prison convict. 


No matter how hard she tries to help feed those that are hungry, or loosen the straps on their 


restraints, to even give advice to those that are destined to enter the arena... 


Nothing she does even makes a difference. It has gotten worse each year that passes- the mutations 
growing larger and nastier. Dangerous. Nothing has satisfied Kenji yet- nothing is good enough. 
Nothing is strong enough. 


And even if she shows care towards those that are imprisoned, many don’t care. 


To them, she is the bringer of death. Mortifer’s helper and demon standing at the hip. They see her 
as nothing more than the woman who’s cuddled up to the monster keeping them here. The person 
that has taken their lives from them. 


The very person that brings souls to this damned hell in the first place. 
It was pointless to try. 


“Shinigami is merely a name, Shin. It’s not who you are,” Chizome adds. “And you’re doing the 
best you can given these circumstances.” 


“He may have not reached the final destination of his plans but is that truly good news?” She 
turns. Her eyes feel dry and her head is pounding with a tired headache. “I’ve counted every 
single person I’ve taken in. I’ve counted every person that has died. We are losing despite it all.” 


She hasn’t washed her hair in days. 


“T have done all I can, but it’s been five years. Five fucking years!” She slams her hand down on 
her notebook. “People are dying- suffering. And even though I’m slowing down the growth of this 
empire and keeping from the worst to come, it still doesn’t matter. None of what I am doing is 
mattering to those that are stuck here. I have left goddamn clues for the police, I’ve thrown his 
guards under the bus, and I have even changed fucked up formulas behind his back, but has 
anything worked? No!” Her arms flail as she speaks. “He’s managed to make a serum that’s 
showing promise in children. Fucking children! You’re the goddamn guy who isn’t afraid to shank 
aman through the heart, why don’t you just kill him and we all move on from this.” 


At this point, she’s wondered just what it would feel like if her husband squeezed just a little harder 
on her neck. 


“Tf you rebel, you die.” Chizome steps closer. “If you try to help people escape you both die. If we 
try to kill him, everyone that works for him in this empire will kill us. If you let all of this break you 
down you will never bring him to his knees. None of this is your fault, you can’t blame yourself for 
this. You can’t let this consume you.” 


“You think I’m not breaking down already?” A broken laugh escapes from her lips. “That’s rich, 
Chizome. I can’t scrub the smell of blood off my skin no matter how much I try and I can’t sleep 
even if I take a horse tranq. Do you think that this is ok? That this is worth living for? Am I 
destined to serve Satain himself until this hell reaches the top-” 


“Of course, it’s not!” Chizome raises his voice. “But we don’t have a choice.” 
“Non est punctus!” She yells, slapping a hand over her mouth immediately after. 
It’s silent for a second. 


“Shin...” Chizome mutters. “You need to breathe. Take a goddamn second.” 


“Get out,” Shin says, taking her hand off her mouth. “I need you to get out.” She turns around to 
her work. “I have work to do.” 


“Tf you keep pushing yourself like this you won’t survive. You aren’t staying calm, you need to be 
calm in this circumstance or your mind will break like his.” 


“T don’t care anymore,” she snaps. “Your plan has been shit and has benefited none of us. I might 
as well turn psycho like him or off myself in this musty hole of a prison before he burns this country 
to the ground.” 


“Stop it!” Chizome yells, grabbing her arm. “Fucking stop it.” 
Shin snaps her head to the side to look at him. 


“He is holding you so tight by the throat and you don’t even know it,” he says, letting go of her 
arm. “You may think you’re doing what I asked but not to it’s fullest potential. He keeps 
constricting you but instead of focusing on your breathing and adapting to the issue at hand you 
are Still thrashing in his grasp. You need to breathe. Take a moment and breathe- collect and 
regain yourself. If not, he will squeeze you till your neck snaps in half. You will turn into an empty 
shell of a person and nothing like that can help those in danger.” 


Shin narrows her eyes as he makes himself look taller. 


“The one most in control of everything is the one who is in control of themselves.” He puts his 
hands out. “Take control.” 


“And how the hell am I supposed to do that?” 
Chizome puts his hands down. He takes a long breath and turns around. 


“That’s for you to figure out yourself.” 


Shin runs into the staff bathroom, nearly falling into the toilet from how hard she drops to the 
ground. 


Retching every ounce of bile and nutrient-thin food from her stomach she grabs onto the bowl and 
cries. She heaves till her throat is dry and she can’t see anything from the build up of tears. 


Watching the hammer connect with bone and muscle- cracking and exploding brain matter all over 
the walls and floor. The horrendous sound. 


My god the sound. 
The fact that this has happened more than once is sickening. 


Panting, Shin looks up at the ceiling with a sweat-covered brow. She can smell the stomach acid 
on her lips and teeth. 


The door creaks open. 
Her body enters survival mode, scrambling to the corner of the stall. She holds her legs close. 


Thick heavy boots. 


The sink turns on. 

“Not a fan of today’s show, I presume?” 

Shin’s brain goes numb. 

Him... 

She can hear the scrubbing of skin and soap. The rinsing. 
She can smell the blood mixing with rusting pipes. 

Her body stays still tucked inside the corner. 


“No matter, Mrs. Shin,” the water stops with the creak of the faucet. “I’m sure you'll grow 
accustomed to them.” 


Paper towels are grabbed and crinkled. 
She can hear a slight hum from the man’s lips. 


“Everything comes full circle, miss. And I just can’t wait for the day I get to judge you and your 
husband.” He chuckles and a shiver travels down her back. 


The heavy footsteps leave the room. 

Leaving her alone. 

Grabbing her mouth with her hands she lets out a cry. A choke and a sob. 
She can’t do this anymore. 


Not for another second. 


Grabbing the table, Shin picks it up from the side and throws it. 
Glasses shatter and utensils clash. 


Screaming, she grabs the folders of papers and chucks them at the wall as hard as she can. She 
opens the fridge and kicks the inside, breaking and shattering the bottles and vials. 


She can smell the disgusting chemicals she helped make. The blood that was once stored neatly is 
now Staining her shoe and the floor. 


Shin screams with frustration as she yanks the microscope from the wall, throwing it down to the 
ground with every ounce of strength. It breaks and dents, the glass cracking. 


A hand grabs her shoulder and she reaches for the knife in her belt. Pulling it out she turns and 
swings the knife. 


Kenji grabs her wrist, holding the knife in front of his face. 
She pants angrily, letting go of the knife and turning away. 


“Have a good meltdown?” He asks dropping the blade onto the ground. “Did you get it all out?” 


Whipping around, Shin points her finger at him. “When does it end? Huh?” She steps close, raising 
her lip in a sneer. “When every person in here dies to a sledgehammer to the skull?” 


Kenji raises a brow as he looks down at her, unamused. “If you’re referring to Sara, I hope you 
know that it was simply her time of retirement.” 


Shin almost laughs. She feels mad- fucking crazy right now. “Retirement? Now that’s hilarious, 
Kenji.” She moves her hand and slicks back the loose strands of hair in front of her face. “For a 
bit, I thought that maniac All For One really took the fucking first place medal but you’ve found a 
way to snag the damn title once again.” 


“And you’ve forgotten who you are.” Kenji tilts his head. “Aren’t we the pair?” 
Shin slaps him hard across the face, stepping on her tiptoes to look him in the eye. 


“Shut the fuck up. So testing on children wasn’t enough, huh?” She snaps as he holds his cheek 
with anger fuming on his face. “You just had to let a psycho maniac brutally murder the people 
that aren’t of use anymore.” 


“What, you want to release them back to the streets?” He huffs an amused laugh. “Now that would 
be quite unfair on them, wouldn’t it? They had no chance out there with or without their changes, I 
was doing them a favor by making them feel useful for the time they had.” 


“The fuck is wrong with you?” 
“Well...” he looks to the side. “You are my wife, why don’t you tell me yourself?” 


Kenji moves his arm and Shin grabs it. She spins them and pushes him against the countertop, 
holding his arm painfully stretched and his head shoved with it. He bares his teeth as she twists his 
wrist and shoves his cheek into the cold counter. 


“You think you have fucking everything figured out, huh? Everything works out goddamn 
splendidly for the devil, huh? You think you married an obedient dog who’s afraid of your raised 
voice but guess what, sweetheart, I’m not scared of you anymore,” she says, shaking her head with 
a slight chuckle. “You are nothing to me.” 


Kenji turns his head, smirking. “Aww, how brave you are.” 
“You think this is funny? You think all of this is a game?” 
“Of course not,” he responds. “But seeing you so worked up is just so amusing to me.” 


“Satis! Tacere pro bonis tuis,” she snaps out of habit, pressing his head against the counter harder 
till he winces. 


“Aut quid me occides?” 


She pulls his arm into a difficult position and his face tenses. He starts to laugh as she puts more 
pressure on his body. 


“Don’t make me laugh more than I have, dear.” He moves his leg and hooks it behind hers, 
pulling. She loses her grip on his arm and he shoves her back- reversing the roles and sending her 
flying to the ground. 


He pins her tight against the rotting floor. Breath hot and eyes bright, he stares down at her like he 


is her lunch. 


“You’re weak.” He lifts one of his hands and strokes her cheekbone. Her chin. “You’ve always 
been weak no matter how much you tell yourself you’re not scared. Too weak to ever do a damn 
thing against me because a small part of you thought the ‘old Kenji was in there’. No matter how 
much you tried to convince yourself to hate me you could never fucking end it.” He leans in close, 
lowering his tone. “No matter what you do, you'll always be the fool that helped me succeed. 
Always.” 


Shin’s nostrils flare. “It’s been years and you haven’t even found the perfect combination yet, you 
call that a success?” 


Kenji lifts his chin, grabbing her face tightly. “Tt will be, soon enough.” There’s a pause. “Over 
the course of this time, the collection of samples from each person and species had proven to be 
successful in ways you wouldn’t even understand.” 


She can feel his nails digging into her skin. She swallows thickly. 


“With that wolf mutation and Ishikawa’s recent appearance, all we need is to find the right host to 
hold this combination.” 


“That would take you years,” she sneers, baring her teeth as he continues to hold her face tightly. 
“You’re already impatient as it is, you wouldn’t last waiting that long.” 


Kenji smirks. “Oh, my dear, it won’t take much longer.” His eyes glance to the side. “Especially 
since it will be much more efficient when you’re no longer in the picture.” 


Shin freezes. 
His eyes look back down at her and the red within his eyes almost hurts her. 
“What...” 


He tilts his head. “I’m not stupid, Shin.” He moves to stand up, still holding her jaw tight. “It 
didn’t take long to figure out why my plans were, well, delayed.” 


Her eyes are wide. 


She knew this would happen. Ever since Chizome explained the plan she just fucking knew. He’s 
too smart for their own good. 


But that doesn’t mean she isn’t shocked. 
It had been too long. She got comfortable. 


“But no matter. I never minded, really. You did your part despite the occasional tantrums and I got 
what I needed.” He yanks her up to her feet, letting go of her face and shoving her towards the 
counter. She loses her balance and slams into the side, grabbing onto it in discomfort. 


His hands grab her again, holding her against the counter, stomach down. 
“We worked well together despite it all.” 


“Bullshit,” she spits. He pushes her head against the counter as she did before to him. “I had no 
choice but to obey.” 


Kenji hums. “In this case you did, really. You made a lot of choices in these years.” 
She struggles in his grasp. 


“So what are you gonna do, huh?” She presses her hands on the table, trying to loosen the 
pressure on her ribcage. “Kill me? Make me one of your subjects? You’ve got options.” 


“I do,” he responds, letting one of his hands release her. “And I think you’re going to really love 
what I chose.” 


Something sharp stabs itself into her neck and she gasps. 

He lets her go and she drops to the ground. 

“What did-” she presses her hand on her neck to stop the trickle of blood, looking up at him. 
He’s looking down at her with a now empty needle. He throws it to the side. 

“What did you do?” She barks. 

He smiles, bending down to meet her eyes. 


“IT knew you’d never fear what I put in you if I ever took the chance to change you like them. 
You’re not like most. So, I needed to really think because killing you isn’t in my morals. You’re my 
wife, after all.” 


A sudden burning sensation consumes the inside of her skin and she winces in pain. Her hands 
violently shake and she looks down, watching as her pale blue veins turn to a deep dark black. 


“What did you do?” She says with fear starting to soak in her tone. 
He continues to smile proudly. 

That look makes her stomach flip upside down. 

“Kenji, what the fuck did you do?” 


Reaching forward, he grabs both of her hands gently. He presses his palms against them so they 
align. 


It’s the first time he’s been gentle with her in...years. 

“You were a truly genius woman, my dear.” 

A sharp pain shoots through her abdomen and she winces. He keeps his hands on hers. 
“But it seems you have forgotten what it’s like to be truly hated.” 

Nausea hits her hard and she nearly gags. What is...happening... 

Moving his hands down he grips her wrists. Hard. 

“You’re now going to live the rest of your life feeling exactly how I felt. To the tea.” 
Her blood feels like it’s boiling inside her own body. 


Kenji moves in close. So close their noses almost touch. He tilts his head, teasing her lips with his 


in a sickening manner. 


“You will now look in the mirror and see the very person you decided to betray. I’m going to make 
you understand.” 


Blood rushes to her head and her nose starts to bleed. It drips onto her shirt. 
Drip. 

Drip. 

Drip.... 

It’s black. Her blood is black. 

She chokes, spraying droplets of thick blackened blood onto Kenji’s shirt. 
No... 

She shakes her head. 

“Tt's not possible, you’re bluffing...” 

He smiles at her softly, letting go. 


“There are no limits to science, my dear. Anything is possible.” He moves his hand and caresses 
her cheek. “I find it hard you still have a hard time accepting that.” 


Everything settles in her stomach like a rock. Her mouth opens but nothing comes- her lip 
wobbling. 


Tears start to well in her eyes. 

“Was it ever true?” She whispers, letting him move his hand from her cheek to her hand. 
He tilts his head. 

“Did you ever love me in the first place?” 

The corner of his lip lifts to a soft smile. 

“Yes.” 

The ring on his other hand starts to heat to bright orange. 

“T did for years.” 

He lifts her hand to his lips, kissing her gently. 

He kisses her for just a small moment, before pressing his ring into her finger. 


She screams. 


Someone stops in front of her cell suddenly. 


“Oh, Shin...” 
She turns her head slightly. 


Bending down to reach her eyes, Chizome grabs the bars of her cell. “What has happened to 
you?” 


She blinks tiredly, turning back to stare at the wall. Her skin is still stained black. 


“Call it karma, if you will.” A sigh pushes from her lips. “I guess the bastard did have something 
cooked up for me that would make me care.” 


“Are you ok?” he responds, gripping onto the bars harder. 
She shrugs. “Does it matter?” 
“Tt always does.” 


She swallows, glancing at Ishikawa in the cell next to hers. He’s curled in a shivering ball, 
sleeping. 


“T haven’t been ok in years, but things are different now.” 


“So what are you going to do?” He asks. “Will you finally rest? Will you take the fate he has given 
you?” 


“No.” She shakes her head. “I’m not done. You better not be either.” 
Her head turns, looking him right in the eyes. 

“Not yet.” 

Chizome smirks. 


“Good.” 


“Take it.” 
Turning her body, she looks over to the cell barrier. 
Ishikawa’s holding out his rations. 


She bites her cheek, shaking her head. “Please, keep it for yourself. I don’t deserve for you to 
share.” 


He shakes his head back. “They haven’t fed you in four days. Take it.” 
She swallows, looking up at his eyes. 


“They are treating you worse because of who you are. I can handle a day without food, but if you 
go another day your body will try to digest its own organs.” His tone is serious. Sincere. 


Even though he too is in rough shape he... 


She brings her knees up to her chest. “I don’t understand why you’re showing me kindness.” She 


sets her chin on her knee. “I’m the reason you’re here. Why everyone is here? You should hate me 
so much right now.” 


He sighs, placing the bread on the ground. 


“T did hate you. For years I really did. I couldn’t understand you or why you chose to help such a 
monster. But...once you came here, damaged and broken with a long apology, it took me a bit to 
realize that you were a prisoner much longer than us. That you had forgotten yourself and how this 
all came to be. With that kind of power over your head you are forced to believe you had more to 
do with it.” He pauses, taking a breath. “You were just trying to protect yourself.” He leans back, 
resting against the wall. “He abused you, and that can really fuck with your head and your 
decisions. Your memories.” 


“But...1...” 


He shakes his head. “You were never cruel to me, at least not on purpose. Your acting is 
impressive but again, your eyes tell the full story.” He turns his head, blinking slowly. “From you 
being gentle with my restraints to even sneaking me extra rations, I could tell you were trying your 
best to help despite being by his side. You were just pretending so you could survive, and being 
around him for so long put thoughts in your head that weren’t yours. I could tell when you became 
full of obsession like him when you were lost. When you would forget who you are.” He looks at his 
hand. His long nails. “The day I met you I could tell you were scared. I could tell you didn’t want 
me to follow you.” 


She presses her lips in a line. She exhales quietly, looking up at the ceiling. 


“They had sent me to see if your quirk was finally the one we had been searching for. He needed a 
strong reptilian quirk for the characteristics and the resilience. I hoped that if things went in our 
favor, that wasn’t the case.” She swallows down the dryness in her throat. “I wanted to tell you to 
run. I wanted...” She pauses. “But he would have found a way to take you regardless. The best I 
could do was try and make it as painless as possible.” 


She can feel Ishikawa’s eyes on her. 

It’s quiet for a moment. 

“Do you want to know something funny?” He mutters. 
She hums, turning her head to face him. He’s half smiling. 


“T had offered to help you not just because you had your hands full, but because I wanted to talk to 
you longer.” 


Her eyes widen slightly. 
“What?” 


He snorts, crossing his arms. “You’re...so captivating, I don’t think you realize. People inside and 
outside this place know you as a dangerous woman. Brutal and unforgiving. But I never saw that 
in you, not even after being taken.” 


She shakes her head. “I’m not that special...really.” 


“That’s not true at all. Do you want to know something else funny?” 


She looks at him, waiting for an answer. 

“T thought you were the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen when I bumped into you.” 
The blood in her heart rushes to her face and her eyes widen. 

“You...what?” 

He nods, smiling. 

“T don’t know how you didn’t notice, I was staring at you like an idiot.” 

“Oh...” she says, still feeling the flush in her cheeks. 

He adjusts himself against the wall. “Has he never complimented you in that way?” 


She sighs, looking at her hands and fingers. The healing burn mark on her ring finger. 


“No no, he...he did,” she says, brushing a finger over the raised skin. “I’m just not used to it in 
this form. The way you say it isn’t anything like him.” 


She sees him raise a brow. 


“The way he complimented me was with a look of hunger, and that’s not always comforting to be 
honest.” 


“Well...” Ishikawa says quietly. “I hope I didn’t bring you discomfort.” He reaches for the rations 
he set on the ground, holding it out for her again. 


She stares at it for a moment with hesitation. 

His presence is different. It’s nothing like her husband. It’s...soft. 
Her hand reaches out. 

“No...1...”” she grabs the bread, brushing her hand against his. 


“I liked it.” 


“You’re not gonna be able to get that all out with just spit, you know.” Ishikawa’s voice calls from 
inside his cell. 


She’s been scrubbing her skin raw for the past hour- trying her best to cleanse herself from the 
blood and vomit coating her body. 


Her time had come to be judged. 
“Yeah, well, I don’t have much else to use,” she responds, turning to look at him. 


He sighs, scooting over to the barrier between them. He grabs the end of his shirt, ripping a chunk 
off with ease. The clothes provided to them are nothing but rags. 


He sprouts a tail from his back, letting it poke at a loose stone cracking in the wall. He slides it, 
revealing an exposed leaking pipe. 


“How did you...” she leans close, watching as he wets the piece of cloth with the soaked pipe. 


He reals in his tail, shrugging. “When you’ve been here for so long you learn a lot. Sara told me 
about it when I first came.” 


Ishikawa reaches through the bars, handing her the cloth. “Paying attention to your surroundings 
does more than keep you alive.” 


She bows her head slightly, taking the cloth. Her eyes watch as his tail returns back to its place. 
He’s so calm. So...effortless. 


“And your quirk...I’ve never...” 
She’s never seen anyone here utulize their quirk like that. 
Ishikawa leans his side against the bars, sighing. 


“T have a lot of free time in the waiting room. It’s better to utilize it and find control rather than sit 
and wait for death. If I ever have a damn chance of leaving this place I want to try and live a life.” 


She watches as he breathes slowly. As his bright yellow eyes lighten up his face and his teeth. 
“T don’t understand...how are you so-” 


“Under control? Not hopeless?” He finishes for her. “I wasn’t, for a very long time. It took a lot 
of time and...well, losing her to realize that I can’t just sit and wait to die or become a soldier. All 
we can do in here is try, so...” 


“You’re not like most,” she mutters, wiping the cloth down her arms. The pictures of the person 
she had bit and clawed flash in her head. She swallows thickly, shaking her head. 


“Well, neither are you, Shin.” 

She tenses at her name, looking down. 

She knows...she knows its her name and it will always be. 

But after everything. After everything with him. She doesn’t want to be that person anymore. 
“Sorry...I just-” Ishikawa tries to apologize. 


“Don’t apologize, Ishikawa,” she interrupts him. “It’s going...it’s going to take time for that part 
of me to leave.” 


There’s a long pause. 

“Hiroto...” he says. 

She looks over to him. 

He’s looking right back at her. 

“Call me Hiroto.” 

She half smiles, wiping more of the blood and grime from her hands and wrists. 


“Well...I hope one day I can give you my name as well, Hiroto.” 


He hums. 


“I’m counting on it.” 


“T think I have an idea for you,” Hiroto says softly. 
They are both laying down close to the bars, facing eachother. 


She may not like to admit it, but his presence is helping her stay sane. His body language and 
voice. She doesn’t even mind his mouth. 


He treats her...differently. 

She’s so used to strength and intimidation. Up front confidence and aggression. 

But Hiroto, despite everything she’s done to him, has chosen to forgive and forget. To help her. 
To make her feel ok. 

She finds it hard to understand. 

“An idea for what?” 

He pauses. “Your name.” 

“Oh...well what is it?” 


He opens his eyes fully- the yellow glowing violently in the dark of their cells. Its fascinating to 
look at. 


“Dai.” 
“Dai?” She questions, raising a brow. 
She can see him nod his head. 


“Tt means ‘to shine’, I knew someone years ago who had the name and I always thought it was... 
pretty.” 


She almost snorts. “I don’t think it’Il match me well. I haven’t done much to shine in a good way.” 
“T doubt that.” 
Her face flushes. 


“You’re too kind, Hiroto,” she whispers, brushing a piece of hair from her face. “Even if you 
believe that...I haven't truly shone in fifteen years. At least not positively.” 


Hiroto takes a slow breath, reaching his hand through the bars- chains rattling. He grabs her 
hand. 


“So how about you make it a promise to yourself? Once you get out of here, shine the way you did 
all those years ago. Become the person you want to be, Dai.” 


She can feel him squeeze her hand. 


“You deserve to shine again, just like the rest of the prisoners here.” 
Dai... 

She squeezes his hand back. 

For a reptile, he’s warm. 

Very warm. 


“Okay. ” 


Dai is thrown into her cell while black is up from her mouth. She heaves as her body slams against 
the wall. 


She can’t breathe as mounds and mounds of tar flows from her mouth and her nose. Her eyes. 
He upped her dose. He added more into her system so it overloaded. 
He... 


“T hope that now you can stop pulling your punches in the arena.” Ken...Mortifer says, slamming 
the door shut. 


She chokes loudly, barely even able to see what is in front of her. 
Her body is on fire. 
“What the fuck did you do to her?” She can hear Hiroto yell. 


She looks up to his cell, blinking black and black and black. She can hear it slop onto the ground. 
It feels like she’s drowning in her own fluids. 


“Just a checkup, lizard,” Mortifer snaps back. “You know the process.” 
Hiroto runs up to the barrier between them, reaching for her. 

“Hey hey, Dai it’s ok, look at me.” 

She yells in pain as her stomach nearly flips inside out. 

Mortifer stops walking. 

“Oh, now isn’t that interesting.” 

Dai freezes. 


“You renamed yourself.” He chuckles. “If you thought changing your name could hide your 
mistakes you were quite wrong.” 


“Hey!” Hiroto yells at him. “The fuck is your problem? Huh? Was brainwashing her not 
enough?!” 


“So you’ve taken interest in her?” He clicks his tongue. “How cute.” 


Hiroto growls at him, raising his lip. 
“Leave him out of this!” Dai yells, whipping her head around. “Have you not had enough?!” 
Mortifer slams his fist against the bars, making her flinch. 


“T will never have enough until this fucking country burns to the ground. You suffer here because 
you made these choices, so deal with it.” 


A blaring pain throbs in her head and she gasps, grabbing her skull with her hand. She curls her 
body up on the ground, trying her best to cease the unbearable pain hitting her from head to neck 
to neck to chest. 


Mortifer backs away from the cell before walking down the hall. 
“You'll learn, soon enough.” 


Hiroto hits his hand on the bars between their cells. “You'll pay for this! I swear to god you will 
fucking pay!” 


Dai yells as her heart skips a beat and she grunts in pain. 
“Fuck-” Hiroto panics, moving as close as he can to the bars. 
“Dai, come here you need to breathe.” 

She grips at her head, violently trembling. “I-I can’t-” 

She can’t move. 

“Shit-fuck-” Hiroto stands to his feet. 


A nasty growl rumbles through his throat and through blurry vision she watched as he transforms 
and grabs the bars, bending them to the side. 


It’s funny to think how easy it really is to escape these cells. There is nothing special. But the fear 
holding them tight sticks them close to the walls. 


Good thing today is one of those days they release them of their chains. It’s the only nice thing 
they ever do. 


Things start to go black. 

She feels his arms on her, pulling her up so he can look her in the eyes. 
Hands- not claws- gently grab the sides of her face. 

“Trust me, I’ve been through this too. In and out.” 

She takes a breath in, staring at his intense eyes. 

“Breathe.” 

Slowly, she breathes, blowing on his face with shaky breaths. 


“Breathe.” 


He presses his forehead against hers. 

“Breathe.” 

Tears start to fall from her eyes, mixing with the tar. She grabs his wrists. 

“Hey, it’s ok. Breathe.” He wipes away the tears. “That’s all you need to do. In and out.” 
He’s too kind. 

He’s- 

She takes a deep breath, her lungs finally starting to leave their panic. 

“There...” he whispers. She can feel his breath on her nose. “You got it.” 

Leaning back from their foreheads touching, he looks her in the eyes. 

“Don’t let him take control.” 


He slides his hands down to her shoulders, wrapping his whole arms around her tightly. His arms 
are strong. 


“You aren’t him. It’ll be ok.” 


Her body feels limp. Leaning her head against his shoulder, she stares at the wall with tired eyes- 
still struggling to breathe. 


“Tt’ll be ok.” 


“Were you serious ?” 

Dai looks up. 

Chizome is standing outside her cell, looking down with a solid face. 
“Or have you decided to stay comfortable here?” 

“Fuck no,” she spits. 

He hums. 


Chizome is a man she’s never been able to understand. Disappearing for weeks at a time to only 
appear when the hours are late. When the shifts are changed and the bright red light on the 
cameras switches off for just a moment. 


It’s not hard to memorize a schedule when all you can do is watch . 


“Good,” he responds, glancing at Hiroto. They stare at each other for a moment, nodding with 
respect. “I assume the same is for you, lizard one.” 


“Where have you been?” She mutters. 


“T have my own goals outside this place, believe it or not,” he says, looking to the side. “I’m 
fortunate he doesn’t hold me by the neck so tight.” 


“Well, while frolicking around did you get a chance to get it?” Hiroto says, cutting to the chase. 
He crosses his arms. 


“Of course I did, I know my priorities.” He grabs his bag, gripping the side. “It’s a lot harder to 
get this shit than you think.” He takes a breath. “And you, do you have the routes and schedules 
memorized?” 


“We had nothing else to do,” she responds, tilting her head. 

Months and months... 

And months. 

It'll all end soon enough. 

Chizome nods his head, sighing. “This won’t be easy, I hope you know.” 
“None of what we’ve gone through has been easy.” Hiroto raises his brow. 


“True, but the man you face isn’t an easy opponent. He will be steps ahead of us, and there is no 
telling what he’s been working on while Shin’s been here.” 


Dai knows Hiroto wants to yell for using the old name, but he knows not to cause issues. 


Besides...she doesn’t hate it when he says it. They’ve been through enough together to still hold 
respect. 


Hiroto exhales. “Fair enough.” 
Chizome turns his head to look at Dai. 
“Are you sure you are up for this?” He asks softly. 


She knows he’s referring to facing her, well, ex-husband. She’s aware she will probably have to 
destroy everything including him. 


She knows. 


But she’s had months of rotting in a cell and fighting to the death in an arena to really be ok with 
that. To really sink it in. 


“Yeah,” she nods, clenching her fists. 


“Tt’s finally time I did something right.” 


The cell door unlocks with a click, creaking open. 
Dai takes a breath, slowly opening her eyes. Her body is folded in a meditative state. 
She smirks. “So it’s that time of the week, huh?” 


“T didn’t take you as the kind of woman who would meditate,”’ Warden hums, standing at the door. 
His hammer sits right at his hip. 


He has two guards at his sides holding shock poles. 


She uncrosses her legs, stretching out. “There is a lot you don’t know about me, Warden.” She 
glances at each guard. The clock on the wall. Hiroto. “Maybe one day I could tell you more.” 


Moving her arms up, her cuffs break and fall to the ground in one loud cling. A single barb from 
Hiroto’s tail sticks from the lock, embedded deep. 


He tilts his head with amusement on his lips. “You know that would do you no good.” 
“T’m aware,” she nods, glancing at the clock again. “But this just might.” 

It takes a second. 

Only one second for everyone’s eyes to widen. 


And just a second later, an aggressive explosion rips outside the cell hallways. The ground quakes, 
causing the guards to stumble forward and drop their weapons. 


The creatures inside their cells yell with confusion and fear. 


Warden grabs his hammer, slamming it onto the concrete for balance. He grunts, snapping his 
head to look at Dai as the shaking disperses. 


He huffs with surprise, smiling wide with his disgusting fangs poking out awkwardly. 
The alarm blares. 
“Well done,” he chuckles. 


Shooting up to her feet, Dai grabs both the shock poles- switching them on with the flick of her 
thumb. She slams them down into the guard’s backs. 


They scream and choke as waves of electricity pump through their bodies. They go limp as she 
leans down and swipes one of their cards. 


Warden just simply watches. 

Standing tall, Dai grips at the poles tight as they hum and buzz blue. 

Warden licks his teeth, smiling wide. He thumps his hammer, stepping to the side. 
She raises a brow, glancing to Hiroto in his cell. 


“I’m no servant to this place. Do what you must, Shinigami,” Warden says, waving his hand for 
her to pass before walking down the hall. He chuckles. “You'll see me again eventually. I promise 
you that.” 


The alarm echoes, flashing red lights through the room like something in a horror movie. 


They stare at him walking down the hall, hammer dragging behind him. They can hear his faint 
cackling. 


Well... 
Ok. 


“That man has fucking issues,” Hiroto says, dropping his chains with a click. 


“Everyone here has issues,” she responds, running out her cell door. 


Hiroto extends his tail out, flicking it to send a barb flying. She grabs it mid air, sticking it into his 
door lock. 


It clicks and she yanks the door open. 
“Well, you ready to fuck some shit up?” He asks, stretching as he jogs out of his cell. 
“T’ve been ready for a long time,” she responds, tilting her head in the direction of the other cells. 


Cracking his neck to the side, Hiroto quickly shifts his body to the tall, muscular lizard he is in the 
arena. 


Reaching forward, he swipes his claw and breaks the lock of the cell in front of them. 


One after the other, Hiroto runs on all fours, slamming his body and claws into the doors and 
locks. 


The last lock drops to the ground with a satisfying clang. Hiroto huffs, shrinking back to normal. 
They both look around to the cells that had been freshly cracked open. But- 
No one...no one is moving. 


“Hey, we gotta move you guys,” Dai pleads, locking eyes with a sabertooth tiger hybrid. It shakes 
it’s head, staying put. 


“They’re scared,” Hiroto says, walking up to her. “I honestly don’t blame them, shits been their 
home for months or years.” 


Dai swallows, putting a hand on her mouth for a second as she breathes. The alarm continues to 
blare loudly. 


More guards will be here any second...fuck! 


“Everyone, please. We are bringing this place down with Mortifer in it in the next ten minutes, you 
need to leave. It’s time for you to finally be freed.” 


A cat hybrid groans, hiding itself in the corner. The fear in it’s eyes are all too familiar. 


“T’m not going to hurt you,” she says with more plead in her voice. “Not anymore.” She looks to 
the doors. “It’s time to finally bring down the real monster of this place and we can’t do it without 
knowing you’re safe.” 


No one moves. 

God damn it... 

Hiroto gets ready to place his hand on her shoulder when they spot movement. 
Snapping her head to the side, she makes eye contact with one of their newest prisoners. 
Nishi. 


She steps out of her cell, gripping onto the bars nervously. 


No words spill from her mouth. Not even a peep. 
She just nods once. 
And everything falls into place. 


Everyone starts to walk from their cell. 


“Fucking took you assholes long enough!” Chizome yells, throwing a blade at a worker in white. It 
shanks into his back, sending him flying forward with a yelp. 


“Hey, shut it!” Hiroto yells, extending his tail out to an oncoming guard. “It’s not fucking easy 
releasing and spreading the word to like over fifty fucking animals.” He grabs their ankle, 
throwing them to the side. “You got to blow shit up for fun.” 


With comedic timing, another explosion rips through the empty arena bellow them. 
Dai can feel the heat on her skin. 


“Now’s not the time to argue!” Dai yells, running forward, jumping and grabbing an exposed 
pipe. She swings around, nailing her feet against an incoming body. They grunt, crashing to the 
ground. 


“Chizome, get me the lighter!” She yells, extending her hand out. 


Chizome reaches in his pouch, pulling it out and throwing it in her direction as soon as someone 
shoots a taser towards him. He dodges, slicing the wires in half with his sword. 


Dai catches it, shoving it in her pocket before fully booking it. 

“Be careful!” Hiroto yells. 

She doesn’t respond, turning the corner to the lab hallway. 

Kicking the door down she makes eye contact with two lab workers shoving stuff in cases. 

They freeze. 

She bares her teeth, getting wide eyes from the two men. They panic, reaching for their pockets. 
“Shit!” One of them yells as Dai runs inside fully, jumping onto the middle table. 


Before they can pull out guns, tasers, anything they hold, she leaps off the table and wraps her legs 
around one of their necks. Swinging her fist, she punches him in the skull, knocking him out 
immediately. 


Grabbing the cabinet door, she hoists herself up as he drops, snapping her leg out and snagging a 
blow to the other guys neck. He flies to the floor, skidding across a trail of broken glass. 


Landing on the ground, Dai stands in front of him with a snarl. 
He stares up at her, backing away in a crab walk to get away- horrified of whats to come to him. 


He swallows, looking down at his comrade. 


Jesus Christ... 
Pointing to the door, Dai raises her lip. 
“Get the fuck out of here. You disgust me.” 


He doesn’t think twice. Grabbing his unconscious partner, the man drags him out of the room- 
leaving her to her task. 


Huffing, she stares down at their unconscious bodies for just a moment. 


Reaching over to the cabinet she pulls out a bottle of rubbing alcohol. Uncapping it with her thumb 
she starts to dump it all over the counter. The fridge. 


The floor. 

She doesn’t even care that her bare feet are stepping on glass. 

She throws the bottle to the side, reaching in her pocket for the lighter. 

Her thumb hovers over the switch, teasing it ever so slightly. 

“T thought Id find you in here.” 

Dai’s heart jumps into her throat. 

Turning around, a whip of tar speeds towards her, snapping the lighter from her hands. 


“Now now...” he says, reeling in his weapon. “No need to be so brash,” he hums, walking close to 
her. The sound of his heavy boots hurts her head and her chest. 


“Let’s just have a nice... chat.” 

Dai snarls. 

“Talking isn’t really on my agenda today.” 

Mortifer raises his brow, lifting his chin. “Very well .” His lip curls. “My dear.” 
Flexing his hands into blackened points he winds an arm back and swings. 


Dai covers her arms in tar, crossing them to cover her face. She blocks the nasty swipe from his 
hand, simply acting as a barrier to her skin. 


Through the motion he grabs her wrists, shoving her against the wall. 
Her head slams against the wall harshly, sending a flash of white to her eyes. 


“It seems I’ve made a mistake making you my wife.” Mortifer growls, bringing his face near to 
hers- already forming his face into a stretched-out muzzle. 


Dai leans against the wall with all her weight, lifting her legs and pressing them against his 
stomach. She presses off, kicking him across the room. 


Crashing into the shelves pinned on the opposite wall, Mortifer pounds his fists on the floor- 
opening his now stretched and dripping muzzle and screeching. 


He fully transforms, splattering tar on every wall and on the ceiling. The floor and the cabinets. 


Dai huffs, wiping a wad of saliva from the corner of her mouth. “It seems I made the same 
mistake.” 


Flexing her claws like him earlier, she forces the tar to overcome her body. She lets it consume her 
in an ugly slop, leaving room for a growing skull and ripped-up skin and muscle. As he did earlier, 
she slams her paws on the ground- howling like a banshee. 


Before Mortifer can press off into a run, Dai takes off and slams her body into his. From the 
weight and force, they crash through the doorway and into the hall- spraying chunks of wood and 
concrete onto the floor with their tumbling bodies. 


Mortifer swipes his claw, smacking her across the face. She leans down and snaps her jaw shut on 
his neck, ripping out a chunk of black. 


He howls, sticking his legs under her belly and pushing her off and over his head. She skids across 
the hall, scrambling to her feet and to a full sprint. 


Tar flows from their bodies like secretion of mucus, coating their surroundings like an open wound 
splatter. 


She can hear him growl and grunt, following her with an equal pace. 


It doesn’t take long for a claw to grab her back leg and jerk back, stopping her in her tracks right 
as She exits the hallway opening. Her chin slams into the ground, nearly cracking on impact. 


Turning her body around, she kicks her leg out and nails him hard in the jaw before struggling 
back to her feet. 


Dai can hear him speed up, panting with aggression and anger. 


Whipping around, she runs towards him- clashing in the middle like two big-horned sheep. Their 
antlers tangle and catch with a loud bang. They twist and push, fighting like aggravated bucks in 
the woods. 


Dai roars, jerking her head so they untangle. She swipes her claw outward, catching him in the eye 
socket. 


The flames consuming the building grow and fester, smelling of burnt chemicals and blood. People 
are running and screaming. Scrambling like rats. 


Mortifer chokes, spitting a clot of black onto the ground in front of him. 


“You have set them up for a life of pain,” he bites, swishing his tail behind him. “They will never 
survive out there.” 


Her ears pin back as she growls. “They were set up for pain the second you took them from their 
lives.” 


Mortifer shakes his head, chuckling deeply. “I’m not the villain in this story.” 
Dai barks as a beam from above cracks and breaks, collapsing in between them. 


“You are the villain in every story!” She spins her body and smacks him across the face with her 


tail. He grunts, stepping to the side as she turns back around and launches her body onto his once 
again. Tackling him to the ground, she sinks her claws into his dripping skin and drags him down, 
pulling and ripping at his body. 


Mortifer yells in pain, cracking his head up uncomfortably and biting her in the wrist. She gasps as 
he pulls her to the side, switching the roles. 


He shoves all his claws into her body, scratching and ripping at her body with feral intent. 
She screams. 

“Dai!” 

The weight is lifted, followed by a wet bang and a horrid reptilian hiss. 


She turns, watching as Hiroto bites and rips into the tar-like it’s a bleeding carcass, screaming 
madly at the man beneath him. 


Tar splatters and flies everywhere, sizzling into the open flames and fueling them. 
Mortifer shrieks, snapping his jaw at Hiroto’s head. 

A blade slams into his skull, right above the lip. The screaming only gets louder. 
Hiroto grabs him by the throat, throwing him to the side like a beaten ragdoll. 
The place around them is crumbling- barely staying afloat. 


“Jesus fucking Christ, you good?” She hears Chizome’s voice from behind. She can feel his hands 
on her shoulder. 


Dai snorts with anger, lifting herself to her feet even if the skin under the black aches and yells for 
her to stop. 


The wooden beams and flooring beneath them is groaning with strain. 
The arena under them is engulfed in a glorious hellfire. 


Chizome clicks his tongue. “This place is going to come down any second so we better hurry and 
kill this son of a fucking bitch.” 


She turns, looking down at him. 
“Oh, so you think you can kill me?” 
Dai’s eyes widen, turning to the side. 


Walking from an open flame, Mortifer limps like a possessed demon. He stops, lifting his paw to 
grab the place sticking from hi mouth. He yanks it out. 


“Now isn’t this...interesting.” 


Throwing the knife into the air, Mortifer jumps and spins his body, whipping his tail and hitting 
the blade down towards Dai. 


Chizome steps between her and the blade, pulling his sword out and hitting it like a stray baseball. 


It flies and spins, shanking itself into the nearby wall. 

Mortifer lands, swiping his claw and grabbing Chizome by the torso. 

“Fuck!” 

He throws him out of the way and lunges towards Dai with his mouth open wide. 


Hiroto yells, from the side as Dai barley dodges his antlers. She almost doesn’t have time to lift her 
hands and catch his. They clash once again, Mortifer standing taller and stronger. He pushes, 
scraping her back claws against the ground. 


Hiroto moves to help but Mortifer has other plans. 


Turning, he adds force and shoves her down the arena stands. Her body tumbles down the stairs of 
stone, slamming into the chain dome over top the flames. 


Mortifer jumps down, landing right in front of her shaking body. His hand extends down, grabbing 
her by the throat tight. 


She squeaks as he reaches forward with his other hand, ripping portions of the chains away and 
down into the pit. 


He pushes her till her head is falling off the edge, pressing harder on her trachea. 


“Tf you two move, I'll throw her into the flames and make sure she never takes another irritating 
breath on this living plane ever again.” He presses harder and she heaves, grabbing onto his 
wrist. 


Hiroto skids to a stop. 
Dai gasps for breath, squirming under his grasp. 
He grabs her muzzle with his other hand, moving his head dangerously close. 


“You think you’re a savior, don’t you?” He grumbles, tilting his head. The tips of their skulls 
nearly touch. “You think you’re doing so much right now but you’re wrong.” 


Dai’s tail thrashes and she tries to tuck her feet under and push him off but he’s too close. The 
pressure on her body is suffocating. 


His grip on her face tightens. “You may succeed in this but for the rest of your life, you will know 
you failed. That you failed everyone .” He strains the last word, almost spitting on her. He lets go 
of her mouth and she gasps. 


“Y-you’re wrong,” she wheezes. 

He tilts his head in the other direction, boring his eyes into her skull. 

She looks past him and up above the stands. 

She looks at Hiroto’s horrified expression and Chizome’s careful eye. The grip on his sword. 


“Tt is you that has failed.” 


Mortifer snarls, pinning his ears back. He reaches for her muzzle again only, she opens her mouth 
and snaps. 


Roaring, Mortifer flinches back- giving her the room to push him away and book it to the stairs. 


Looking up in pain, Dai watches as Chizome holds up his sword and throws it at her. She ducks 
and the sound of tar squishing shoves itself in her ears. 


Mortifer screams in anger, missing Dai by a second as the blade shoves itself into his shoulder. 
“Move!!” Chizome yells, reaching down and grabbing her by the antlers, helping her up and out. 
“Enough with your game!” A claw grabs her ankle, pulling her out of Chizome’s grasp. 


Dragged back down the stairs, Mortifer flips her onto her back- lifting his upper body and tucking 
his head down ana- 


‘Dai p> 
Mortifer stabs his antlers into her chest in one harsh blow and everything turns white. 


She screams in agony as he adds more and more pressure- sinking deeper into her body. The tar 
may help with decreasing the severity but that doesn’t exactly mean one hundred percent 
protection. 


She can feel her rips crack from the impact. Her blackened blood pooling from her veins and onto 
the ground. 


She chokes, feeling a clot of blood fall from her lips. 


Grabbing his antlers she pushes up and tries to get him out of her. She nearly vomits as the feeling 
of nausea hits her hard. 


Hiroto runs to the edge but is stopped when a flaming beam of wood falls in front of him. 
The ceiling starts to crumble and the room feels thick with smoke. 

Pieces of wood and concrete fall by their bodies and onto the stairs. 

They will all die if they don’t get out. 


Dai gasps, cranking her head up as she holds Mortifer’s antlers with all her strength at an angle 
that is somehow keeping her heart from being punctured. Her arms shake. 


“Go!!” She strains. “Get out, it’s all coming down!” She chokes up blood, spraying it on the pure 
white horns. 


“We aren’t leaving you!” Chizome yells. 
“Goll? 


She tilts her head and that’s when Mortifer yanks his head back. A piece of his antler nicks her 
from the neck up, slicing her skin and skull deep. She grabs her face in pain as he slams his claws 
into her bleeding chest. 


Mortifer chuckles deeply in a disturbing wheeze. 


Everything is throbbing. 


Mortifer twists his hand and she nearly passes out. He comes in close once again. “Spero te 
tandem didicit.” 


“That’s enough!!” 
Dai’s eyes widen. 
“Wh-”’ 


Plummeting down the stairs and through the open flame, Hiroto spins his body and with full force 
smacks Mortifer across the skull ace and sends him tumbling down just like Dai. 


Hiroto nearly joins him as he lands, but Dai grabs his wrist, pulling him up. 
The ground shakes as everything begins to lose its stability. 
“You two!!” Chizome screams, grabbing onto a broken piece of rail. “We gotta move!” 


Hiroto climbs up the steps, grabbing onto Dai tight. She winces, grabbing her stomach as it soaks 
into the ground. 


“Easy,” Hiroto says calmly, lifting her up to her feet. He practically drags her up, walking as fast 
as he can to avoid the falling soot and threat just feet behind them. 


They reach Chizome at the top and Dai nearly collapses onto the ground they touch. 


“Fuck, that’s bad,” Chizome eyes her gushing stab wounds. “We gotta get you to a hospital, 


” 


now. 
“But we have only just begun!” 


Hiroto gasps as Mortifer leaps out of the stands and right behind them. 


“Shi-” Hiroto doesn’t even get a chance to finish when Mortifer grabs him, throwing him into the 
wall. 


Chizome grabs a blade in his belt but is stopped. Mortifer reaches over and grabs his ankle. 


Dai watches with wide eyes as Chizome is pinned under the ground, seconds away from being 
stabbed just like her. 


Her eyes dart around. 

Anything. 

Fucking anything- 

Her eyes find a jagged piece of wood, and she slowly starts to stand to her feet. 


“It’s time you learned yourself, just what happens when you get in my way,” Mortifer hisses, 
pressing harder onto Chizome’s chest. Dai can hear his ribs crack. 


Hiroto groans from the wall, bleeding profusely from his stomach. 


A broken pipe had found its way into his stomach. 

He grabs it, pulling it out with a pale face. 

No. 

She stands up, limping over to the piece of wood. Limping closer to him. 
Hiroto yells, struggling back to his feet. 

No. 

“Kenji!!” She screams, grabbing his attention. 

He looks over, eyes intense and bright. 

“I think it’s time you yourself learned.” 

Slamming her foot onto the edge of the wood, it spins up in the air. 
Mortifer opens his mouth. 


Dai grabs the wood with her jaws, swinging her head back. She takes a heavy step before lunging 
forward with the jagged wood pointed out. 


She can hear Mortifer’s short gasp. 

And she can hear the sound of bone slicing and tar dripping. 
It’s almost silent for a moment. 

All but the sound of dripping and crackling wood. 

Panting, Dai steps back with wobbly legs. 

Hiroto and Chizome stare with wide eyes, frozen. 


Mortifer chokes, spitting mounds of black blood and tar onto the ground. He wheezes, swaying 
with weak legs. 


Dai looks up. 


The wood she had just seconds ago is now impaled through Mortifer’s skull. From the upper lip to 
the back of his head, he oozes black from every crevice. 


Blood gurgles in his throat. 
lis, 

It’s done... 

She- 


Mortifer coughs, spraying black onto the ground. He stumbles forward, releasing a broken 
chuckle. 


It rumbles in his throat- crazy and unexplainable. 


Dai steps back, swallowing. 


“Y..ou really a-are a vile woman...Shin..” he struggles to push. The laughing in his check 
increases. 


Hiroto limps over to Shin, grabbing her shoulders. He’s tense, she can feel it through his touch. 
She can smell the blood on him. 


Mortifer’s body sways like it’s been drugged- struggling to stay up. 
He inhales harshly. 

“But I’m...still not..done.” 

Chizome walks over to them, helping Hiroto hold Dai. 

“We need to go...” Chizome mutters, trying to pull away. 

But none of them can seem to move. Nor can they look away. 
“Not...yet...” 

He wheezes, bleedings and bleedings. 

“Momento Mori...” He chuckles again. “Momento Mori...” 


It seems that snapped something in place. Hiroto and Chizome start to move, grabbing Dai and 
dragging her away. 


She stares at Mortifer as the flames grow around him. As he sways in mania. 

She stares at him as everything she had experienced flows through her mind like a river. 
Their first dance. 

First kiss. 

Their wedding. 

The first day he hit her. 

And the first day she had started to feel nothing. 

Everything must end eventually. 


“Momento Mori!!” 


“Easy...easy...”’ Hiroto mutters, helping Dai to the ground. The hands on her skin are warm. 


“She needs help,” Chizome mutters, trying to rip up his shirt for her wounds. "And you're not 
looking too hot either, Lizard." 


Hiroto shakes his head. "I'll be healed by tomorrow, don't worry about me." 


After changing back, the wounds stretched with her body, worsening with the lack of surface area. 
Her face is covered in blood. Sticky, 

Warm. 

“But she won’t make it long with those wounds.” 

They can still smell the smoke, even from miles away. 

Even when they are surrounded by trash in a rotting alleyway. 

Dai’s eyes feel heavy- her heart emptying every second that passes. 

“Hey...Dai look at me.” Hiroto’s hand touches her cheek, turning her face to look at him. 
“Tt’s done,” he mutters, brushing a piece of hair form her face. “You’re finally free.” 

The numbness she had felt for all those moments crashes. 

Her eyes begin to water, and she doesn’t know why. 

“You are free.” 

He presses his forehead against her’s, bringing her close. 

She grabs onto him, letting the tears in her eyes fall. 

Hiroto practically holds her in his lap, squeezing her with all the warmth in his body. 

She cries. 

She cries because she simply doesn’t know what else to do. 


“You are free.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Alright, guys! Thanks for reading as always! 


Next chapter I will be announcing something fun for you guys! I hope you all can stick 
around long enough to find out what it is! 


Have a wonderful day! 


I hope you enjoyed! 


Werewolf Heart 


Chapter Summary 


The madness has finally begun... 


Chapter Notes 


Hello everyone!! 


Welcome to the next chapter. This will be a bit of a doozy and will be very confusing 
in some bits, but please bear with me! 


I have decided to create a contest for this fic! If you have stuck with me this long, you 
have noticed that I will occasionally do drawings of the characters in the "therefore I 
am" style. I have a challenge for you readers. Draw our villain, Mortifer, in the same 
kind of design as our Midoriya in the first chapter, and I will display your art in the 
final chapter!! 


Please submit your art to the discord I have linked in the notes, you have till 
December! 


Enjoy the chapter and I hope to see some designs from you guys! 


This week's song is Werewolf Heart by Deadman's Bones. It is the song Yuma sings in 
this chapter and PLEASE listen to it its a fucking banger and has such a cool ending. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The tv buzzes black and white again, snapping Izuku out of his trance. 

He swallows, taking in a deep breath. 

Oh... 

Izuku looks up at the wolf’s skull above him. It exhales, turning its head to look down at him. 
‘Hopefully you understand now, boy,” it mutters. 

Izuku’s mouth opens and closes. “I-” he stutters. 


Dai’s past was something no one knew or questioned. Most don’t mind not knowing, especially in 
this day and age. For some, their pasts are simply just private to them and it’s not important to 
speak about- the future holding more importance and significance. And for others, the trauma 
within is so deep and raw no matter how long it’s been healing that simply touching it would cause 
shock. 


She has trauma that Izuku could never understand. Yes, he was degraded and harassed- he was told 


over and over how much his life and choices never mattered. He was beaten and spit on. But Izuku 
has never felt the pain of abuse like her. 


A person she had loved and trusted for years had turned against her. He used her. Hit her. Forced 
her to do unspeakable things including what has been done to Izuku. 


Her kind heart and soul had made it difficult to take care of her own self and needs. It made it 
difficult to leave. 


She... 
Reminds him of him. 


If he were in that scenario, he himself wouldn’t know what to do. How to handle it. How to not 
blame himself. 


She was terrified. For years she was terrified . And unlike Izuku, she didn’t have a Dai in her life. 
For years, she had no one. 


And she blames herself for everything that has happened, no matter how many times she is told 
that is not the case. It has been embedded deep within like a pesky bot fly and will take a really 
long time for her to yank it and coax it out. 


She doesn’t need apologies. She doesn’t need aggression or sadness. 

She needs help. Not just from Hiroto. Nor Stain. Those who have been there from the beginning. 
But she needs help from everyone she loves to tell her it’s going to be ok. 

“T understand,” Izuku says. “I understand completely.” 

The wolf nods its head. 

“Good. ” 


He can hear a slithering sound. Something wet wraps itself around his neck like a snake, squeezing 
tight. 


“You’re already better than most.” 


The object wrapped around his throat squeezes tight, snapping his neck with one satisfying crack . 


It walks through the tar slowly. Gripping its nails in the slippery flooring, it swishes its tail through 
each step. 


“You picked a good one, Shin,” it says, stopping. 


Its eyes look down at Shin’s body sprawled on the ground- strips of tar and slime crawling over her 
body like a parasite. Like jungle snakes. 


Her face is numb. Tired. It appears that she isn’t getting up on her own any time soon. 


It folds its legs, laying down next to her. 


It would have brought the child to her. It would have made things easier for everyone if he could 
reach her directly. 


But that’s not how this works. She needs to choose to come back- to receive the help. 
Or else it won’t even matter. 
Placing its head on her shoulder, it exhales. 


“You deserve that kid more than you think.” 


Izuku gasps, jolting up to his feet. 


He pants in shock, looking around the arena and up at the stands. The phantom feeling of tar 
around his neck stays still, putting shivers down his back. It always feels sick. 


Everyone’s eyes are bulging wide, confused but also infatuated with the situation in front of them. 
Izuku looks over to Dai’s body slowly waking up, watching the twitch in her body and groan in her 
throat. He exhales roughly, arching his back. 


I’m sorry, Dai...this might hurt a bit. 


He pounces, slamming and tumbling onto her until he is sitting on top of her body in a pin. Claws 
holding her arms down and legs pressed against her abdomen. He holds her body tight. 


The crowd screams at the update of the fight, shooting to their feet. 


Dai is now fully awake and aware of her situation. Opening her mouth and thrashing her tail, she 
snaps her jaw and wiggles in his grasp. 


Izuku only presses down harder. 

“Dai...” he says softly, looking down at her empty eye sockets. She howls. 
“It’s ok.” 

She chokes a clot of black onto Izuku’s neck but he doesn’t budge. 

“Look at me,” he says sternly, bringing his nose closer. “‘Dai, look at me .” 
She screams, shaking her head. 

“It’s ok.” 

He can feel her chest huffing and puffing. 

“I’m here.” 

She faces forward, growling. He tucks his head, placing his forehead on hers. 
A surprised, gentle gasp escapes from her mouth. 

“It wasn’t your fault. You may think you deserve this punishment but you don’t.” 


She goes still. 


“Get on with it!!” Someone yells in the crowd. 

She grunts, trying to look to the side but he doesn’t let her. 

‘None of it was your fault. None of it.” 

He can hear her breathing. He can feel the tar on his body soaking into his fur. 
Izuku swallows, shaking his head against her. Her skull is cold. 

“It’s ok. It will all be ok.”’ He pauses. ‘“‘No matter what happens, I’m here.” 
He can feel her body start to relax. The atmosphere starts to feel just a little lighter. 
“J will always be here.” He almost chuckles. ‘You can’t get rid of me that easily.” 
A gurgle bubbles in her throat. 

“M...id...” 

Izuku nods his head. His throat feels tight and he can feel his eyes dampen. 
“Yes...it’s me.” 

She chokes out black. 

“Mid...iya...” 

You can do it Dai. Come back. 

Come back. 


Izuku shuts his eyes, nodding again. He can feel tears start to fall as both sadness and relief 
overcome him. 


“It’s me.” 

He backs away slowly. 

Her eyes sockets are pooling wet tears down her skull. 
She’s back. 

Izuku nearly exhales with relief but she shakes her head. 


“You...can’t be...here,” she whispers, tucking her ears back. ‘You can’t-” she chokes and Izuku 
steps off her. She needs air. 


Body shaking, Dai tries to breathe. Her limbs crack and shrink. 
Her body starts to go back to normal- painfully and slowly. 


Izuku steps forward as the skin on her skull wraps and threads itself back together. She vomits a 
flow of black onto the ground, heaving on her hands and knees. Her eyes and lips are are stained 
black- like a disease have overcome her. 


“Hey! What gives?!” Someone above screams, slamming their hands on the cage dome. “We didn’t 
pay for this bullshit, rip her apart!” 


“Get on with it!!” 
“Fight for fucks sake!” 
Dai looks up with wide eyes, limbs still shaking. Izuku walks close, lowering his head for her. 


“Ignore them.” He nudges her face with his muzzle, wiping at tears staining her skin. “Just look 
at me.” 


He can hear her sniff and cough. “I...I don’t-” 

Izuku shakes his head, shushing her. 

Her eyes look at his fucked up shoulder. The dried blood coating his fur. 
She reaches out a hand. “Mid-” 

Izuku shakes his head. 

“I’m ok.” 

She swallows, touching him in a place where there is no visible injury. 
“T’m ok.” 


She reaches her hands up and grabs his muzzle, pulling him close into a hug. He can feel her 
fingers tangle in his hair and pet at his ears- desperate and thankful for his touch. 


He leans in as he listens to her cries. Her coughing. 

“T thought I lost you,” she whispers. 

“Dai...” Izuku says, backing away from the touch for a second. ‘‘We thought we lost you .” 
She looks down with guilt, biting her lip. “I’m sorry-” 

“No. None of that.” Izuku shakes his head, poking her with his nose. ‘““You’re ok.” 

She exhales, leaning into his touch. She sounds and looks so tired. 

“You’re going to be ok.” 

“Well...well...well.” 


The familiar screech of metal on concrete makes Izuku’s heart drop to his stomach. He turns his 
head. 


A low chuckle. “You and that blonde of yours really know how to entertain.” 


The man from before tilts his head, dragging his weapon behind his body like a dead corpse. Izuku 
can smell the blood on it. 


The mounds of blood and tissue. 


It’s the same man from Dai’s memories. 


Izuku turns his body and shields Dai out of reflex, tucking his tail and pinning his ears. His legs 
stand wide. 


The man steps to the side, unphased or worried, to get a look at Dai behind Izuku. Her fearful eyes 
and frozen stance. 


His toothy grin widens. “Good to see you again, Shin.” 
“Warden...” Dai says, clenching her jaw. 
“Back off,” Izuku snaps, raising his lips. 


He stops, raising a brow. “Or what, pup, you’ll snap me in half?” He brings his hammer forward, 
leaning on it. “You may be his favorite creation but I’m afraid you have no such power in my 
territory.” 


“Ah...I see. It seems that while I was gone your God complex has gotten worse,” Dai comments. 
She shifts behind Izuku. 


Warden snorts. “And it seems you need a little more than fire to kill me or my ideals, my dear.” 
Izuku barks, rattling his spines. 


Warden only continues to look amused. “I can see why you chose this boy, Shin,” he says, 
throwing his hammer over his shoulder. 


He starts to walk. 


“True hero complexes are rare to find by today’s standards. But you...” He huffs with amusement. 
“You, child, have a hero complex that may flicker and crack but it never disappears. Falters. 
Mortifer may have been after you for your quirk but me? Oh my dear child I was after you to 
understand just what makes you tick. Why you are so different from the rest.” 


Izuku follows him with his eyes as he starts to walk circles around them. 


“A boy who was misunderstood his whole life. Bullied for who you were and what you had. 
Thoughts of darkness. Sadness. Plagued with the demons of self-harm and suicide.” He hums to 
himself for a moment. “The world treated you with such unfairness. You had every right to become 
the monster hiding under their bed. The monster that lurks in their nightmares.” He pauses, 
glancing up at the stands. “You had every chance to kill Katsuki and everyone else for what they 
had done to you. You had the choice to kill Shin because of what she let him do to you. But you 
had the strength to choose better.” 


Izuku can feel Dai grab onto his fur, squeezing tight. 


Warden walks closer to them, closing in the circle. “You had the coding to be a villain. You had 
the trauma and the motive.” An abrupt cackle erupts from his mouth. “But you didn’t choose that 
path! Even if you thought about giving up you never chose the darkness! It’s brilliant!” 


He stops, pointing at Izuku with a sharpened fingernail. 


“You were just like him! You suffered just like him, but the difference? The difference, my dear 
child, is that you are better than him in every way imaginable.” 


Izuku’s face falls. 
Warden steps extremely close but Izuku can’t move. 
Something about his presence being so close keeps his body frozen. 


“Tzuku Midoriya, you are the definition of impossible.” His bright purple eyes look at him with 
infatuation and wonder. He can smell his breath as he laughs with craze. “You did what he couldn’t 
do, and that was live.” 


“Warden!!” A strong voice booms over the crowd. “That is enough!” 
Everything goes silent. 
Warden snickers, turning his head. “I’m afraid you have no more authority over me, Kenji.” 


Izuku catches Mortifer’s red eyes. The anger in his expression and the clenched fists held on top of 
the concrete ledge. 


“T took you from your imprisonment to aid me and my cause and I can simply take you right back 
and make sure you never leave.” 


Warden turns all the way around, a smile wide on his face. 


“Please, Mortifer, if you so think that will influence me or my decisions you are wrong. Wherever I 
am, I always have a job to do.” His hand grips his hammer tight. “The world is full of people to 
judge.” 


Mortifer opens his mouth but is cut off by Warden raising his free hand into the air, looking all 
around at his people in the crowd. 


“Ladies...gentlemen...I believe today has been a very special day for everyone!” 
Every pair of eyes looks down at him, focused. 


“Blood may not have been spilled like you had hoped but I believe we got more than what we 
deserved. We witnessed relationships come forth and emotions intertwine. For the first time in 
years, we had souls receive judgment and take it to heart. We got apologies and understanding. 
Growth and learnings.” He grabs his hammer and raises it. “They have truly passed, and unlike 
those who pass and get released from their suffering, they will continue on with life and take their 
judgment and spread it far.” 


The members of the crowd mutter with confusion, looking at one another and back to Warden. 
“But no worries...I may have said this was our final judgment but we aren’t done quite yet. No.” 
Izuku looks down at Dai and he nearly throws up at her expression. 

She looks utterly horrified at what is to come. Like she knows exactly what is about to happen. 
“There is one person in this building who deserves judgment more than anyone else.” 

Izuku’s body freezes. 


“My dear jury, it’s finally time to judge the man who started this all. The man who deserves it 
most out of every creature in this building and in this world.” 


Izuku glances back at Dai. She has a hand over her mouth in shock. She looks sick- pale and thin. 
The crowd goes slack-jawed and Warden simply laughs. 

“Unum extremum tempus iudicemus!” Warden yells, gripping at his hammer. 

A sudden whiff of gas hits Izuku’s nose like a truck. 

And that's when everything goes to shit. 

The ceiling above them explodes. 

“You refusing to tell us who you called really doesn’t make us any more confident in your actions, 
lizard man,” Mirko chirps from behind Hiroto, crouched low. 


They are in the alley The League turned into. He tracked their scent all through the twists and turns 
but...it ends here. 


There's a high chance he will know where they must enter. 

“Tf I told you, you wouldn’t have continued to follow me.” 

“Yeah, I personally wouldn’t have either,” a new voice speaks above them. 
Endeavor snaps his head up and Mirko’s ears fly forward. 

“T give you credit for tracking that damn league, lizard, but you still lack skill.” 


A blade flies out from the dark, nailing the brick above them. A crack and a spark- whatever it hits 
drops to the ground in front of their feet. 


And so does a figure. 
Hiroto rolls his eyes, standing straight. “You and Dai really like dramatic entrances.” 


Stain walks out from the shadows, shrugging. “Oh, like you don’t do it from time to time.” He 
adjusts his stance. “I almost thought you’d do this without me.” 


Hiroto shakes his head. “I’d never hear the end of it.” 
“Oh, you’re fucking kidding me-” The detective facepalms. 


Endeavor rises to his feet suddenly. “Lizard, what is the meaning of this?” He clenches his fists, 
letting flames overcome them. 


Death Arms looks at the hero killer with a slack jaw. 

Stain crosses his arms, glancing at everyone. 

“Hm, what a group...” 

Mirko growls. 

Hiroto exhales roughly, placing a hand on his forehead. “You aren’t helping.” 


“Oh, I’m helping plenty,” Stain responds. 


“Answer the goddamn question, Gamera!” Endeavor snaps. 
Hiroto blinks, turning his head. 


“Yeah, I’m aware this looks bad. It’s why I didn’t tell you.” He pauses. “But considering he’s the 
only one who has a damn clue where this place is, we don’t really have a choice.” 


Stain reaches down and grabs his blade, making every hero and beast behind Hiroto flinch. 
He rolls his eyes, shoving it into his belt. 


“Even the toughest of heroes and villains know when it’s time to put differences aside,” he mutters, 
walking over to the brick wall to their left. “Especially in times like this.” 


Endeavor clicks his tongue. 


“How do you know where this place is?” Mirko asks, tapping her foot on the ground. “Seems a bit 
off that a supposed ally knows where the devil’s hiding spot is.” 


Stain’s hand slides across the brick. “No one’s past is pretty, rabbit.” He stops moving his hand, 
pressing in on a loose stone. 


Something clicks. 


“T’m not the only one in this city who worked for him all those years ago. Who was forced to work 
for him when he returned. I’m not stupid enough to ignore his threats.” 


His hand moves down, searching for yet another loose piece of the wall. 


“You may think of me as a sick bastard, but today I hope you see me as the person who’s helping 
take down someone worse.” 


He presses down on another stone. 
A loud crack and click echoes in the ally followed by a groan. He backs away. 


“He has children and innocent people captured. And if we don’t stop him tonight, his final plan 
will be complete and we will be hopeless.” 


“Cerberus mass produced...” The detective mutters under his breath. 
The wall next to them pops out, sliding to the side slowly. 


Stain narrows his eyes. “It’s worse than that, I hope you know. Yes, the child will be mass- 
produced, but not for regular civilians. Have you ever thought about what this world would look 
like if all your favorite heroes turned into hideous creatures?” He glances at Endeavor and Mirko. 
At Death Arms. “Because he sure as hell has.” 


Mirko’s ears drop and Death Arm’s looks like he is going to vomit. 
“People like him want to watch the entire world burn, and I simply won't tolerate that.” 
Behind the brick, a steel door stands tall. 


Stain looks at everyone with strong eyes. 


“T’m not asking for you to like me or to stop attempting my capture. But for today, I’m asking for 
you to focus on something bigger than me or my morals.” He reaches into one of his pockets, 
pulling out a plastic card covered in dried blood. 


He presses it against the keypad and it beeps. 
The doors start to open. 

It’s quiet for a moment. 

Hiroto walks up to Stain. 


“If you have an issue, you can leave,” he says, forming claws on both his hands. “But we are 
running out of time and options.” 


The beasts behind the heroes slowly walk up, joining them at the door. They really don’t care. At 
least...not anymore. 


He can see it in their eyes. 
Mirko sighs. “Alright, but if there’s any funny business with you I won’t hesitate.” 
“The same goes for me, hero killer,” Endeavor agrees. “You’re lucky you even stand right now.” 


“Oh, I trust you won’t,” Stain responds, grabbing one of his swords and pulling it out. “But ’'m 
sure your priorities will switch up as soon as you see with your own eyes what is in this building. 
Because it sure did for me.” 


Mirko’s ears suddenly shoot up and her stance changes. 
The air turns hot. 
“Hey...does anyone smell something kind of-” 


Hiroto’s eyes widen. He turns around and throws himself towards Mirko, tackling her to the 
ground. 


“Get down!” 
The hallway explodes. 


And so does half of the brick in front of them. 


Yuma winces as Uraraka places an alcohol-soaked rag on one of her open wounds. 
“Sorry...” she says, trying to be gentle. 
Yuma shakes her head, raising her hands to tell her it’s ok. 


But she doesn’t understand. Most people don’t, especially not today. Sign isn’t a particularly 
common language for anyone in this country, nor is it really required in classes. 


Uraraka stares down at her hands. “I’m sorry, I keep forgetting I don’t understand.” 


Yuma’s brows burrow forward. Apologies apologies...this child. 


She had always noticed that this girl in particular likes to put the blame on herself a lot. Or, well, 
she likes to apologize a lot. 


Especially after the training camp. The guilt is visible in her eyes like tears welling. 


Everyone in the class is trying to get rest in Dai and Hiroto’s rooms since they are the only ones not 
trashed or bloodied. To be honest, resting isn’t on anyone’s agenda at this current moment 
considering the restlessness, but Eraserhead wouldn’t let them object. He can’t lose any more 
students after all that has happened. 


The man has been holding on by a thread for the past two hours. He’s been pacing the halls for 
twenty minutes, and she’s quite afraid to snap him out of it. He scares her when he gets like this. 


Todoroki isn’t much better... 


Yuma would be in the lab by herself cleaning her own wounds, she’s done it before, but it seemed 
Uraraka wanted to help. And, well, there was no telling her otherwise. 


She’s similar to Midoriya in that sense. Stubborn... 

But, she also could have wanted a distraction. 

“I’m sorry,” she says again. It seems she has a lot on her mind. 
Yuma rolls her eyes, flaring her nostrils. Again with the apologies... 


She reaches over to Uraraka’s hand holding the rag, grabbing at it gently. She shakes her head. 
Again. 


Her claws are so much larger than her hand, it’s like holding the hand of a baby that was first born. 


She brings Uraraka over so she’s standing in front of her, tilting her head softly. Using her free 
paw, Yuma lightly taps Uraraka’s forehead with her nail and then her mouth. 


Uraraka stares at her, confused for a moment. But, as Yuma thought, she connects the dots 
quickly. 


“Oh! What’s on my mind?” 
Yuma nods, letting her hand go. 


Uraraka swallows before letting out a tiny sigh. She leans back against the counter, placing the rag 
down. 


“T don’t know...” She pauses. It seems there is a lot on her mind by the looks of it. “I guess I never 
really realized how blind we all actually are.” 


Yuma tilts her head and Uraraka shrugs, slightly curving her mouth in a half smile. The expression 
in her eyes and mouth show conflict. 


“T guess a better way to say it, is that I had no idea how bad it actually is...or...well, how bad we 
let it get.” 


Yuma listens to her words carefully. 


“T feel bad, you know?” She continues. “I feel like if I knew somehow... I could have helped 


Midoriya even a little. Or maybe I could have just understood sooner.” 
Yuma watches Uraraka fiddle with her fingers, picking lightly at her nails. 


“We are supposed to be heroes. But we aren’t even helping the people that need it most.” She 
swallows, looking to the side. “I can’t tell if I should be embarrassed or not for calling myself one, 
it’s not an honorable profession during a time like this.” 


Yuma shakes her head, leaning forward. She placed a finger under Uraraka’s chin, turning it to 
face her. 


“Not everyone in this world is guilty of one man's actions or mentalities. Don’t be ashamed of 
wanting to help, especially when you only show care for those around you.” She signs, forgetting 
that it’s no point. 


Uraraka swallows again, glancing to the floor. “I... don’t...” 


Yuma puts on a smile, touching Uraraka’s chin again to lift it. Please do not worry so much, 
child... 


A sharp pain shoots into her neck and she winces, grabbing it with the hand that had touched 
Uraraka. 


The girl’s face lights up with concern. Or, well, more concern than before. “Yuma, are you ok?” 


The pain trickles away, leaving Yuma...quite confused. She blinks, looking down at Uraraka. That 
pain only ever happens when- 


It comes back so much worse like a full-on slap to the face, running down her back and through 
her head. She drops to the ground in shock and Uraraka gasps. 


Uraraka bends down and places her hands on Yuma’s arm. She turns her head back. 
“Aizawa-sensei!” She yells. 


Yuma’s mouth opens in a pant as her bones feel like they are snapping in half. God, now of all 
times? 


She can feel Uraraka’s hands gently press over her fur. “What’s going on? Are you being affected 
by all this now?” 


Yuma shakes her head immediately, choking when her spine compresses. 
The door swings open. 


“Uraraka what-” Eraserhead stops dead in his tracks, looking down at the ground. His eyes widen. 
“The fuck is happening right now?” He runs over, crouching down with his student. 


Uraraka swallows, shaking her head. “I-I don’t know she just-” 
Yuma groans in pain as her snout cracks back into place. 
She’s reverting- and way too early. 


The fur on her body starts to thin down and retract with the fangs in her mouth. 


“Oh shit, she’s transforming back,” Eraserhead says. “Go grab a blanket from Dai’s room, kid.” 
“O-oh ok, yes,” Uraraka responds, nodding her head. She shoots up and runs out the door. 
Eraserhead scoots over and grabs her head, supporting it up. 

“Take a breath, it'll hurt more if you don’t relax.” 

No shit Eraserhead... 


Yuma nods, inhaling slowly through her nose and exhaling through her shaking lips. She squeezes 
her eye shut. 


Over and over she breathes in and out. 

In and out. 

And through each exhale, her body snaps back into place like a messy wooden puzzle. 

She can feel the warmth of Eraserhead’s hands on her face, and the pain slowly ceases. 
“Good,” he mutters, moving his hands from her face down to her shoulders to support her up. 


She opens her eyes and he’s looking at her softly. They are focused on her own eyes and only her 
eyes. 


Because, well, yeah she’s naked right now. She didn’t have on her combat suit when she 
transformed earlier so she doesn’t have the luxury of memory threads at the moment. 


She’s stupid, she knows. 


Uraraka comes running into the room with a blanket almost as large as her, tossing it onto the 
ground by her teacher. 


“This was all I could find in there.” 


Eraserhead grabs it and wraps it around Yuma’s shoulders, closing it tight over her chest. His hands 
on her body is comforting, like a father supporting her after a tough fall. 


The blanket is soft- fluffy. A blanket Dai never takes out of her room. Yuma curls her head in, 
bringing a piece of the blanket to her nose. She can smell a reminisce of her in the fibers. Her soft, 
earthy smell. 


“Are you ok?” Eraserhead asks with sincerity. 
Clearing her throat, Yuma brings in her knees and looks at both Eraserhead and Uraraka. She nods. 


“Yeah I’m good I just...I haven’t transformed back this early in years. It kind of threw me off 
guard.” 


Eraserhead raises a brow. “This has happened before? Any idea on what could have caused it?” 


She shrugs, bringing the blanket closer to her body. “The last time this happened I-” she pauses to 
take a breath. “The last time this happened, Snipe shot me in the chest and I almost died.” 


Uraraka’s eyes widen. “What? How did you-” 


“Survive?” She chuckles in response, moving to stand to her feet. “I honestly don’t know. My body 
went into flight mode and shut down. When I changed back to normal the movement of my ribcage 
pushed the bullet forward and I was able to pull it out. I had internal bleeding but at least there was 
no bullet lodged near my lungs and heart anymore.” She stumbles and Eraserhead catches her, 
holding her upright. “It wouldn’t have worked if it were in any other place in my body. I was 
lucky.” 


Eraserhead lets her go, letting her stand on her own. “Do you think this time was because of the 
stress you’re under?” 


“My quirk has a mind of its own, I could never understand why it does what it does. I’m just glad 
tonight isn’t a full moon or else we would really be having issues.” She cringes to herself. “It just 
sucks though because the timing of this whole thing is rancid. Really, nothing is going in our favor 
today.” 


Eraserhead furrows his brows in confusion at that statement, making her snort and shake her head 
at him. “I know you were planning on going to help find the kid. I’m not stupid, there’s no way 
you would have just sat and waited for Hiroto to do it.” 


Uraraka looks up at her teacher. “Sensei...” 


Eraserhead opens his mouth but she raises her hand. “I’m not stopping you if that’s what you’re 
worried about.” She starts to walk slowly to the door behind them. She needs to put on some damn 
pants. “I was planning on going with you, honestly.” 


“You still can, Yuma,” he says, making her stop at the door. She turns her head. 
Oh. She wasn’t expecting him to actually be honest. 


She raises a brow. “Like this? I’m sorry, dude, but you need the muscle and I may be able to kick 
ass but not as well like this.” 


Eraserhead blinks. “Yuma, you do realize Hiroto and Yue have a group of pissed-off experiments 
on their side? I think we will be fine without your werewolf.” 


Yuma leans against the doorway, clicking her tongue. “Touché...” 
“T’m coming too.” 


A new voice speaks right behind her and she nearly faints. She screams, losing balance and 
crashing to the ground. 


“Oh my god!” Uraraka yells. 
Yuma rubs her arm with a wince, looking up at who just startled the shit out of her. 


Todoroki is looking down at her with shock and confusion. She scowls, pointing a finger at him. 
“You’re lucky the kid likes you so much or I’d put a foot in your ass.” 


Todoroki blinks and Eraserhead groans. 
“Kid...” Eraserhead walks over, very fed up. “What were you doing out there?” 


Todoroki bends over, extending a hand out to Yuma and she takes it, feeling the clear difference in 
temperature between them. 


“T was in the hall and heard Uraraka scream for sensei, so I ran over and ended up overhearing your 
conversation,” he responds, pulling her up to her feet. “I’m serious by the way, I wish to come 
with.” 


Eraserhead crosses his arms and shakes his head. “That’s not a good idea kid, I can’t take you out 
there and risk you getting injured.” 


Todoroki glances at Yuma and then goes back to him. “You do realize none of us ever listen to 
you, right?” 


Yuma puts a hand over her mouth, trying to hide a chuckle. It fails. 
“He’s got a point you know, Eraser,” she snorts. “The little shit is gonna follow us regardless.” 


Eraserhead pinches the bridge of his nose, inhaling a sharp breath. “I honestly don’t know why I 
still teach at this goddamn school- ok fine, fucking fine.” He raises his hands, giving up. “You can 
come, but don’t expect me to take the blame for when your father has a stroke and dies when he 
finds out. 


Todoroki shrugs. “My father can deal with it.” He pauses. “ /f he finds out.” 
Yuma is fully smiling right now with amusement. “God, I love these kids.” 
“Go put a damn shirt on,” Eraserhead says, pointing at the door. 

“Damn, I was gonna go out on the battlefield like this-” 


Eraserhead’s eyes flash red. “Get fucking dressed or I will knock you out and leave without you, 
got it?” 


Yuma’s lips thin as she bites on them. “Yep yep, getting dressed now,” she says before scrambling 
out the door with the blanket still wrapped around her tight. 
“T’m coming too, sensei-” Kirishima tries to argue. 


Shouta shakes his head. “I need you here.” He glances at the class, who have all congregated in the 
hall. “The class needs people who know what’s going on.” 


Kirishima looks pissed. He can’t exactly blame the kid. 


“No, sensei. ’m coming,” Kirishima says firmly. “I practically sat and did nothing while Midoriya 
was ripped away from us. I couldn’t do anything.” He looks at Todoroki. “I get that Todoroki is 
strong and can help a lot in this fight but I can help too. I want to help.” 


Shouta takes a sharp breath, opening his mouth. He doesn’t even want any of these kids coming. 
They shouldn’t be taken into a war zone. It’s a terrible idea, he knows. 


He feels like his old high school self again- impulsive and irresponsible. Hizashi was right, he 
really does have a soft spot for children. Specifically the traumatized ones. 


“T’ll stay here, sensei,” lida speaks up. Members of the class look toward him. He sighs. “I want to 
help as well to get Midoriya back, you have no idea how much. But, I also understand the 
importance of staying back with the class. With Syouma and the new asset.” 


Shouta relaxes a bit, thankful he doesn’t have the whole class begging to come. 


“Well be ok down here,” Uraraka adds quietly. “If there’s an emergency we can just contact you 
with one of those burners, right?” She looks to the whole class, getting nods from some of them. 
“Usually I'd say leave it to the heroes but, well...” She pauses. “Let Kirishima go with you. Pd 
want to do the same if I were him.” 


Kirishima shoots her a thankful smile before turning to look at Shouta. “I know you want to protect 
me and everyone else, but we can make decisions for ourselves. Il deal with the consequences for 
going- so will Todoroki- but please, let me help.” 


God these kids are going to be the death of him... 
Shouta groans, rubbing his face with one of his hands. 
“T’m so getting fired for this...” he grumbles. 

“You really are a pushover, Eraserhead.” 


Shouta blinks, annoyed, before turning around. Yuma is zipping up her combat suit all the way, 
walking up to them in the hall. She reaches into her belt and pulls out a burner, throwing it at ida. 


He catches it. Barely. 


“All the needed numbers are already set up. I have no doubt you’ll be ok.” She stops in front of 
them, crossing her arms and popping her hip out. ““Syouma should wake up first out of the two so 
you ll have him as well if shit for some reason goes south.” 


“Hey, Yuma,” Kirishima says with a casual tone. 
Yuma raises a brow. “What’s up, kid?” 

He points to her. “Why do you have your guitar?” 
Yeah. 


Shouta noticed it immediately. The slick black guitar that is strapped to her back neatly and with a 
clear purpose. It’s hard to miss with how obnoxious it is. But, at this point, he can’t control what 
she does. There’s always a reason for something with her and he can’t even bother anymore. 


Yuma glances back. “Don’t worry about it.” She waves her hand to move along. “Come on, we 
don’t have all night.” 


Kirishima looks to Shouta with concern. “I feel like this is going to end horribly.” 
“Oh yeah.” Shouta nods, and he starts to follow Yuma down the hall. 


“Most definitely.” 


“How are we supposed to find them, exactly?” Kirishima asks as they move quietly across one of 
the roofs. “Hiroto never told you where they were or where they were going.” 


The entire city looks like the aftermath of a war zone. The fire still consumes the streets and breaks 
down cars with hunger. The smell of smoke stains Shouta’s lungs through each breath and he can’t 
seem to get the sight of blood out of his visual. 


Yuma stops for a moment from in front, holding her hand up. She sniffs. 


“Parts of my quirk still remain a couple of hours after I de-transform since senses take a while to 
shift back and forth. I can smell Hiroto...The Detective...and...” She sniffs again. “Endeavor?” 


“Oh, you’re fucking kidding,” Todoroki groans, pinching his nose. 
Well. 
Alright. 


She shakes her head. “Nope. The fucker has been on my ass for years, so I think I'd recognize his 
scent. He’s been here alright.” 


“Well that’s... definitely an interesting pair up,” Kirishima mutters under his breath. 
“Any idea on the direction, Yuma?” Shouta asks, shuffling up to her. 


She takes a second, looking around. “I noticed we are following the patrol route Hiroto and Dai 
would usually follow on the weekends. So...if I’m right...” she points her finger over to the other 
side of the street. “They should have turned over-” 


BOOOOOM 


Right where Yuma pointed, an explosion rips through the alley system and a puff of smoke and 
flame pushes up into the air. 


Her jaw drops as Shouta’s eyes bulge from his skull. He can still hear the echo of the eruption 
through the air. 


Todoroki and Kirishima are silent. 
Yuma slowly turns her head, mouth still wide open. She lowers her hand slowly. 


“*..there...” 


Izuku coughs, heaving out the bits of dust and soot from his lungs. 


Cracking his eyes open, he untucks his body from the ball he was in, letting Dai out of her 
protected state. She groans, rubbing her head in confusion as rubble falls off her chest. 


“What the hell...” she mutters. 


Izuku looks up at the crumbling ceiling. The smoke and descending chunks of concrete. Chains 
dangle loosely, barely hanging on by a thread. 


What just...happened? 
A deep chuckle snaps Izuku’s gaze to the side. 


Warden is standing, holding onto his hammer tightly for support, with a devilish smile on his face. 
There is blood on his head- clearly from bits of rock and fire. He knocks his head back and lets out 
a hideous laugh while swaying. 


Raising one of his hands, he points to the stands where people are frozen in fear. 


“Ohhh, yes!!” He yells, cackling even harder. “How interesting!” 


Izuku’s eyes widen as he finds the red eyes of Shigaraki in the stands. He’s standing from his seat 
calmly, looking down without a hint of expression. Oh. 


Oh. 
Warden whips around and stares at Mortifer in his booth. 


“What are you to do now, oh frivolous leader?” He sways against his hammer, picking it up and 
throwing it over his shoulder. 


Mortifer’s hands are gripping at the edge tightly, cracking the railing even more. He raises his lips 
in a snarl- cracking his neck to the side. Tar starts to slip from his teeth and eyes. His nose and 
every pore in his body. 


Izuku can smell the death flowing from his presence. 


*‘Satis!!”’ He roars, growing larger and larger. His skin rips to bone and cracks like pure 
dislocation, tar slopping from his body onto the stands below. 


Everyone in the crowd stops. Freezing. 


Mortifer grabs the edge and throws himself over, landing down into the arena with a loud thud and 
slop. 


A wet, disgusting growl rumbles in his throat as he towers over Warden. Practically touching his 
nose to the bone, Mortifer stares with murderous intent. 


“You have pissed me off one too many times, Warden,” he spits, spraying black onto the man’s 
face. 


He stares back, unphased. A crooked smile once again spreads across his lips. 


“Oh...but I’m not the one who has caught your place aflame, boss.” He snarks with a grin. 
“Wasn’t it obvious?” 


Mortifer snorts as an angry bull does in the arena, looking up to the stands. He makes eye contact 
with the Leauge’s very own leader. 


*Tomura...” 

The villain stands tall, looking down at Mortifer with a glare. 

Izuku holds his breath as he watches Warden slip away in the background. 

That’s definitely going to be a problem... 

“Pick your allies well, Mortifer.” Shigaraki tilts his head. “Betrayal is almost imminent-” 


Mortifer roars, cutting him off. It’s so loud and sudden, Izuku’s ears snap back against his head. He 
whines, shaking his head. 


Mortifer’s head turns to look at Izuku and Dai, eyes glowing red- a venomous snake ready to 
strike. 


“You...” He huffs and puffs, spitting black. ‘‘All of you...” 
Dai takes a breath behind Izuku, moving out of his grasp. He can hear her swallow. 


“You were destined to lose.” She steps next to Izuku. Her hand grabs onto Izuku’s fur for stability. 
“Have you forgotten?” 


Morfiter hisses. ‘And you were destined to suffer. You think you’re better, my dear Shin ?” 
Dai’s grip tightens. “I am.” 

Izuku can hear the shakiness in her voice. 

“Tam so much better.” 

Mortifer stares at her deeply for what feels like minutes. 

He drops his head, shaking it with what seems to be defeat. But... 

He starts to laugh. 


Izuku’s ears pin back and he backs up with Dai as Mortifer’s laugh becomes sick. Twisted and 
broken. 


The air once again thickens to a suffocating haze. 

“You should know better, dear...” 

He lifts his head, showing off his demented, boney smile. 
“You never will. Even if you spend years believing it.” 


With fast movements, Mortifer snaps his backside forward and flicks his dripping tail. Like Izuku 
would do with his barbs in defense. 


A sharpened spike of tar shoots from his body, soaring straight towards Dai and Izuku. 


Izuku has come to the conclusion that whenever he’s about to die or, well, get fucking shanked, 
everything slows down. He can hear his heartbeat and the crowd's breath. He can feel the heat 
from the flame and the crackle of rock. The grip Dai has on his fur. 


It is as if everything becomes one. A single moment of realization and focus. 


Izuku’s pupils shrink and his ears fly up. His breath hitches into his lungs and he can’t breathe. He 
can’t move. 


And it seems Dai can’t either. 


A broken yell and an explosion yanks Izuku back into his own time like a bitch slap. His nose 
scrunches as an all too familiar scent is swallowed into his nose. 


Nitroglycerin. 
“Get fucked, you psycho!” 


Slamming his hands down on the spike, Bakugou releases one of the ugliest and loudest explosions 


from his palms Izuku has ever witnessed in an indoor setting. 
Izuku grabs Dai and hits the deck. 


The tar explodes into flame, trailing up to Mortifer’s body and overcoming him in an instant. He 
screams, backing up. 


The crowd gasps, running out of the way as the explosion flies up and out of the arena. 
Rolling to the ground, Bakugou skids over to Izuku and nearly collapses. 


Izuku looks at Bakugou as the smoke clears, watching as his injured leg trembles under the weight 
of his body. He’s panting in what looks to be a combination of excruciating pain and anger. 


Blood stains his skin like body paint- both dry and wet. Old and new. 
It’s the only thing Izuku can smell now. 


Mortifer is on the ground writhing in pain. Wriggling like a slug trapped in a bath of salt- trying to 
extinguish the flames soaking his body. 


Where the fuck did Bakugou even come from? ? 
“How did you-” Izuku starts. 


“Get out?” Bakugou pants. He clenches his fist. “The sick bastard had me chained in his chair up 
there.” He staggers, taking a breath. “That damn...Warden unchained me.” 


Izuku freezes. His eyes move up slowly to the booth Mortifer once stood tall in. The cracked 
railing and soot-covered sides. 


Warden is staring daggers at them from Mortifer’s spot, hands holding two sets of empty chains. 
A smile quirks on his lips. 


Bakugou’s knee gives in and he drops. Izuku almost doesn’t catch him with his head- scrambling 
from where he stood to grab him. 


Bakugou grabs onto his neck for stability, cursing as he’s helped back up. 

“Tm fine...?’'m fucking fine.” 

“You've lost too much blood, kid,” Dai speaks up, limping over to him. 

Bakugou swats her and Izuku away, standing on his own. Barley. 

“T’m fine.” 

Mortifer roars from the ground feet in front of them, but his screams soon start to- 
He starts to laugh . 

Izuku’s face drops and Katsuki freezes. 


Rotten-smelling smoke swirls around his body with the flame-like aquatic snakes. Hissing with the 
bubbling tar. 


The teeth in Mortifer’s skull are cracked and burnt, falling from their secured spot. He opens his 
mouth and expels a horrifying cackle that belongs only to the boogyman. Inhaling and exhaling 
through each belt, he stands tall on his feet and shakes with laughter. 


“You think you can stop me with a little fire, Katsuki?” He shrieks with mania, lowering his 
head as tar spills from his mouth. ‘‘Pathetic!” 


“What...” Bakugou gapes, backing up. 
Dai grabs him, pulling him back with her and Izuku. 
Izuku can feel the fear under his skin. He can smell it. 


‘Pathetic pathetic pathetic... ” he hisses, stepping forward. “‘You’re going to regret your 
choices.” 


He chokes, spitting out a black-soaked tooth. 


The red in his eyes turns bloody and psychotic. His body is still covered in the flame- an image of 
nightmares. He laughs again. 


And again. 


“Youre all going to regret!” 


Hiroto and Stain move quickly up front, keeping their guards high. 
The detective runs right behind with his gun held tight in his hands, fingers teasing the trigger. 


A horrific sound erupts through the dim hallway and everyone freezes. A chill goes down Hiroto’s 
spine with familiar ease. 


Stain gives him a look. 

Mirko’s ears shoot up and twitch. “What the hell was that?” She whispers. 
Hiroto swallows, turning to look at every one. 

“Mortifer.” 


Death Arms’s face drops and the air shifts sickeningly cold, despite the lingering smoke and 
flame. 


Hiroto inhales slowly, moving his head back forward. “Come on...we need to keep moving.” 


They sent Yue and the Detective with all the volunteered victims to find the remaining prisoners 
and free them. To find the lab and destroy it. 


“What even...is this place?” Death Arms mutters, following behind. 


Stain sighs, leading. The halls are narrow and confusing- difficult to navigate. “A maze of three 
levels.” A pause. “Or, to the people that live here...” he glances back. “A place that is nearly 
impossible to escape.” 


The sound of running footsteps from around the corner stops everyone in their tracks again. 


Stain grabs his sword, lifting his other hand up. 


The footsteps grow closer and closer, louder and louder. Stain slowly starts to creep up to the 
corner, gripping his sword tight. 


The figure rounds the corner and Stain unleashes his sword- 

“Oh SHIT!” A young, female voice screeches. The owner of it practically jumps ten feet in the air. 
Wait a fucking second- 

Stain groans. “Space buns brat? Are you fucking serious?” He puts his sword down. 


The girl practically looks like she’s going to pass out from shock, covering a hand over her heart. 
Her clothes are covered in soot. 


“Stain-” 


It takes a second for her to process that Stain isn’t the only one here. Her eyes widen and she takes 
a step back. 


“T’m either so dead right now or you’ ve all brought Stain here to congratulate me for blowing this 
place up.” 


Hiroto’s face goes blank. 
Mirko walks up. “Wait a minute- you’ re trying to stop this son of a bitch?” 
Her eyes move to look at every one. She blinks. 


“Uhhhh, yeah? You thought we actually sided with that psycho?” She lets out a quick chuckle. “I 
thought J was crazy.” 


Mirko growls. “After the training camp? Yes.” 
The villain exhales with a nervous smile, rubbing the back of her head. “Whoopsie...” 
Yeah...she’s not all there in the head. 


Hiroto shakes his head. “I know you weren’t to blame for everything. Mortifer is...quite persistent 
with his goals.” 


The villain groans in agreement. “Right? The guy is a total crank.” 


Stain exhales roughly, rubbing his forehead. “We don’t exactly have time to chit chat right now. 
Which way is he located, brat?” 


The girl’s face lights up as Stain speaks to her. Hiroto can hear a small squeal of joy emerge from 
her throat. She points her finger to the left of the split. 


“Take a left and follow it until you find a hole in the floor. Look down and you'll find him!” She 
beams, standing tall on her toes. 


Jesus... 


'°° 


“Oi! What the fuck are you doing down there?? We gotta move it!” A voice yells from the 


opposite hall. 

The girl snaps her head to the side. “Hey! I’m having a conversation here!” She yells back. 
A pause. 

“With who?!” 

Hiroto’s eyes widen at the girl. She better not... 

Thankfully, the girl smiles wide and winks right at Stain. “No one~” 

There’s a groan in response. “Fucking crazy ass bitch...” 

Mirko facepalms. 


Stain begins to look irritated. To be fair, this entire situation is nuts and they don’t have years of 
time on their hands. 


Again, Stain exhales and rubs his forehead. 

“Thanks for the info, brat...” 

Clasping her hands together, the girl swoons. “Anything for you, Stain~” 
“Ok, I’m done with this,” Endeavor scowls, pushing forward. 


The villain takes this as an opportunity to depart as Endeavor gets too close for comfort, turning 
towards the voice that called her. 


“Good luck!” She yells, skipping away. “You’re gonna need it...” 
“T hate this goddamn city...” Mirko says with a shiver. 
“Welcome to the club, rabbit,” Hiroto responds, taking the lead with Stain once again. 


But as soon as they turn the corner, an explosion booms below their feet and shakes the entire 
complex. As if a category 6 earthquake just ripped through the city for five seconds, they are left 
grabbing at the walls for grip. 


“What the fuck-” Death Arms yells as he stumbles forward. 


“T-” Hiroto starts, regaining his balance. His nose catches a familiar scent. Pausing, he stands up 
straight. 


Inhaling sharply, he intakes the smell once again. Like a dog sniffing a trail. 
Stain notices this. “What do you smell, lizard?” 

Again, Hiroto takes in a whiff. 

“Nitroglycerin mixed with...tar...and a Jot of it...” 


It takes him a second before his eyes widen with realization. “Fuck! We gotta move!” he yells, 
pushing off into a run. 


“Wait wha-” 


“NOW!” 


Moments ago... 


“T need to get the fuck down there,” Bakugou struggles in his chains. “God these fucking chains 
are impossible!” 


Nishi struggles with him, trying to slip her wrists out of the restraints. But she’d have to break her 
thumb to get even close to slipping out of these ones. 


“Try and moisten your wrists with your sweat, kid,” Nishi says, trying to form claws as best as she 
can. But they aren’t long enough to pick the lock. “These chains aren’t strong enough to suppress 
the whole quirk so I know you’re still sweating buckets.” 


“Do you want to fucking explode?” Bakugou snarks. “If I’m not fucking careful, as soon as these 
bitches come off they could be set off from how much it’s been building up.” 


Fuck... 

Nishi groans, trying to look around for something. 

But her eyes find something different. 

“Hm...how interesting...” 

The breath from Nishi’s lungs is sucked out in an instant and her eyes go wide. 
Warden slowly walks up to them, boots clacking against the cement. 


Nishi scrambles back to shield Bakugou with her body, hands pressed down on the ground hard. 
Her breath is held tight in her throat and she can sense the kid’s nerves rising. 


“What do you want?” She snaps, trying to keep her body from shaking. The guy may have been 
helpful but that doesn’t mean he lacks unpredictability now. 


Warden doesn’t stop. He shoves one of his hands into his pocket, pulling out a set of keys. 


He bends down, getting so close Nishi can smell the breath from his lips. The blood on his clothes. 
She can’t move. If he touches her- 


He grabs her chains, sticking in the key and unlocking it with a single click. They drop to the 
ground. 


...what? 
She glances back at Bakugou who’s giving her a very similar look of confusion. 
“Why are you-” 


He smiles, fangs poking into his bottom lip. He reaches behind her and grabs Bakugou’s chains, 
pulling him close. He sticks the key in and rips the chains off with more force this time. 


“You may want to get down there, child, it seems your friends might need some fire.” 


“You never will. Even if you spend years believing it.” 


The air goes thin and Bakugou visibly shivers. 


He quickly stands and looks down at the pit- his eyes widening , seemingly both from the pain in 
his leg and from what seems to be happening down below. He doesn’t wait around for another 
second. He climbs up onto the edge and jumps down, setting off an explosion to propel him 
downward. 


He screams with rage and Warden turns his body and ducks down, grabbing Nishi's shoulder and 
shoving her all the way down to the ground. 


“Get fucked, you psycho!” 
“Wha-” 


An explosion rips through the arena and shakes the entire booth and the air around it. It's worse 
than the explosion the league set off. 


It's angrier than the one the league set off. 


Nishi can hear a scream of agony from Mortifer as the rumbling ceases. The smell of tar and 
nitroglycerin soon replaces the rot and blood. 


Her jaw drops in shock. 


She can feel Warden’s warmth and the smell of his hair on her body. It makes her uncomfortably 
nauseous. 


Warden quickly composes himself, huffing as he removes himself from her. He grabs the chains, 
standing with ease as his eyes glance down with ice. 


“T wouldn’t waste any more time, it seems you will be needed soon enough.” 
He..4 
“You have something planned...” Nishi hisses as she rubs the sore skin. “ Don’t you?” 


He smiles again, only she can’t tell what kind of smile it is. From the way his teeth poke at his lip, 
and the way his tongue sits in his mouth. The way his skin creases. Or the way his nose flares. 


It’s...disorienting. 


“The surprise would be ruined if I said what,” he says in a hushed tone, standing straight so he’s 
completely looking down at her. 


The uneasiness in the air sinks into her spine like concrete. 
“T believe you have something to do, hm?” 


Nishi swallows, clenching her fists against the concrete. She can hear her nails scrape as she scoots 
away from him, keeping her eyes on his body language and the eyes piercing into her skull. 


She turns, pushing off into a clumsy run down the dim hallway. She can still hear the chains rattle. 


And she can still smell the putrid stench of blood mixed with his hair and clothes. Nishi pushes 
down a gag as she runs faster, practically slamming into the wall as she turns to the staircase. She 
can’t help in the pit. Not with the number of guards rushing there right now. 


So...she’s going to help by doing what she does best. 


Fucking shit up from the inside. 


Back to the present... 
Izuku pushes himself in front of Bakugou and Dai, pinning his ears back and holding his ground. 
“Deku...” 


He swallows as Mortifer tilts his head with a sinister, dripping grin. As he walks closer- flame 
overcomes his body like clothing. 


People are escaping from the stands left and right, realizing that shit has just gotten a little too real 
for comfort. 


Guards and people in lab coats are running to the edges of the pit with guns and zap poles pointed 
down. Fingers teasing buttons and triggers. Izuku can hear the humming and clicks. 


No one is getting out. 


“It’s always unfortunate when my creations fight back...” Mortifer hisses. ‘‘But it’s no 
matter...I’ll get you to cooperate, one way or another.” 


Izuku gets ready to bare his teeth and lift his lip in a snarl when a rock propels down and lands 
against Mortifer’s skull with a crack. It came down way too fast for it to be an accidental fall. Way 
too aggressive and purposeful. 


He can smell new bodies. 

Familiar bodies. 

Everyone in the arena looks up. 

“Nah, mate. None of them will be cooperating with you today.” 

Izuku can’t tell if he’s relieved right now or if he’s going to shit his pants. 


The rabbit hero, Mirko, just threw a fucking rock at Mortifer’s head from the gaping hole in the 
ceiling. 


Izuku’s mouth opens but snaps shut when Endeavor’s body becomes painfully visible. 
When Death Arms and his furrowed brows catch Izuku’s eyes. 

When Stain points a sword downward. 

And when Hiroto stares down with big acidic yellow eyes. 

“Oh fuck ,” Bakugou curses, backing up. 


“God damn it, Hiroto...” Dai comments, grabbing Bakugou’s arm and pulling him back towards 
the wall. “You were supposed to stay...” 


Izuku steps back until his tail brushes against the concrete. Against Bakugou’s arm. 


“Long time no see, Kenji ,” Hiroto snarls. 
Mortifer exhales a short chuckle- unnerved. The flame starts to disappear. 
“Indeed, Ishikawa.” 


Hiroto pushes forward and jumps down from the hole. He descends with a growing tail and 
sharpened nails, with a stretching snout and long slithering tongue. Slamming his fists down onto 
the ground with impact, he opens his mouth and screeches. The concrete cracks from his weight. 


Mirko drops and lands next to him, hands on the ground with her hips pointed up. Her ears point 
forward with aggression. 


Death Arms and Endeavor fall down together, landing slightly in front of Hiroto. 

“You are one sick-looking bastard...” Death Arms sneers, punching his knuckles together. 

Izuku fights the urge to shiver at the sight and smell of Endeavor's flames. His ears pin back. 
Stain drops in front of everyone, pointing his sword forward with a nasty glare. 

He tilts his head. “Satis,” he spits Latin. 

Enough... 

A word he’s heard one too many times tonight. 

It makes Izuku sick that he can understand that. 

Mortifer lifts his head with disgust. 

“So you’ve turned to the heroes you wish death upon, seems you’ve lost yourself, Chizome.”’ 


“I’m not the one who has lost himself,” Stain responds, narrowing his eyes. “It is time you realized 
that.” 


Mortifer cracks his head to the side, chuckling. “I have lost nothing.” 


Izuku can hear Dai clenching her fists with nerves. He can hear the faint pop and crackle in 
Bakugou’s stressed palms. 


He can hear every single movement and breath as his heartbeat increases. 


Endeavor takes a deep step forward. “It’s time I send you straight to hell for your crimes, demon,” 
he says boldly, raising a hand full of deep orange flame. 


Mortifer looks at Endeavor without a hint of fear. Without any care or regret. The number two hero 
is nothing to him in this instance. 


“Et venies mecum...uno modo vel alio.” 
And you will come with me...one way or another. 


Endeavor spits a tsk, clenching his fists. He may not have understood what was just said, but there 
was no need. 


The tone was all there. 

“Cool it, Endeavor,” Stain mutters, glancing at the hero. “He wants your reaction.” 
Izuku can see the villain grasping his sword tighter. He can see the whites in his knuckles. 
“And he is going to get it,” Endeavor responds, winding one of his arms back. 
Mortifer’s energy changes to something different. 

It shifts like spoiled milk and Izuku’s entire spine shivers. 

He can tell Dai has noticed. 

He can tell that other people have noticed. 

The spines on Hiroto’s tail rise. 

Oh fuck. 

Oh fuck. 

Hiroto’s head snaps in his direction. *‘Don’t-” 


But, as always, no one can stop Endeavor from reacting. He shoots out a stream of ugly flame 
towards Mortifer, yelling with frustration. 


Mortifer hums, unfazed, and a pool of black appears right beneath Mortifer’s feet. It’s the same 
black puddle that he’s seen with his own eyes too many times. 


He drops to the ground. 

The flame hits the wall behind where his body once stood, and the blackened portal closes shut. 
Endeavor freezes. 

“RUN!” Dai screams at everyone in front of her and Izuku’s eyes widen. 


The portal appears directly in front of Endeavor’s feet and right as the hero looks down in shock, a 
pair of boney jaws shoot up like a shark. 


Endeavor steps back and extends his hand out. But it’s too late. 


Mortifer’s entire body shoots from the blackened pool- above everyone's heads in an almost 
elegant motion. His tail extends down towards the hero like a whip, wrapping around Endeavor’s 
torso where flame doesn’t touch his costume. 


He twists his body with fast hostility, slinging Endeavor up and out as he descends- switching 
places. Air to ground, ground to air. 


Izuku’s breath is sucked from his trachea as Mortifer lets go and jump up, swinging his leg around 
and landing a horrific blow to the hero’s stomach and chest. 


He is sent flying into the stands with a crash. 


“Endeavor!!” Death Arms yells with horror. 


Mortifer lands with a huff, turning his head to everyone with a horrifying red glare. He exhales, 
spitting tar onto the ground beneath his feet. 


He extends his leg out and kicks Stain in the chest, sending him tumbling into the wall. 


“Have you gone completely mad?!” Dai screams with terror in her broken vocal cords. “How could 
you?!!” 


Hiroto looks like he is going to vomit. 
And Izuku has absolutely no idea what’s going on. 


Mortifer hums a small laugh, coughing and spitting onto the ground. He steps towards them. ‘“‘How 
foolish you are, my dear. Why wouldn’t I take advantage of an ally?” 


Izuku blinks and ten portals open on the ground like open eyes. 
No... 

He- 

“You really are a dim woman, Shin.” 

He drops down again and everyone scrambles. 

Dai grabs Izuku by the neck and pulls his head to face her. 


“Kid, take Bakugou and go. I never expected him to go this far, he’ll drag us all down with him if 
he so wishes! ” 


A claw reaches up and grabs Mirko’s ankle. Hiroto yells, tackling her out of the grasp before she 
could be pulled under. 


He surfaces right next to their crumpled bodies, clamping his jaws onto Hiroto’s thigh. 


He roars in pain, grabbing Mortifer’s neck with his claws and ripping him off. Tar sprays onto 
Mirko’s skin as she jumps out of the way. 


They both stand and grab at each other’s bodies, snarling and gnawing at each other with 
murderous intent. Like two lions fighting, they bite and claw, and grab one another in desperation. 


“We aren’t fucking leaving!” Bakugou objects. 


Hiroto pushes Mortifer down, wrapping his tail around his neck and squeezing. But he’s forced to 
let go when Mortifer once again drops to the ground. 


“GO!” Dai yells as a portal appears right behind her on the concrete. His claw reaches through and 
grabs her throat. 


Izuku’s eyes widen as she’s yanked back. 
But, he’s not sitting and waiting for her to get dragged through this time. 
Not again. 


Pinning his ears back and raising his lips, Izuku lunges and grabs Mortifer’s wrist- clamping down 


hard . Mortifer lets go of Dai, and Izuku thrashes and pulls. 
It doesn’t take much force for the hand to come straight off with a disgusting wet snap. 


Mortifer’s now gushing black stump retreats back and the portal closes, leaving Izuku spitting and 
yacking the tar from his mouth with disgust. 


Bakugou covers his mouth and looks to the side as his hand splats onto the ground. “God, why do 
you always go for the hand-” 


Izuku huffs, looking at Dai as she rubs her neck. ‘I’m not leaving. Not this time.” 
“Oh...my precious creation, how you wound me.” 


A portal opens right under him and Bakugou immediately sets off an explosion, slamming into 
him. 


Mortifer crawls out, cracking his limbs and neck. 

“Do you really wish to rebel against your creator?” 

He reaches his arm out, slowly allowing for a new hand to regenerate into black. 

Izuku’s eyes narrow as he slowly stands back to his feet. He shields Bakugou behind him. 
“You ruined my life,” Izuku barks. “You ruined everyone’s life.” 

Mortifer hums. “*Your lives never meant anything, child.” 

Izuku snarls, pinning his ears back. 


“Do you feel no sadness or regret for those you’ve killed?? For the people, you have 
traumatized?” 


Mortifer continues to look at Izuku with a lack of amusement. “Do you yourself feel sympathy 
for those you have killed?” 


Something cracks inside Izuku’s chest and he roars, snapping his teeth loudly. 
“ Enough!” 


‘Nothing is ever enough, my hell hound.” Mortifer dodges a kick from Mirko, swatting his tail 
and smacking her hard. She slams against the wall and he grabs her, pinning her tight till her lungs 
squeak. He moves his muzzle close to Mirko, exhaling onto her neck. His nails drag across her skin 
delicately. ‘“We as a species fail to understand that we are all more similar than we think.” 


He presses his nails into her skin, drawing pricks of blood and Izuku sees red. She screams, 
squirming in his grasp. Her legs move up and kick him off- dropping her to the ground with a 


gasp. 


“And until every single person is met with their own inner monster. Until there is no more 
room to judge....” he staggers, glancing up at Endeavor now blasting towards him from above. “I 
will never stop.” 


He drops down into another portal and Endeavor lands with a frustrated yell. One of Stain’s blades 


shanks into the wall with a crack. 
Dai runs to Mirko’s side, reaching out a hand. 


“So you’re the ex...” Mirko’s eyes look her over, taking the hand with no hesitation. “I’m 
assuming you have no problem with me snapping your lunatic ex-husband's neck?” She wipes off 
the trails of blood on her chest with annoyance. 


Dai shakes her head, keeping her guard high. “I already stabbed him in the face, be my guest.” 
Mirko’s ears twitch and she smiles, lowering her stance. “I like you already.” 


“Don’t sssspred far from one anothhher,”’ Hiroto hisses, looking around at the portals displayed 
on the ground. ‘‘One wrong sssstep and he’II drag ussss under.” 


“As if,” Endeavor growls, standing tall. 
Dai steps forward, exhaling. 


“You shouldn’t have come, none of you. This should have been my problem only. But...” She looks 
back at Izuku. “It’s time he finally got the karma he deserves.” 


“You know I’ve been waiting for this, there’s no chance I’d let you do this on your own,” Stain 
mutters, pulling his sword from the wall. 


Dai clenches her fists, taking a deep breath. Tar drips from her pores. From her hair. She takes 
another breath, letting her quirk slowly be incorporated into her body. 


Like she taught him. 

Breathe and release. 

Breathe and release. 

Mortifer surfaces, opening his mouth to expel mounds of clotted tar and spit. 
Everyone positions themselves. 

Dai unclenches her fists, letting them relax. 

“Momento Mori, my dear,” Dai says quietly, flexing claws onto her hands. 


She charges. 


Naomasa covers his mouth with his sleeve as soon as the door opens to the cell hallway. 
The smell is something he is all too familiar with. 

Piss and rot. 

Death. 


It’s so much worse than what he was expecting. And it makes him sick to think this has been going 
on for so long. That he had not known for so long. So many people have died. And so many people 
have lost the lives they once had. 


Beasts groan and wail. Pace and snarl at the now-open door. 

They aren’t people anymore. 

Naomasa swallows and one of the hybrids pokes him in the back with a worried whine. 
The snake woman Yue, if he remembers, turns to him and points to the cells. 


“We need to get these people out before everything comes down,” she signs, and thank fucking god 
he can understand her. Learning sign all those years ago was worth it. 


He nods, watching as she unzips a crossbody shoulder bag, grabbing a few full vials of a light blue 
liquid. He can tell by the way her neck flaps are twitching that she is incredibly uncomfortable. 
Like she is going to be sick any second. She swallows thickly. 


“Injections would go too slow, I need these placed orally.” She passes a couple to Naomasa. “Do 
your best to agitate them enough to get their mouths close. Throw it or pour it, do what you need.” 
She walks into the hall, picking the first cell on their right. 


Naomasa looks down at the vials for a moment. He squeezes them with a breath, feeling the cool 
glass on his skin. 


A nose pokes him in the back again, pushing him forward. He looks back at the collection of bright 
eyes and droopy ears. The emptiness in their eyes. 


Yeah... 
He’s really going to need to rethink all his past actions and choices. 
None of these people. None of The Oni. 


None of them deserve what they’ ve been through. And none of them deserved to feel the hate from 
both him and this place. 


It’s time this has ended. 


And it’s time he’s made some changes . 


Yuma runs carefully through the darkened halls, keeping her body low. 


Eraserhead is right behind her, holding the kids behind. She can smell bits of Hiroto and Stain. 
Endeavor... 


And she can smell at least seven different animals. 


“T don’t know what happened here...we need to be careful,” she mutters, reaching a corner. Her 
hand drags across the concrete as she slows to a stop. “But judging on how this place smells of 
chemicals and fire, I’m assuming nothing good.” 


Yuma turns the corner and a force grabs her. 
A scaly hand slaps over her mouth and panic spikes up into her brain. 


Yuma grabs the arm and reaches back, hooking the collar of the force's shirt. She flips them over 
her shoulder and slams her knee onto their chest with a bang, placing a hand on their throat. 


Wide eyes stare up at her. It’s a woman. And she's in rough condition. 
“Wait-” the woman says, raising her hands. 

Eraserhead runs over and gasps. 

“What the fuck just-Nishi??” He yells. 

Yuma snaps her head up. “Nishi?” 

Todoroki and Kirishima join with their mouths gaped open. 


The woman grabs Yuma’s wrist and rolls to the side, kicking her off. She coughs, rubbing her 
throat. “Yeah, it's me, Jesus Christ...” She looks up at Yuma. “Good form.” 


“Oh my god, it’s you,” Kirishima says, reaching down and holding his hand out. 

“Hey, kid,” she says, grabbing the hand. “Long time no see.” 

She’s pulled up to her feet, allowing everyone to get a good look at her. 

She doesn’t look too good. And she looks really out of it. 

“The hell happened to you?” Eraserhead asks, putting a hand on her shoulder for support. 


“Mortifer caught my ass and threw me into the pit.” She looks past them to the end of the hall. 
“His fucking guard dog really did a number on me and your kids- ” her eyes widen with realization. 
“FUCK!” 


Eraserhead flinches. 


“Your kids!” She looks at Eraserhead, grabbing his arm. “You need to go, they’re in the pit with 
that psycho right now and shit is hitting the goddamn fan.” 


The color is Yuma’s face drains. 
“They’re what?!” Yuma yells. “Why aren’t you with them??” 


“T’m no help in that fight, Dai is with them down there. I’m on my way to destroy his labs, when 
this place comes down I need everything gone. And I mean everything.” 


Hearing Dai’s name nearly turns Yuma’s knees to jelly. 
She’s alive. 
“Where are they?” Yuma stresses. 


Nishi points down the direction she came from. “Follow that hall and take two lefts and a right, 
head up the staircase and you’ll reach a viewing booth.” 


Eraserhead nods, looking at Kirishima. “Go with her, kid, she’ll need help. Round back to meet up. 
Yuma, Todoroki you’re with me we need to go.” 


“Yes sir,” Kirishima doesn’t argue. 


Yuma is ready to turn and take off when Nishi grabs her shoulder. 


“ Jinrou ,” she says, causing her to turn her head around. 


“Cause a scene. I’m going to unlock all of the prisoners’ cells at once from the control room but I 
need everyone to be distracted to do so.” 


Yuma looks into her eyes. The seriousness in her tone. 

She nods, reaching back and grabbing the neck of her guitar. 

“You got it.” 

“You don’t look so good, Nishi,” Kirishima mutters as they run down the hall. “You need to slow 
down.” 

Nishi shakes her head, turning the corner. “I’ve been through worse, kid.” 

They reach the door to the surveillance room. She kicks it open with a yell. 

An LC whips around in shock. 

“Hey!” He yells, reaching for the shock pole strapped to their belt. 


Nishi extends a tail and leaps up, swinging and hitting the LC across the face. He stumbles back 
into the control panel and she grabs his coat, yanking him close. 


Her fist cracks against his nose and he’s out, dropping to the ground beneath her feet. 


Nishi pants, shaking her hand. She spits to the side before walking up to the panel. She grabs onto 
it for support, looking for the controls she needs. 


God...everything hurts. Her head wants to pound in her skull. 

Kirishima grabs her shoulder, holding her steady. 

“What do you need from me?” He asks. 

Nishi takes a breath, swallowing. Her eyes look up at the cameras. 

“Tell me where everyone is,” she responds, looking down at the controls. 


Kirishima nods, looking up. “There are some cameras damaged from the explosion, but...” He 
looks around. “Camera-06, there are some people running down the hall. They look like this guy.” 


Nishi looks up and then down, pressing just a couple of buttons. The power goes completely out in 
that specific hall. 


“Next,” she continues. 

“A few more in Camera-19.” 
Buttons press and click. 
“Mkay.” 


“There are-” Kirishima pauses, squinting and looking harder. “Oh god, no, are the league seriously 
here right now?” He gasps. 


Nishi glances up. Those that came to view from The League of Villains are running towards the 
exit. Most of them are covered in soot and the expressions on their faces make it pretty clear they 
want the fuck out of here. 


Yeah. They aren’t the issue right now. 
“Don’t...worry about them,” she says. “Who else, kid?” 


Kirishima clears his throat, looking deeper. “It seems everyone else is in...an arena? It’s Camera- 
26." 


Nishi looks up at that camera, clicking it and zooming in. 
Mortifer is using portals. 

He’s using goddamn portals. 

Her eyes widen. “Oh, sweet Jesus- he didn’t .” 

Kirishima snaps his head over. “What? What is it?” 


Nishi presses a few buttons and zooms closer. Midoriya and Hiroto are clawing the shit out of 
Mortifer in the middle. But he escapes down to the ground through a puddle of black. 


“Not a lot of people know but when Mortifer came back he recruited an LC who could use shadow 
portals. It’s how Dai and your friend got taken so easily. He’s using those same shadow portals.” 


Kirishima’s face drops. And so does all the color on his face. 
“That’s not possible. That can’t-” 


Nishi shakes her head. “When you become a small ally to another psycho villain, anything is 
possible, kid.” She places a hand over her mouth. “God of course he’d have that fucking man take 
his quirk and transfer it, it’s perfect for him!” She zooms in closer. Her fast twists with realization. 
“But [ also don’t understand....The LC once told me that if he uses his quirk too much like that it 
eats him from the inside out and can rot his organs.” 


“My god- why would he take a quirk like that??” Kirishima asks. “He’s too smart of a man to take 
on something like that.” 


“He never told Mortifer in fear that it would show weakness. He must have not known. Or if he did 
he was desperate.” 


“So what now? Can we use that to our advantage?” 

“We can...” 

Nishi exhales, zooming out of the camera. Her eyes catch something in one of the cameras. 
“But...” 

She clicks on it and Kirishima’s eyes widen. He looks at her. 

Nishi swallows. 


“We leave it to them first.” 


Izuku snaps his teeth in a bark, grabbing Bakugou by the wrist and throwing him towards 
Mortifer. 


“You're really getting on my nerves, asshole!” Bakugou yells. 


Mortifer drops down into one of his portals and immediately shoots up behind Bakugou, mouth 
wide open. 


Bakugou barely gets time to react when Mortifer grabs onto his ankle with his jaws. He swings his 
palm around as soon as pressure tightens on his skin he sets off a spark, causing Mortifer to let go 
and cower back into a portal like a mole. 


Bakugou lands, screaming with frustration. “Fuck this fucking piece of-AHG!” 


Hiroto looks to Dai who is panting loudly. Her hands are covered in black and her legs are 
shaking. Izuku can tell she’s having a hard time holding onto that control. That it’s trying to slip. 


“This is insane!” Mirko huffs. “None of you mentioned these crazy ass portals.” 
“It’ssss becausssse he never had thhhem beffffore,”’ Hiroto hisses. 
Mortifer surfaces with a child-like giggle, throwing his head back. 


Dai shakes her head. “I never thought you could get worse but you just did, Mortifer!” She 
screams. The tone in her voice makes Izuku feel sick. “Your own employees? Your own trusted 
people? I don’t care if he worked for you, he had a family! You’ve killed your employees before 
but this? Oh my god, this is- you took his quirk and let him do whatever the fuck-” 


Her voice tightens and Izuku can smell the salty tears forming in her eyes. 
Izuku is horrified. He doesn’t understand what’s going on but he can connect the bits and pieces. 


“Number 046 was of excellent service .”” He coughs, hacking up black. “He knew what he 
signed up for.” 


“Bullshit!” Dai snaps, visibly spitting. “You let that demon into this and now you’re going to pay 
the consequences for being desperate. He isn’t to be fucked with!” 


“That demon doesn’t understand the true concept of power!” He raises his head, growing taller. 
His antlers creak and crack- growing even more sharpened points. ‘That is enough speak of 
him!” Mortifer gags, spewing mounds and mounds of black onto the ground. He heaves with a 
growl. 


Izuku looks at everyone. He and Hiroto make eye contact with each other. 
His body is rejecting the quirk. 
Endeavor sneers with disgust as Mortier spills black from his nostrils. 


Dai bites the inside of her cheeks, lifting her head. “It seems you are the one who doesn’t 
understand the concept of power.” She takes a step forward as Mortifer spits. “Your plan wasn’t 
perfect like you wished. You were starved from the power you once had.” 


“Satis!” Mortifer snarls. 


“T don’t think you understand the true person in power is him. Your desperation is killing you from 
the inside out. And he Jet it happen.” 


‘Hoc satis est a te, meretrix!”’ 
Izuku doesn’t want to repeat that in his head. 


Dai tilts her head, raising her lip with disgust. A tear falls down her cheek. “Doesn’t feel good, 
does it? Being played?” 


Mortifer yells, snapping his tail and shooting out a spear as he did earlier. But Endeavor steps 
forward and expells an ugly flame onto the tar, immediately lighting him aflame. He howls, falling 
into one of the portals. 


“What is happening right now, hag?” Bakugou steps back. 

Dai swallows, wiping her face. She as well takes a step back. 
“We have an advantage,” she sniffs, dodging half the question. 
A portal in front of them opens, only slower. 


Mortifer’s claw surfaces and grabs onto the concrete, dragging him up and out of the darkness. The 
anger fuming from his body is incomparable as black now starts to fall from his eye sockets like 
Izuku’s own acid. 


“Damn...” a new voice echoes. 

Izuku’s head snaps up in the direction of Mortifer’s crumbling booth. 

A foot steps up onto the half-broken ledge, and a hand reaches back, grabbing a slick black guitar. 
“You really are one sick-looking son of a bitch!” Yuma yells, holding her guitar in play. 

Dai’s eyes widen as Yuma lifts her hand. As her nails strum against the strings. 

“Oh my god...” Dai mutters. 


Yuma’s aggressive with her strums. Aggressive with the eye contact on Mortifer’s shaking body. 
She’s purposely messy with her movements. 


“You’d look nice in a grave,” she sings, raising her lip in a sneer. 

“T smile at the moon, death is on my face.” 

“Guards!” Mortifer yells up at the people above. 

Three of the armed men break off and run towards the entrance to the booth. 
“And if you wait too long then you’ll never see the dawn again.” 

Bakugou looks at Izuku, swallowing. 

“What is she doing...” he mutters through his teeth. 


Izuku opens his mouth to respond but shuts it when he starts to hear something. 


Harsh breathing. 

Sharpened claws against concrete. 

“My skull is full of sunken ships.” 

“My heart’s a prisoner to my ribs.” 

“We're flesh and bone when we’re all alone.” 
“But together, forever, we live.” 


Yuma drops one of her hands and starts to snap her fingers. Slow and concentrated, she doesn’t 
break eye contact. 


Izuku can hear growling. He can hear the anger within multiple bodies. 
She stops snapping, picking back up onto her guitar. 
“There’s gold in my heart, but the winds took my sails through the dark.” 


One of the men pops up behind Yuma and she ducks, avoiding a swinging pole. She sidesteps and 
leans her back against the wall, kicking him in the chest hard enough to send him flying into the 
stands below. 


“And if you wait too long then you’ll never see the dawn again.” 
The air grows thin and Izuku shivers. 
It seems the heroes have felt the same feeling. Mirko’s ears shoot up and her tail quivers. 


Yuma snaps her fingers again, spinning around and knocking the next guard in the face with her 
fist. 


“He filled my heart, I did my best.” 

She turns back around, flaring her nostrils. 

“But without the sun, I’m only shadows in a dress.” 

Mortifer slowly finishes crawling from his portal, standing to his feet. 
““Cause if the full moon comes, our love is done.” 

“So forever, towards dawn, we run.” 


Something howls and Yuma snaps her wrist, aggressively strumming up and down on her guitar. 
She leans over the edge, looking straight down at Mortifer. 


The howling doubles and so does the sound of claws and breathing. 
Izuku looks around and he can start to see the glowing yellow and red eyes of pissed-off animals. 


Mortifer follows Izuku’s actions, moving his head around with what seems to be a rising 
realization. 


Beasts bark and screech, howl, and snarl. Their eyes and then face become visible from the 


hallways like stalking spirits. 


Yuma finishes out, violently strumming at her guitar as the people standing guard turn around in 
fear as they themselves are surrounded. 


She arches her back and lifts her chin, belting out a raucous howl. 

Every single beast joins in and Yuma pulls her guitar off her shoulders, holding it up like a weapon. 
“Let the party begin, FUCKER!” She turns and swings her guitar, smacking it against an incoming 
guard's face with a crack and split. 

Kurogiri sighs, wiping off the last of the glasses from the bar. He looks up at the screen. 

“Tf I may ask, sir, why did you do it?” 

There is a hum from the screen. 


Kurogiri places his towel down. “Not too long ago, you wished to wait for his downfall, what 
changed?” 


There's a small breath on the other side. “It’s funny you say that, Kurogiri...” the master starts, 
leaning his cheek onto his fist. 


“For as long as I’ve known that man, I had been plagued with the thought of what would happen if 
the devil himself became desperate... If he himself was tempted as Eve was in the garden.” 


Kurogiri stands still. 


“Our species’ biggest flaw is our need to always control. To always have some sort of...” the 
master clenches his fist. “Power.” 


He pauses. “Well...desperate people do desperate things, Kurogiri.” He leans off his hand and 
looks straight. “But that desperation also leads to failure. Mortifer once wished for nothing from 
me, but because of his need to always be on top, he needed more." 


Kurogiri swallows, placing his hands on the bar counter. 
“You’ve been planning this...this whole time, huh?” 
The master hums a short, amused laugh. 


“Kenji Ohara is flying too close to the sun. He may have thought I gave him the strength to tower 
and harness fear. But, instead, I gave him the feathered wax that will catch to flame and send him 
crashing and burning.” 


He exhales. 


“It’s too bad...he really was an intelligent man.” He pauses, looking to the side. “And his quirk 
would have made a fantastic nomu.” 


Kurogiri tenses in his stance. 


“But no matter. Some people really do just deserve to sway and fall from their own rushed 
construction mistakes.” 


“Tt’s time this Latin death bringer finally understands...” He exhales, disappointed. 


“He was destined for failure the minute he made it personal.” 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope you all enjoyed this shit show of a chapter! 


Again, the contest I am holding will end in December and the winner's work will be 
displayed in the final chapter. 


Have a good one and stay safe out there!! 


Broken Crown 


Chapter Summary 


Who are you meant to be? 


Chapter Notes 


Happy Halloween everyone! This is a shorter chapter (I didn't know how to end it and 
got the worst writer's block so I just decided to throw this in there :) 


I hope you all enjoy the update! 
Go eat some candy, sit down and relax, party a little, and be a bad bitch. 
Love you all! 


This week's song is Broken Crown by Mumford and Sons. 


Guns click and every beast pounces forward. 
Men scream with terror, squeezing their triggers and letting bullets fly. 


The lights shut to black and Izuku snaps his head up, watching as the emergency red lights start to 
flash. 


He watches as a shark mutant grabs one of the men by the wrist, yanking them forward. It snarls, 
opening its mouth and- 


Izuku looks away before he can experience the immediate regret of what just happened. 
Yuma throws herself down into the pit, landing behind Mortifer. 


“So you’re the bastard that everyone’s been talking about?” She snarks, holding out her broken 
guitar. She snaps it all the way in half, leaving a sharpened handle. 


Mortifer growls, turning his head to her. 

She smirks. “It’s a pleasure to finally get the chance to kick your ass into the concrete.” 
“Jinrou,” Mortifer huffs, dropping down into the ground. 

Yuma’s face drops. 

“The fuck-” 


“Yuma, move it!” Dai screams. “He can use spacial portals!” 


Yuma blinks. “Oh for fucks sake, of course he can-” 
Mortifer appears right behind her and her eyes widen. She turns, swinging her weapon hard. 


Mortifer catches it with his jaws instantly, biting down hard. But, Yuma simply snorts with 
ammusment. 


“Fucking idiot...” 


She lifts her legs off the ground, catching him by surprise as his head now holds all of her body 
weight. 


She kicks her legs upward, nailing him straight into the jaw- the handle in his mouth flying into the 
air. He stumbles back as Yuma drops and lands into a kick-up. She snaps back to her feet, allowing 
the momentum of her movements to flip forward and grab the handle that is now descending. She 
swings, nailing him in the side of the skull with a crack. 


He sputters with anger, slipping into black as a form of retreat. 

Izuku blinks as Yuma blows a piece of hair from her face, turning to look at them. 

“You,” Mirko points to Yuma with a smirk. “God, I love you.” 

Someone screams bloody murder up above and Dai flinches. 

“T’m sorry- did that man say Jinrou?” Death Arms asks, stepping forward with a caucious eye. 


Yuma throws her arms out. “The one and only.” She turns to look at Endeavor. “Nice to see you 
shit rag, you gonna light me on fire today?” 


Endeavor opens his mouth with an aggravated expression. 

But he’s cut off when Mortifer pops up right behind him. 

Yuma reacts, throwing her handle forward and over Endeavor’s shoulder. But he dodges. 
“Watch your ass, dipshit!” Yuma yells loudly. 

“Piss off, wolf!” The hero yells back, turning around and grabbing Mortifer by the throat. 


Mortifer chokes as Endeavor slams him down onto the ground by the neck. His tail flicks up and 
tries to nick Endeavor’s leg but Izuku reacts, running forward and stomping his paw straight onto 
it. 


Stain appears above them, sword ready for impact. 


But, Mortifer once again opens a portal and sinks straight in. Endeavor rips his arm from the black 
and Izuku leaps up, grabbing stain by the ankle and pulling him out of the way. 


Stain drops to the ground aggressively, slamming his fist on the ground with anger. 
“Fuck!” 
“T’m killing that fucking bastard,” Bakugou yells, dragging a hand through his hair. 


“How the hell are we supposed to get an opening? The piece of shit bails out whenever he’s in 


trouble,” Mirko says, stomping her foot. 


“Someone needs to go in with him,” Dai speaks up, looking left and right for him. “The longer he’s 
in the portal the longer it corrupts him from the inside.” 


She turns to look at Hiroto. “If we can trap him in there for at least a few minutes we can weaken 
him.” 


“Yeah, but how can you be so sure that we won’t be swallowed whole?” Stain adds, squeezing his 
sword tight. “We can’t afford any guesses right now.” 


Guns fire and a reptile squeals. 

“We don’t have time to-” Dai starts. 

And Mortifer appears right behind her. 

“Dai!” Izuku yells, eyes wide. 

She turns as soon as he grabs her by the waist. 

“God damn it- Dai no!” 

She turns her head right before being yanked straight down. 
“Tll only be a few minutes.” 

And she’s sucked straight into the portal. 


Once again. 


“T need to get down there and help!” Shoto yells, slamming his foot onto the ground. A trail of ice 
shoots forward, stopping a man in white in his tracks. 


A dog-like beast lunges, grabbing the frozen man and throwing him against the wall. 


“No, kid,” his teacher responds, dodging a bullet. “If there’s too many of us down there they won’t 
be able to work successfully.” 


Something clicks behind Shoto and he can feel the cool barel of a gun on the back of his head. 
Brushing against his hair. 


“Don’t move, you fucking brat. Pll shoot your brains out.” 

Shoto’s eyes widen and he almost turns to look. He almost makes a movement. 
“Kid-” 

The man suddenly gasps and the object held on his skull retracts. Shoto turns. 


The gun falls from the man’s fingers and his body drops as if the bones in his knees simply 
evaporated. 


He’s out. Eyes rolled back and body limp. 


And Yue is standing right behind him, panting loudly with her hand held outward. 


She does not look so hot. Bandages wrap neatly around her hands and other various parts of her 
body. More importantly, she looks like she is going to be sick. 


“Jesus CHRIST!” Aizawa-sensei yells. 
“So everyone has decided to come, I see,” a voice calls from behind her. 


The detective steps in front of her, holding his gun tightly in his hand. His coat is off and he’s 
drenched in sweat. 


“Tsukauchi,” his teacher exhales. “Glad to see you haven’t ditched us.” 
A snake screeches, tongue flying from its mouth as it slaps a stun pole from someone’s hand. 
The detective shakes his head. 


“Not when we still need to destroy that lab and all its information. Nothing can leave this building. 
Not even one paper.” His eyes suddenly widen and he lifts his gun, shooting twice over Aizawa- 
sensei’s shoulder. 


A man chokes and falls to the ground, bleeding from his shoulder. 
The lights flash slowly. 

Red. 

Dim. 

Red. 

Dim. 


Unphased, the detective looks at Shoto and his teacher. “Do either of you have an idea as to where 
it is?” 


“Kirishima is with an ally who knows this place like the back of her hand, they are working on 
trying to get this place shut down,” Aizawa-sensei replies. “I’m assuming she has a plan for getting 
rid of everything in that room.” 


“What about the civilians?” Yue cuts in, signing. She points to people hiding behind structures 
and broken pillars. 


The detective eyes them. “They aren’t on anyone's radar right now, including the experiments. 
They are the least of our concerns at the moment.” 


A man flies across the room in front of them, screaming until impact. 
A shark hybrid covered in lifts his head and roars a disgustingly wet battle cry. 
“T...feel like we should be keeping some of these people alive...right?” Shoto questions. 


He can hear his teacher swallow as someone on the other side of the arena gets a claw straight to 
the jugular. 


> 


“Yeah...” he says, grabbing his scarf. “In any other circumstance, we should keep them ail alive.’ 
He squeezes it. 

“But there is no stopping the needed revenge throbbing in each beast's mind right now.” 
“Nothing.” 

The breath inside Dai’s lungs is pulled out like loose thread, leaving her struggling for breath as 
she’s pulled deeper into the black. 

Everytihng feels as if it’s moving in slow motion. 

And then they land in wet slop, similar to her own mindscape. 

Coughing and wheezing, Dai scrambles back and away from Mortifer. 

“You’re a fool,” Mortifer hisses, his voice echoing deeply through the void. 

Wiping her mouth, Dai growls, standing to her feet. “I have you right where I want you.” 

He lifts his head, tilting it as tar slips from the cracks in his teeth. “*Oh, is that so?” 


Dai flexes her fingertips into dripping claws, snarling and hunching her back. She can feel the cold, 
wet feeling of the atmosphere on her skin. 


And she can practically feel the breath from Mortifer’s nostrils. 
Mortifer screams, taking off towards her in an ugly, discombobulated run. 


“T should have killed you in that wreched basement when I had the CHANCE!” He lunges 
towards her, mouth open wide and ready to snap. 


She narrows her eyes, taking a breath. 


Turning and stepping to the side as soon as he gets close, she reaches back and grabs the slippery 
scruff behind his skull. 


“And I should have divorced you when / had the chance.” 

She throws him over her shoulder. 

“T can’t hold it off much longer, we need this place down now,” Nishi states with urgency, typing 
rapidly across the keyboard. 


“How are we supposed to do that?” Kirishima asks, swallowing as he looks up at the screens. “We 
don’t exactly have explosives like the Leauge.” 


Nishi shakes her head. “Don’t need 'em,” she hits the enter button aggressively, zooming in on the 
lab cameras. 


No one’s guarding. 


Perfect. 


Kirishim turns, raising his brow. 


She points to the screen. “Do you have any idea how many chemicals are in there?” She nearly 
snorts. “If some dumbass dropped a cigarette in that room with stuff on the floor, it would probably 
explode.” 


She glances down at the keys and then at the data port. She hits a couple of buttons, letting a small 
chip pop out. 


She grabs it, shoving it into her bra. 

“Wha-” 

She shakes her head. “Don’t say shit, I don’t have pockets right now.” 

Kirishima puts his hands up in defense. “Hey, I just wanted to know what it was.” 


Nishi exhales. “Data. And a lot of it.” She continues to type away, trashing and deleting one thing 
after another. Shutting down all the programming the best way she can. 


“If any of these mother fuckers survive and try anything we have something on our side. For 
once.” 


She hits one last thing and everything goes dark on the screen. “Now we gotta go, I’m not sure how 
much longer everyone down there can hang on-” 


“Mmm, not for long, traitor.” 
Nishi’s eyes widen and she snaps her head back. 


An LC right at the door- blood soaking his arms and neck, panting with feral aggression- reaches 
for a gun strapped to his waist. 


ss N?”. 
Kirishima reacts, reaching down and grabbing the shock pole from the unconscious LC. 


The trigger is pulled on the gun and Nishi gasps. But Kirishima simply raises his arm, blocking the 
shot with his hardened skin. It cracks and he winces, but he quickly keeps moving. 


The man’s eyes widen and he backs up, squeezing the trigger again. 

And again. 

Nishi hits the deck, covering her head as Kirishima dodges each bullet. 
Kirishima swings the pole, striking the man straight across the skull. 

“AHG!” He grabs his head in pain, dropping the gun. 

Kirishima turns on the pole, shoving the electrified tip straight into the man’s gut. 
Instantly, he drops to the ground after a shocked gasp is pushed from his lungs. 


With a pissed exhale, Kirishima throws the pole to the side. “Can’t believe you worked with these 
people,” he says, glancing back at her. 


Nishi’e eyes are wide. 
“What the fuck is Eraserhead teaching you kids?” She exclaims, moving to stand back up. 
Kirishima shrugs. “How to survive I guess?” 


“Ok, Christ-” Nishi groans, standing up fully. “We’re moving out. Grab his gun and hand it to 


” 


me. 
Kirishima nods, reaching down and grabbing the gun. He turns and tosses it to her. 
Nishi gasps, catching it barely. 


“JESUS- I said hand it to me not throw it!” She clicks on the safety. “Clearly you still need to learn 
gun safety because fucking hell.” 


Kirishima cringes. “Sorry...” 


Nishi sighs, pinching her nose. “I’m making Eraserhead hire me at that damn school so I can make 
sure none of you shoot your faces off, let’s go.” 


She pats his shoulder before running out of the room and into the hall, the kid following close 
behind. 


They are so close... 
So close. 


But it’s hard to have hope at this moment because knowing everything that has happened in the 
past two years... 


Nothing goes in anyone’s favor in this pocket of hell. 

Katsuki nearly loses balance but is caught by Deku’s nose touching his back- holding him upright 
with the slightest touch. 

God...his leg is fucked. 

The throbbing is coming back. And so is the unbearable heat swelling under his skin. 

Yuma steps back till she’s next to them, eyeing Katsuki and his wounds. 

“Jesus kid...the hell happened...” 

Katsuki swallows, keeping his eyes forward. He can feel Deku tense his body behind him. 


“Don’t fuckin worry about it,” he responds, looking at the rabbit and other heroes standing with 
caution. Looking at Stain and his clenching fists and blades. 


Lizard looks nervous. Very nervous. 


Standing in front of the heroes, his tail taps against the ground. His eyes dart around upwards and 
dowards. His claws are twitching. 


He can tell Deku is trying to conceal his nerves behind him. 


Dai dipped the fuck out on them again. And it’s been too quiet for anyone’s liking. 

At least... 

Someone screams up above, followed by blood spraying down the wall and into the stands. 
Somewhat quiet. 

“Come on Dai...” Lizard mutters. 

A pool of black shoots open and Mortifer’s skull pops through, opening with a gasp. 

He claws and scratches at the ground, vomiting and hacking up an obscure amount of black. 
Like he had just drowned deep within the ocean's tides. 

A claw appears right behind him, grabbing his antler and yanking him back into the pool. 
It shuts. 

“Oh, fu-” 

But another opens right on the wall across from them. 


This time, it is Dai that crawls out first. She drops to the ground, soaking wet. Her nose is bleeding 
black and her breath is wet. Like there is water in her lungs. 


But most importantly, she looks feral. 
Mortifer lunges through the portal with his jaws open wide. Bones cracked and worn. 


Dai grinds her teeth, standing and turning to face him. She huffs, reaching forward and grabbing 
his antlers with both hands. 


She twists her body and snaps his neck to the side, bringing all the momentum downward. 
He slams face down with a crack and splat, roaring with both frustration and pain. 


Dai screams, letting go of one of his antlers to only step forward and slam her foot onto it, snapping 
it straight in hallf with a satisfying split. 


Mortifer shakes her off of him, pushing her out of the way. He runs straight for Katsuki, huffing, 
and puffing- coughing and choking with mania. 


But Dai reaches down and grabs the antler, gripping it tight. She lifts it above her head and throws 
it like a sharpened axe. 


It slams into his back and he shrieks, turning his head to look at her. 


She runs forward, jumping and spinning to the side with her leg swinging. She lands a blow against 
his jaw, sending him straight back to the ground. 


Katsuki looks at her with wide eyes as she calmly walks over to Mortifer’s head, standing 
dangerously close to his panting skull. 


Her hands are dripping black and almost every limb is shaking. 


“Give in,” she spits, lifting her foot and slamming it down on the top of his skull. 
Mortifer coughs, spitting a clod of black onto the ground. A sick chuckle rumbles in his throat. 
“Never, my dear.” 


He snaps his head up, causing her to lose balance and stumble back. He opens his mouth to grab 
her ankle and snap. To death roll her body till her tendons rip and tear. But a blade spears towards 
him and slams into the side of his neck, piercing the ooze and forcing a wail from his throat. 


Stain steps forward. “Evdeavor!” He shouts, pointing at Mortifer’s struggling body. 
Endeavor lets out a tsk in irritation before swinging his arm and letting a stream of fire loose. 


It consumes Mortifer like gas-covered tissue paper. He lifts his head and screams, standing to his 
feet and shaking his body in madness. 


Dai’s legs turn to jelly and she drops. 

Yuma runs forward and catches her, holding her tight so she stays up. 

“You pigs!” Mortifer hisses as his body bubbles and sizzles under the flame. 

The orange and yellow of the fire burns brighter as the lights flash from dim to red. It's hot. 
And it smells rancid. 


Katsuki takes a step back, swallowing as he watches the beast in front of them roll to the ground to 
extinguish the flame. 


*“Fools...fools!!” he yells as he puts the flame down to a faint flicker. He inhales and chokes out a 
gurgle of black. His eyes are full of mania. 


His throat bubbles with laughter and anger. He’s losing it. 
“You still have yet to figure it out!” He shakes his head and cracks his neck to the side. 


He attempts to create a portal beneath him but as it opens he stops- hunhing forward to retch 
mounds and mounds of tar. 


“Tt’s working...” the rabbit mutters. 

Dai growls, clenching her fists. “So this was the future you wanted?! Huh?!” 
Mortifer grinds his teeth. 

“Have you still yet to figure out that you were never destined to win this battle?!” 


Mortifer pants with anger swelling through his tar. His claws scrape against the concrete with a 
dissatisfying screech. 


He lifts his head, allowing the tar in his sockets to slowly drip and fall like tears. 


“It seems you’re the one that still must figure it out.’’ He looks at Deku and Katsuki can feel a 
chill go down his own spine. 


Deku takes a step back, pinning his ears. 

“1’m always one step ahead.” 

A weakened portal opens right under him and he’s sucked in. 
Dai’s face goes pale and she whips her head back. 

Another portal appears right beneath Deku and his eyes widen. 
“De-” Katsuki reaches out. 

But this time... 

He’s too late. 

“MIDORIY A!” Dai screams in horror. 

He’s grabbed and pulled down, disappearing into the black. 
Right in front of his eyes. 

Nishi grabs the gun tucked in her pants, pulling it out fast to shoot the emergency lock on the lab 
door. 

It sparks instantly and she motions for Kirishima to slam into it. 
He nods, forming his quirk and ramming into the door. 


The metal screams as it’s ripped from its hinges and Nishi slips right through, barely giving the kid 
the time to back up and take a breath. 


“Grab anything flammable, kid,” she says, running towards the filing cabinet and ripping open one 
of the drawers. “Spill that shit everywhere.” 


Kirishima nods, rushing towards the countertop to find anything that can be used. 
Nishi flicks through the files, picking out folder after folder and dumping them onto the floor. 
Kirishima turns to her. “Shouldn’t we save-” 


“No,” she cuts him off, grabbing a stack of 10 folders and throwing them with aggression. The 
papers splash all over the floor. “Everything must go.” 


Kirishima swallows before turning back to the counter. He reaches up and grabs at one of the 
cabinets, swinging it open. A clipboard hung on a hook clatters against the door of the cabinet. He 
grabs it. 


Silence. 
“even this?” 


Nishi turns to look at Kirishima fully. His face turns pale as he flips through the pages on the 
clipboard. 


“What is it?” she asks, walking over to him. She reaches for the board. 


Kirishima swallows thickly like he’s pushing down stomach bile. “Just...look.” He hands her the 
clipboard, rubbing his arm after she grabs it. 


The first thing Nishi sees is a picture of Midoriya and her heart stops. 
It stops and falls straight down into her stomach. 

“T’ve never seen his file,” she mutters, gripping at the wood. 
“What?” Kirishima questions. “Didn’t you work for him?” 


“Yeah but-” she bites at her lip. “I’ve never seen this entire file. No one did, not even Dai who 
helped make the base of the formula. The true bits and pieces that were used to make Midoriya’s 
quirk wasn’t known, not until he was brought in and his blood samples were taken. Not all of the 
information was known about what exactly was in the damn kid...” 


She flips the page, feeling a wave of nausea hit her hard. She covers her mouth. 
“T knew there wasn’t anything good but god....” 

Her eyes skim over the information and feel worse the more she looks. 
Kirishima looks terrified. “Nishi, what does it say?” 

Nishi clears her throat, turning another page. 


“Mortifer uses a lot of animal DNA in his experiments,” she pauses. “Mostly canine, feline, and 
reptilian because of how easy it is to incorporate into a human’s. But there is...a Jot more in here 
than what I’ve seen with the others.” She turns the clipboard and shows Kirishima, pointing her 
finger at the main set of data. 


“Yeah he obviously has canine, specifically wolf, but he also has porcupine, a variety of different 
reptilia, arachnids, and a small bit of feline...’m not surprised he added dragon. God...some of 
these I don’t even recognize. ” She glances at the kid, pointing at a lower section. “These bits of 
DNA aren’t even fucking normal in the animal kingdom, I never thought he could even do it but he 
had to of chemically altered some of the DNA.” She shakes her head. “Should have figured it out 
from the acid that kid spits...I thought it was a side effect of mixing in the dragon...” She flips the 
page again and her face drops. 


Kirishima freezes. “Does that say-” 

“T’m going to be sick...” Nishi mutters. She looks away from the paper, covering her mouth. 
“Nishi.” 

She can’t breathe. 


“Of course he did...” she slowly looks back to the page. Her hand grabs at the papers, ripping 
them off the clip. She throws the clipboard to the side, folding the papers up and shoving them into 
her bra. She shivers as the paper touches her skin. As the information is processed. 


“Nishi we need to destroy that-” 
She shakes her head, clenching her fists. “Not this one. No.” 


She takes in a shaky breath. “People need to know that Midoriya isn’t the monster. They need to 


know that-” she pauses to swallow, looking to the side. “They need to know that he and Dai were 
the victims of one of the most heinous crimes by textbook definition.” 


Kirishima looks up at her with pure horror. 

“Putting one's quirk characteristics into another person’s DNA.” 

Izuku reaches down and grabs the claw grabbing his ankle, ripping it off. He screams, landing in 
pure black. Wet. 

Cold. 

Quite a familiar place. 


He coughs from the impact, quickly standing to his feet and scrambling away from Mortifer’s 
shaking body. 


Mortifer huffs an exhausted chuckle, standing to his feet in a struggle. 


“You will never be satisfied, huh?” Izuku spits, raising his lip with irritation. “You are rotting 
on the inside, yet you still fight tooth and nail to win a battle you’ ve already lost.” 


Mortifer hums. ‘‘Satisfaction is such a broad term, child.” 
Izuku can feel the anger bubbling in his stomach. This man is sick in the head. 
More than he had thought. 


“I’m surprised you have yet to ask about yourself, Midoriya Izuku,”’ Mortifer says calmly, 
choking out black. “It’s always about everyone else.” 


Izuku pins his ears back. 

“Isn’t it time you yourself knew just what you are?” 
His stomach flips upside down. It makes him gag. 

He doesn’t want to know. 

He doesn’t- 


“It doesn’t matter,” He responds, stepping closer to the man he wishes to rip apart bit by bit. “I 
was clearly just a stroke of luck who could survive your twisted pre-trial. And that’s all I 
need to understand.” 


Mortifer growls softly, glancing to the side. ‘You really did get your stubborn attitude from her 
99 


Izuku snaps his teeth, rattling the spines on his back. 


‘‘Leave her out of this!’”’ He starts to walk in a circle around Mortifer, feeling the ooze in between 
his paw pads. 


Mortifer tilts his head and hums with amusement. “Fine then.” He swings his tail slowly, brushing 


it against the ground. “‘Let’s make this all about you.” 


Izuku feels his skin crawl. He can feel his fur stand on end with his spines. And he can feel acid 
start to crawl up his throat as he hisses with anger. 


Mortifer once again hums with amusement, moving his bright red eyes to follow Izuku as he paces 
around his body. 


“A child born at the bottom of society's food chain...”’ Mortifer starts. “Broken. Torn. Angry.” 
His claws dig into the ground. ‘You and-” 


“If you’re trying to relate, I’m not hearing it!” Izuku yells, spitting green. ““Your dog already 
said plenty.” 


He huffs, feeling his eyes go crazy. Just being around him is making him go manic. 

Mortifer shakes his head. ‘‘No...child...” he exhales. ““You are still as clueless as before.” 
Izuku’s heart stops for a second. He freezes in his tracks behind Morfiter, curling up his jowls. 
“What?” 


Mortifer turns to look at Izuku, a twisted boney smile across his face. “‘“He says you’re better than 
me in every way. And I truly cannot argue with that fact.”’ He snorts, shaking his head. 
‘Because oh dear child, what courses through your veins is pure perfection.” 


Izuku can feel his heart rate pick up. “‘What the fuck are you talking about?” he barks. 


Mortifer turns his body to face Izuku. “I wanted you back the most for a reason.” He takes a 
step forward. 


He takes another and another. 


“Porqupine...wolf...”’ he mutters. “Reptilia...” He pauses for a moment to think, humming to 
himself. “‘Ah...you do have a bit of lion...” 


Izuku swallows down acid, trying his best to keep from vomiting. He can’t move as Mortifer 
comes closer and closer. 


“I was quite proud when I managed to shove in some dragon... ” 

Izuku is going to be sick. 

“But nothing compares....”’ 

Mortifer grows closer and closer. Closer. 

Izuku can now smell the breath on his lips. 

“To the bits and pieces of me inside of your blood.” 

Izuku’s vision nearly goes dark and every single organ in his body crashes and burns. 


It’s the same feeling that a child gets when their parents tell them their beloved puppy had been hit 
by a truck. 


Honesty that hurts as bad as a stab wound to the achilles tendon. 
*“‘No...”’ He shakes his head, trying to scurry back like a cornered mouse. “You’re lying-” 


“I would never lie about this.” Mortifer starts to hum a short laugh. “You truly are so much 
better than me, Cerberus.” 


“You’re lying!!”’ Izuku screams, choking on bits of acid in his throat. 


Mortifer’s arm snaps forward, grabbing Izuku by the throat and throwing him down onto the wet 
ground. 


His jaw moves in slowly, a whispering hiss bellowing in his skull. 
“Tunge me tandem, mi puer,”’ Mortifer whispers in his ear. 
“Numquam!”’ Izuku responds out of reflex, feeling his face drop from realization. 


Mortifer releases a disgusting cackle, backing off to look him in the eyes with those revolting 
beads of red in his sockets. 


Izuku’s breathing turns quick. Huffing and puffing through now clenched teeth, his vision goes 
blurry. 


Everything... 
Everything he once thought. 
This place... 


Izuku looks around to the familiarity of the black tar surrounding them, vision blurring more and 
more. 


It’s always been him . 


Mortifer throws his head back, laughing with mania as Izuku starts to lose it for the second time 
today. 


His entire body is shaking with a combination of terror and anger. 

This man ruined his life. 

He ruined Dai’s life. 

All that...but... 

Nothing is worse than a constant reminder that he will always be there. 
Always. 

Always. 

Always! 


Izuku yells, shoving his feet under Mortifer’s belly and pushing off. 


Mortifer lands with a crash, still consumed in laughter. It makes Izuku exhale a puff of smoke from 
his nose, gripping his claws into the ground. 


“Liar!!” 
Mortifer’s body starts to sink into the tar and Izuku presses off into a pounce. 


He lands on Mortifer and they drop straight into the ground. He can feel his claws sink into the 
warmth of his tar-covered body. 


And he can once again smell the horrific breath that is expelled from his teeth. 
Everything goes black for just a second. 

Just a second. 

And then- 

“Fuck- Deku!!” 

“What’s going on?!” 


Izuku lands on the ground and he can still feel Mortifers putrid body beneath his. Growling like a 
feral dog in an alley, Izuku opens his mouth and bites down on Mortifer’s neck with a slimy shank. 


Mortifer continues to laugh as tar fills his mouth and gurgles. 

And laugh. 

The laughter feels like madness as Izuku bites and chews at his body, ripping and tearing. 
“Oh my god, someone get him off! He’ll kill him!” 

“But don’t we want that asshole dead??” 

“He’s a kid! He can’t be responsible for this!” 


Izuku can barely breathe as he continues to chew at Mortifer’s liquified skin. He can taste it in 
between his teeth. On his tongue and in his throat. 


Oh, how the deja vu stings hot in his esophagus. 

He can feel himself gagging but he doesn’t stop. 

Tears start to fall from his eyes without realizing, dropping onto Mortifer’s body and bones. 
He just wants this to stop. 

He just- 

“Kid, stop!” Dai’s voice calls. “Don’t let him win over your mind!” 

Mortifer’s laughter overcomes, now echoing in his brain. 

Bodies drop into the pit. 


“Midoriya, stop!!” A new voice calls. “Don’t satisfy him!” 


“Oh my fucking god where the fuck have you been-” 


Something slams into him and he’s instantly thrown off, throwing him into the ground with a 
grunt. 


“No!” Izuku screams, trying to scramble back to his feet. 


But two hands hold onto him tight in a lock, keeping him down on the ground. One dangerously 
warm, the other ice cold. 


“Midoriya, breathe...” 

**He’s dead!!” Izuku howls, shaking his head. “He needs to-” 

“Shhhhh...” one of the hands reaches up and grabs at his head, stroking his fur softly. “I know...” 
Todoroki. 

He can smell him. 

He can feel him. 

“He...” Izuku huffs, feeling the tears and scid flow double time. “‘I-” 

“T know....” 


Izuku chokes, feeling his body go limp. The dam has finally broken, and he breaks down in the 
embrace holding him tight. 


Mortifer’s laughter continues to rupture the air as he lies on the ground in a mess of black. 


“Never forget, dear child!! You truly are better than me in every way!” He roars before 
dropping back into a portal. 


Leaving Izuku heaving and sobbing in Todoroki’s arms. 
“T know...” he hushes, pressing his lips onto his head. Into his fur. 


“T know...” 


Shoto has never in his life held onto someone so tight. 


Midoriya has fully broken down in his arms and the only thing he can do is stroke his fur softly. 
Stroke the top of his head like his own mother did to him on a rough day. 


It was all a blur to be completely honest... 
The second he heard Midoriya’s name screamed out in horror, he ran. 


His teacher barely even had time to catch up to him before he jumped into the stands and into the 
pit. 


What he had seen was something he will never be able to scrape from his mind. 


Midoriya had gone completley mad. Like the remaining thred within his body had finally snapped 


It was like when he faced All Might but... 

Something was different. Much much different. 

“Kid!” Dai exclaims, running over to them. 

“Oh my god,” his teacher exhales. 

“What the fuck just happened?” Mirko blinks, looking down at Shoto and Midoriya on the ground. 
“That fucking bastard said something to him,” Bakugou cuts in, walking over. “He had to of.” 


Stain growls with frustration, gripping his sword. “And it clearly wasn’t anything good. The kid’s 
off his rocker.” 


Shoto can feel Moridya shaking in his arms. Trembling with each heave and huff. Shoto holds on 
tighter, rubbing the side of Midoriya’s face softly. 


“Tt’s ok...” He mutters, feeling Midoriya’s ears twitch against his lips. “It’s ok...” 

Dai reaches down and touches the side of Midoriya’s muzzle. “Kid...what did he say?” 
Midoriya looks up at her with teary eyes, bright green and full of horror. 

“You and that child of yours are much more similar than you think, my dear.” 
Dai’s head whips around and everyone tenses. 

Hiroto snarls, raising the spines on his tail. 

Bakugou clenches his fists and Shoto can practically feel the heat from his body. 


Mortifer slowly crawls out from a quivering puddle of black, limping with a struggle. His breath is 
hushed and he’s shaking as if he’s ill. 


A nightmare only some can visualize. 
Dai holds her breath. “What did you say?” She asks, turning to face him. Her body stands tall. 
Morfiter tilts his head, releasing clots of black onto the ground. He giggles a demented laugh. 


“It’s no wonder you found yourself so attached to him, Shin. You truly do attract those with 
similar...struggles.”’ 


Midoriya goes silent. 
Everyone goes silent. 

At that moment... 

That very fucking moment. 
The air completely froze over. 


Dai’s body goes still and it makes Shoto’s skin feel wrong. Like someone just dragged a cold 


spoon across his body. 


Shoto doesn’t need to know what’s going on to understand that whatever he just said, it just scared 
the hell out of the woman standing in front of him. 


“What...did you...just say?” Dai strains, fists shaking with absolute rage. Her voice is full of ice. 
He fears that the look in her eye is enough to turn someone to stone. 


Mortifer’s chuckle turns to a howling laugh, spraying black from his teeth- swaying with his 
exhales and inhales. 


Bakugou takes a step back. 

He takes a step back. 

And Bakugou never steps away from a fight unless he absolutely knows he has no place in it. 
Dai’s fingers start to drip black and her hair grows longer. Wetter. 

Her breath starts to lose its ease. 


Slowly turning her head around, Dai looks at everyone who stands around her. Her eyes are a 
piercing white. 


Glowing. 

“You may want to step back .” 

Aizawa-sensei moves back, forcing his father to do the same. And for once, he doesn’t argue. 
Yuma’s eyes widen. “Oh shi-” 


Dai grabs her face and pulls at her skin, ripping off the layers like thinned wrapping paper to make 
room for her now protruding skull. She howls, hunching her body forward as tar now spills from 
her pores and throat. 


Antlers shove themselves out from the top of her head, cracking with discomfort and unnatural 
ease. 


A tail slithers from her spine, slopping onto the ground in a slimy mess. 

Clawed hands shake violently and Dai motions to stand on all fours. Her breathing becomes hot. 
Heavy. 

“This time...my dear, Kenji...” She exhales, snarling with each word. 

“I won’t miss.” 


She lunges. 


"Who am I?' is a question we run into frequently within each year of our lives, it seems." 


Izuku signs, leaning over his bathroom sink with a wrap of white bandages in one hand, and 


scissors in the other. His phone is perched on the corner of the sink, playing a shuffle of podcasts 
and TedTalks- quiet enough for just his years to hear. 


His hair drips onto his still-damp skin from the hot shower he had forced himself into. He looks at 
himself in the slightly steamy mirror, blinking slowly as he concentrates on the darkened circles 
under his eyes. How bloodshot they look. 


His now clean wound sliced across his lower abdomen throbs the longer it's exposed to fresh air. 
Yue is out of town, so...he's gotta do it the old-fashioned way. 


"As someone who battles with the idea of self-love and identity, I too understand how difficult it is 
to feel like my own individual." A pause. "We are too infected by social expectations and doubt." 


Izuku brushes a piece of hair from his face, moving to unwrap the roll. 


"Tf you really think about it, nothing of me is original. I am the combined effort of everyone I've 
ever known. Perhaps it's impossible to really hold a true identity- most people are other people, 
after all. Their thoughts are someone else's opinions, their lives a mimicry, their passions a 
quotation. Do I want that? No, of course, I don't. I don't think that anyone in this room appreciates 
the identity that was handed to us. The identity that was shoved down our throats.” 


Izuku starts to mindlessly wrap his wound, pulling tight with a wince each time he goes around. 
And around. 
He swallows, feeling the dryness in his throat. 


"But it is when you let it get to you. That is when it starts to matter. That is when you start to let it 
control you. Sure, everyone can tell you that you or your quirk is useless. That you look like a 
villain. That you're just like your parents- that you are defined by what's in your blood. But is that 
really you? Do you think a monster chose to be called a monster? It wasn't until we started to 
express them as the bad and horrid of this world that they began to identify as one. When you let it 
define you, you become the definition." 


Izuku continues to wrap until he can faintly feel the throb of his skin. He opens the scissors, slicing 
off the remaining cloth. He tucks the flap into the wrapping, biting his tongue when it rubs against 
his wound. 


"Do we really want to continue to be what others expect? Or can we finally begin to make the 
person we crave to be?" 


Izuku grabs his phone, pausing the audio. He exhales, rubbing his face roughly as he tosses his 
Phone back onto the sink. 


He backs up until his skin presses against the wall. His hand softly places itself upon his 
bandages. 


There is a faint knock at the door. 
"You ok in there, sweetie?" His mom's voice calls. 
Izuku nods, looking to the door. "Doing just fine, mom. I'm just sitting in the steam for a bit." 


"Ok, honey, I left your dinner on the counter..." 


"Thanks, mom," he mutters. 
He can hear his mom walk away. The sound of the stairs squeaking. 


He sighs, dropping down to the ground slowly, now gripping tighter at his stomach. 


If only it were that easy... 
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Himari has...been through what many would call a “shit show” in the past couple of days. 


Bouncing her knee, she stays crouched low on the roof of a closed building just down the road. 
Despite the flames that consume the city, it is freezing out. Her hand is clutching a flip phone in 
her hand with a death grip as she shivers from the chilled wind, trying to stay calm. Hiroto gave it 
to her before they left, telling her he will call when they are out and ready to flee. 


When they need her. 
She exhales nervously. No one has ever relied on her so heavily before. 


No one has ever valued her enough to want her help. It’s a strange feeling, really. She doesn’t 
know if she likes it or not. 


But what she does know, is that she likes these people. They show so much kindness, even to a 
woman they barely know. 


Welcoming . 


Yue...the snake woman...though she is a reptile, her presence is so warm. The way she treated her 
wounds. The way she wasn’t even angry when she nearly killed her- 


She chews on her lip, looking down. 


She may have never had a purpose in life, nor did she have much of a life, to begin with, but... with 
these people...maybe she might just have a chance of doing something impactful. 


Have a chance to live for something. 
Someone grunts with frustration below, making her flinch out of her thoughts. 
“T hope that fucking brat kills the damn bastard...” a rough, scratchy voice scowls. 


Himari swallows, slowly shifting to her knees so she can peek over the ledge. She peeks over to 
look down. 


A man in black with greyish-blue hair is stomping down the road toward the alley next to her. 
There are others behind him. 


“There’s no doubt he will. Did you see how fucking psycho he was with that Bakugou kid?? I’ve 
never in my life seen a wolf breathe fire and I don’t think I ever want to again.” A man with scars 
littering his face and arms responds. 
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“T thought it was badass!” A masked man yells. “It was terrifying!’ He counters almost a second 


after. 
It makes her raise her brow. 


“Yeah, but it’s a damn fighting chance against that freak.” The scratchy voiced man responds, 
kicking a spilled trash can with a bang. 


“Let’s hope including that explosion helped thrash stuff up enough,” another masked man says. He 
has a funny coat on... 


“Tt better have, I got soot all over my favorite sweater because of it,” a girl with blonde buns pouts 
from behind. 


“Suck it up.” 


“Oh!” the girl exclaims, skipping to catch up- her hair bouncing with each move. “I totally forgot 
to mention but I ran into Stain and Endeavor together while running out.” 


Almost everyone freezes in their steps. 

“Are you fucking shitting me, space buns?” the man with scars nearly yells, turning around. 
The girl raises her hands in defense. “Didn’t seem important at the time, ok?” 

“Not important at the time- you’re an idiot, I hope you know that.” 


The man with the funny coat exhales. “Honestly...I’m glad we got out when we did. I do not want 
to be stuck in a fight with Cerberus, Stain, that monster, and Endeavor. Right, Shigaraki?” 


The man in question clicks his tongue with annoyance, shoving his hands in his pockets. 


“Tt should have been me...leading the chaos.” 


The man with the scars rolls his eyes. “Yeah, well, you’ve got a hell of a lot more chances now that 
shit’s fucked and that Satan incarnate is close to six feet under.” 


The man with the silly coat nods his head. “You know...if you think about it, no one even knows 
who Mortifer is. Even though the city is in shambles, no one knows who is behind it all.” He 
pauses, pointing at himself and everyone around him. “But we have a public name. People know 
who we are. If we take advantage of this, we will be the ones with the name in the papers.” 


A bad feeling shoves itself into Himari’s stomach. It’s like she swallowed a stone. 
“Yeah!” The man with the mask agrees. “No!” 


The man with the scratchy voice stops. He completely stops in his tracks both mentally and 
physically. It's like a memory hit him hard across the face. Like someone said something insulting. 


“Yeah...” he responds. 

“In the end...we will have what we want...” 

“Huh?” The masked man quirks his head to the side. 

The scratchy-voiced man starts to chuckle lowly, covering his mouth with a hand. 
“T see now, sensei.” 


Himari swallows, gripping the phone and scooting back as they start to disappear into the blanket 
of darkness. 


“T see completely.” 

“God...what is taking so long...” someone mutters from the side- irritation coating their tongue 
like venom. 

“Do they expect us to be in here all night? They’ ve never taken this long.” 


Inko looks around the room and then over to Shinso, who is glancing at her with his big purple 
eyes in worry. 


Everything is stirring within the shelter. More people are getting antsy, and more are growing 
impatient. Angry with how long they’ ve been here. 


It’s been hours of uncomfortable pacing within a cramped area. It’s nearly impossible to not trip 
over someone at least once when getting up. People are tired, and all they want is to sleep in their 
own beds instead of the beat up pads sprawled on the floor like dirty napkins. 


She understands, truly. It’s a scary and frustrating thing to be cooped up with hundreds of people, 
censored from the outside world- just wanting to go home. 


But at the same time, it’s grave for everyone to understand just how dangerous it is out there. More 
importantly, how this isn’t like any other situation that the heroes can resolve with the snap of a 
finger. 


Inko plays with her fingers in her lap, cracking at her knuckles nervously. Her eyes find Manual’s. 


She watches as he swallows thickly, as he too noticed the commotion and stress kicking up. 


“T feel like if we are in here any longer someone is gonna crack...” Shinso whispers, adjusting 
himself on Inko’s mat. “I can practically smell the tension.” 


“Stay close, honey,” Inko says, reaching forward and patting his knee. “If all goes up in flame I 
don’t want you to get lost in the mess.” 


“Kind of too late for that.” 


Inko sighs, looking off at a group of people muttering with each other. They are eyeing back and 
forth at her and Manual as they speak- like children gossiping with one another during recess. 
Conspiring at who to pick on for lunch money. 


“How do you not let it get to you?” Shinso asks her quietly, keeping his eyes on the group. “It’s 
obvious there are people here that aren’t exactly fond of you.” 


Inko shrugs, turning to smile at him with her lips. “I don’t need people to like me.” 


Shinso raises his brow and Inko chuckles, covering her mouth with her fingertips. “It takes a long 
time to realize that negative people aren’t worth the anxiety. If they want to be negative and talk 
badly about me, so be it. I’m too old to care.” She looks over at the group. “It’s more so when they 
speak ill of the people I care about, that’s when I start to feel it.” 


“You and your son are scarily alike, Inko,” Shinso says, getting a smile from Inko. 
“Hey! Back off, man!” Someone yells in a panic, grabbing both Inko and Shinso’s attention. 


A tall man with jagged fangs and prominent reptile characteristics is backed against one of the 
walls. He looks scared, showing off nervous body language as two men stand closely in front of 
him. 


His tail is tucked between his legs, hands shaking. 
Inko narrows her eyes. 


One of the men tilts his head, stepping closer. “Your kind is the reason we are in this disaster, 
what’s the end goal here, huh?” His finger jabs at the man's chest. “Do you and that demon wolf 
have some sort of fucked up plan to put us all in the deep end? Some sort of rebellion?” 


The man shakes his head, trying to press himself closer to the wall. He looks confused. “N-no, I 
don’t-” 


The air grows thick, and it seems that everyone is now starting to get riled up. 
Manual walks over to them, trying to step in between. “Hey, what’s going on over here?” 


One of the men turns and sneers at the hero. “Don’t these people make you nervous too? Who 
knows if he’s a part of all of that.” 


Manual furrows his brows. “Now hold on, sir-” 


“You aren’t telling us something, I can tell!” Someone new joins in from afar. “We’ ve been in here 
for hours!” 


Manual holds his arms up. “I can assure you that this situation is being taken care of, but it’s going 
to take a while. Please be patient everyone!” 


“How much longer?? I need to get in contact with my husband!” 

“What if all these mutants turn as well? How are we any better here than out there?!” 

“This stuff has only ever lasted two hours max, you’re hiding something!” 

Manual looks over to Inko with panicked eyes as everything starts to escalate more and more. 


“Everyone needs to stay calm! This situation is highly classified and highly dangerous!” An officer 
in the back yells, but no one listens. 


People start to stand and Inko can feel the anger from the air on her skin. It’s hot and itchy. She 
stands up, immediately walking over to Manual and the men who started it all. 


She can hear Shinso follow behind closely. 
“What is your problem?” Inko raises her voice at the men. 
They turn to look at her, shifting their gazes down. One of them snorts at her, amused. 


“Listen, lady, we know who you are. You aren’t gonna push us around just because you’ ve got 
some power in here.” He makes it clear that he is taller and stronger, practically standing above 
her. “Shut your mouth and stay out of it.” 


She puffs her chest, clenching her fists. “Causing problems will do none of you good in here. 
Leave him alone.” 


The man rolls his eyes, turning back to the man. 


Shinso quickly slips from behind Inko and shoves himself in between the men and the person 
against the wall. 


An officer runs over to the situation. 

“Move it, kid,” the other man snarks, looking down at Shinso. 

But Shinso doesn’t budge. “Id like to see you make me.” 

The man growls, looking past Shinso and to the scared man against the wall. 


“Alright, hot shot, you think this will protect you? Do you think you’ve got everyone fooled? 
We’re on to you!” He reaches above Shinso to shove the man’s shoulder. 


The man behind Shinso flinches with fear as he’s pushed closer to the wall. 
Shinso plants both his hands on the man's chest, shoving him back. 

“Back off!” He yells. 

“Hey hey hey!” The officer pushes close. 


Noise picks up and people start to yell and argue with one another. Pushing and shoving, teeth 
bared, and curses slipping, everyone starts to let go of their filters and control. 


Inko can feel her breathing quicken as panic rises. 


One of the men grabs Shinso with rough intentions and at that moment Inko stops thinking. 


And she acts. 

Reaching over, Inko grabs the unclipped gun in the officer's belt. 

“Hey-” 

She clicks off the safety and cocks the gun, raising it above her head. She pulls the trigger. 
With immense kickback, BANG! 

And everything abruptly goes silent. 


The shell drops with a clang and Inko exhale, lowering the gun and clicking the safety back on. 
She hands it to the officer, getting a horrified expression in return. He’s so shocked she even did 
that to yell at her. 


To be honest she can’t believe she just did that either. 

Apparently learning how to shoot a gun during self-defense classes really comes in handy . 
Shinso looks at her with his jaw slacked and Manual blinks. 

Hands now shaking, Inko walks over to a big wooden crate slid against the wall, crawling on top. 
Her heart is pounding with adrenaline and anger as she stands tall on the box, flaring her nostrils. 


“What the hell is wrong with you all?!” she booms, breaking out a tone she has only ever used a 
couple of times in her life. “This is grade school behavior!” 


Everyone stares up at her with wide eyes. 


“Harassing innocent people?!” She points back at the cornered man. “Causing a commotion?! 
None of you have a single clue how serious this is!” She swallows, huffing loudly. 


“We as citizens have a duty to keep calm and trust during these situations, and all you’re doing is 
making things worse. She looks around at all the eyes planted on her. She raises her hands, 
moving them with her words. “I get you’re scared and I get that you want to go home and see your 
family, I get that this is stressful and uncomfortable, but do you seriously think that yelling and 
cursing will help? Do you think that screaming at people who have nothing to do with this will 
make things better? I feel like I’m yelling at children right now.” 


She glances over to the man against the wall. He’s looking up at her nervously. 


“T’ve already said this to some of you today,” her eyes find the man she argued with earlier and he 
quickly avoids her gaze. “ But even if this attack is purposeful, even if each of these creatures is 
doing this with villainous intentions, maybe sit back and think about why they might be doing this. 
The fact that any of you think it’s ok to corner and assault a man who looks like someone 
dangerous is just fucking sad.” 


She finds Kiku in the crowd. She is slowly smiling at Inko, nodding her head. 


“My son is a victim of this same assault. Many many others are victims of this assault. Just 
because they are different, just because they have dangerous quirks doesn’t mean they are bad 
people!” Her voice cracks as she strains, feeling the emotions come flowing in. 


“Please,” she pleads. “ Please just spend a moment and think how powerful your actions can be. 


We are all in here for who knows how much longer, and fighting and arguing will just make it 
unbearable.” 


She turns back to look at the men in front of Shinso. She bites at the inside of her cheek. 


“Back off,” she snaps at them. “You are putting your hands on a child and a man who clearly is 
scared, you’re embarrassing yourself if you think you’re doing something productive.” 


They avoid her gaze with discomfort as everyone now stares at them. The officer grabs one of their 
shoulders, moving them back to give Shinso room to scoot out. 


Inko takes a big breath, gazing back at the crowd of people. “I am here if you need support, and I 
am here if you need a mother to speak to, but I will not tolerate this hate. I won’t tolerate it.” She 
takes a second, swallowing down what feels to be a brick in her throat. 


“thank you.” 


She steps down, nearly falling down because of how weak her knees are. Manual grabs her, 
holding her upright. 


He supports her close to his body. “God bless everyone that gets on your bad side,” he mutters with 
a chuckle. “Well done, Inko.” 


Shinso runs over, placing a hand on her arm. 

“That was both the scariest and most badass thing I’ve ever seen, can you be my mother?” 
Inko snorts at that, reaching over and pulling Shinso into a side hug. 

“Sure, sweetie.” 


Manual looks down at her as they walk away from the crowd. “Let’s just maybe not grab the 
officer's gun again...” 


Inko chuckles nervously, shaking her head. “Yeah that wasn’t my best idea, I will agree...but I 
would do it again in a heartbeat if someone needed help.” 


She turns her head and glances back at the man now getting assisted by the officer. 

She smiles. 

“No matter what.” 

“Oh, son of a fucking BITCH-” Yuma scrambles to the side as Dai pounces on Mortifer. She 
practically slams into Stain as she tries to get the hell out of the way. 


Antlers and bones clashing- tar slashing and slopping- it’s an ugly fight that looks and sounds like 
wolves tussling and snarling in water. 


“We gotta move, she’s not going to be able to fight at her full ability if we are all in here,” 
Eraserhead rushes, stepping to the side while grabbing Bakugou by the arm. 


Dai opens her mouth and snaps her jaw down onto Mortifer’s shoulder, ripping back a chunk of 
black. 


“We don’t have all day, can we expect her to finish the job?” Endeavor snaps. 
Yuma hears Stain growl under his breath. “This is her fight to the finish, lets go.” 


Endeavor opens his mouth to argue again, but is snapped shut real quick when Hiroto side-eyes 
him with a wet hiss. 


Hiroto turns, grabbing Yuma by the torso before she can blink, running over to the ledge and 
jumping up into the stands. She can feel the tight grip, but gentle carefulness from his claws on her 
exposed skin. 


He puts her down softly, lowering his tail for Mirko to grab onto, pulling her up quickly. 

He repeats the same motion with Death Arms. 

Endeavor jumps up himself with Stain next to him. 

Yuma looks down at everyone left, trying to see how she can help. 

Midoriya is still held tight in Todoroki’s arms and Eraserhead is trying to help them up. 

Mortifer grabs Dai by the nape, twisting and throwing her over his head. 

Yuma gasps. “Easer!!”” 

Eraserhead looks up at Dai’s body flying towards them. He grabs his scarf with shocked eyes and- 


Midoriya jumps to his feet, grabbing Todoroki by the shirt with his teeth. He jumps and slams into 
Eraserhead, crashing to the side right as Dai smacks against the wall that was behind them. 


She roars, scrambling back to her feet in a slippery run- black now staining the wall like spilled 
ink. She tilts her head down and rams into his body, pushing him against the opposite wall. 


Midoriya quickly stands up and scoops Eraserhead up onto his back, still holding onto Todoroki by 
the shirt like a baby kitten. He jumps up, hooking his claws onto the edge of the pit. 


He scratches his back legs on the wall to hoist himself up, struggling from the lack of strength and 
blood left in his body. 


Hiroto runs over, grabbing the kid by the back of the neck and pulling him up all the way. 


Midoriya stumbles up and exhales loudly, dropping Todoroki as carefully as possible- legs 
trembling underneath his weakened body. 


Eraserhead slides off his back, already holding a hand out to support him- well, support him the 
best he can. 


Midoriya is... 
A lot bigger. 


And it’s clear his body is having a really hard time handling the extra strain on his bones and 
organs. 


To add, there is no doubt his leg doesn’t have an infection. 


Todoroki stands up, holding his hand out for Midoriya. 
The kid leans forward, pressing his muzzle against his hand with a sigh. 
Dai shrieks with anger beneath them in the pit, making them all flinch. 


Eraserhead looks up the stairs and at the other fight above them. “We gotta find everyone else, it's 
a mess up there and everyone is scattered.” 


“It’s a fucking mess everywhere if you couldn’t tell,” Bakugou snarks, putting most of his weight 
on one leg. 


“Your attitude is not helping, Bakugou.” 
“Neither is my fucked up leg, but here we are sensei.” 
Endeavor takes a step forward. 


“Shoto, we will be having a conversation about this later,” he points at his son, raising his lip with 
anger. “I don’t know what possessed you to get involved in this.” 


Todoroki turns with a flattened facial expression, keeping his hand on Midoriya’s face. “And 
you’re here standing with Stain, so I wouldn’t make that comment, father.” 


Endeavor prepares to yell but Hiroto- very fucking exhausted of this goddamn situation- slaps 
Endeavor across the head with his tail. 


Endeavor blinks, holding his hand up by his head with pure confusion and offense. “Wh-” 
Mirko snorts, slapping a hand over her mouth. 

“Fucking sssshhhut up!’ he hisses, turning toward the steps. ““Everyone move it.” 

Mirko puts her hands up. “No arguments here,” she says, following Hiroto up the stairs in a hop. 
Endeavor grumbles, rubbing the side of his head. 


If this situation were any different, she’d push his buttons as far as she could to get in a good laugh. 
But all things considered, that’s for another day. 


Yuma snorts instead, taking a step to the side to grab Bakugou’s shoulder. 
“Alright, dipshit, let’s go.” 
Bakugou snaps his head to her with a glare. “Fucking excuse me-” 


She turns in front of him, squatting down, and grabbing him by the lower body. She lifts, throwing 
him over her shoulder like a sack of potatoes. 


“PUT ME THE FUCK DOWN YOU-” 
Yuma shakes her head as she jogs up the stairs. 
“If you set me on fire I can and will tell your mother about what happened the other week-” 


“T will kill you in your sleep,” he cuts her off. 


She snorts. “Good, I need the rest.” 
Yuma can hear Eraserhead slightly gasp. “Kid, no you can’ t-WOAH-” 


Next thing Yuma knows, she and Bakugou are scooped up and thrown back- now pressed against 
Eraserhead and Todoroki on top of Midoriya. 


Bakugou shoves himself off Yuma, struggling to move behind her on this funky layout. 


“Holy shit-” Yuma says in surprise, grabbing onto his fur as Midoriya practically half runs up the 
stairs, skipping steps and jumping up onto the top of the arena. 


Hiroto is blinking at them. 
‘**What thhhhe hell-” 


“You fucking idiot-” Bakugou curses as he throws himself off Midoriya, almost falling to his ass. 
“Are you trying to use up all your goddamn stamina??” He punches Midoriya on the uninjured 
shoulder. 


Midoriya huffs as everyone else hops off. 


“We don’t have time ,” he growls walking forward. His eyes look like he’s seen some shit and 
aged 20 years. 


He’s clearly not ok mentally but that’s a later problem. 


Bakugou blinks, looking at Todoroki and Yuma with a blank expressions. “You’d think he’s 
learned from the first two times but apparently fucking not.” 


Yuma sighs, looking over at Hiroto. 
“Yo, big man, what’s the plan here?” She yells in question. 


“Fffffind Yue!” Hiroto yells. ““Thhhen we gotta call Himari, ssshhhe’sss waiting for usss 
acrossss the road.” 


Holy shit Himari. 


The very thought of a big dragon in here makes her skin crawl. No offense to the poor girl, but that 
would have been a disaster. 


“Easier said than done, asshat!”’ 
A snake slithers past them and Yuma nearly throws up from how big it is. 


It’s hardly easy to see fucking shit in here. With the lights flashing red, it’s not easy peasy lemon 
fucking squeazy to spot someone quickly. There are bodies covering the ground like dropped flies. 
They’d be lucky to even- 


Something roars and she nearly screams from shock. 


A cold feeling shoots down Yuma’s spine and she ducks out of instinct, reaching back and 
grabbing Todoroki and Bakugou’s wrists. She yanks them down to the ground right as something 
flies over their heads. 


“JESUS!” Stain yells, throwing himself to the side. 


A cat the size of a pickup truck lands in front of Yuma and screeches to a halt- claws nearly 
drawing sparks on the concrete. 


It opens its mouth, releasing a horrid scream with a forked tongue. It swishes its rattlesnake tail, 
eyeing everyone around it. It pants through its nose, looking around with mania consuming its head 
and body. 


It's completely feral. 

A bang erupts from above and something slices across its eye. 

It throws its head back, screaming in pain- blood spraying from its now open wound. 
Everyone steps back as it bucks and shakes. 

Yuma looks up to the hole in the ceiling, finding a man with a long-range rifle in his hands. 
Something in her head twinges and she growls. 


“Son of a bitch-” she curses, running around the cat and over to Midoriya. She reaches down to his 
tail, grabs a spine, and pulls it out. 


He gasps in surprise as she lines herself up with the man, waiting for the sound of his gun 
reloading and cocking. 


As big as a spear, the spine is held in her hand and over her shoulder. 

She winds back and throws. 

With a loud shank, the spine shoves itself into the man’s shoulder and he howls, dropping the gun. 
It lands on the stands with a clack. 

“Holy shit,” Death Arms exhales. 

Yuma brushes a piece of hair from her face. “I’m getting really fucking sick of these bastards.” 
“T’ve been sick of them,” Stain spits. 


Mirko rubs the back of her neck. “I feel like we need a whole day to debrief what all just happened 
in the last half an hour ,”” she mutters. 


"Oh, it's gonna take more than half an hour sweetheart," Yuma says with a breath. 


The cat continues to wail and paw at its bleeding face and she doesn’t know how to help it. No one 
does. She can’t... 


Midoriya looks at the distressed cat, tilting his head briefly before walking towards it. 
“Hold the fuck on, Deku-” Bakugou tries to yell at him but Midoriya shoots him a look. 


He exhales a small bark, getting the cat’s attention. It turns to look at him with its one good eye- 
breathing heavy and panicked. 


It raises its lips, exposing its fangs but Midoriya doesn’t stop or back off. He keeps going. 


He relaxes his ears and shows that he is no harm, regardless of how much larger he is to the damn 
thing. 


It lets out a meow and a groan, lowering its head as Midoriya walks closer. 
“What the hell is he doing...” Endeavor mutters. 

Yuma holds her hand up. “Wait...” 

Midoriya pauses, barking lowly. He growls and hums, twitching his ears. 


The cat’s ears rise with surprise and it responds to him, chirping and hissing. It’s starting to calm 
down- the raised fur on its neck flattening and its pupils dilating. Its breath slows down. 


“Is he...’ Death Arms trails off. 

Midoriya exhales, turning his head. 

‘“‘She’s one of Mortifer’s older experiments.” 

Yuma feels like she was just stabbed in the chest. 

“Kid, how the hell do you know that,” Mirko asks, raising her ears. 


Midoriya keeps the same, numb expression. “I automatically adapted animalistic speech 
because of my mutation. The older experiments learned this language to survive their trials, 
so...” 


There is pain in his voice. Exhaustion. It makes Yuma’s chest ache. 

The cat meows, turning its head to look at everyone around her. 

Midoriya hums to her. 

“She says that almost all of the LCs are taken care of, but that doesn’t mean we are safe.” 
The sound of fighting grows louder and louder inside the pit. 

The cat groans again. 


‘A lot of the experiments have already fled as well as the crowd, we need to follow as soon as 
we can.” 


“The cat is right, we need to move,” a new yet familiar voice answers. 
Eraserhead turns his head. “Detective...” he exhales. 

The detective and Yue are walking up to them from behind Endeavor and Hiroto. 
And they look rough. 


The detective is bleeding from his shoulder from what looks to be a decent sized gash and Yue just 
looks like she is going to vomit any second. 


Which, yeah, she doesn’t doubt that. Yue did get her shit kicked in by Hiroto and Himari before 
this, so there’s no possible way she’s physically or mentally alright right now. 


A group therapy session would be a wise decision after this. 


“We pointed most of the creatures to the way out, we tried our best to tell them to hide in the alley 
systems till we can figure out how to help them. But we can’t be sure if they actually understood.” 


The cat meows. 

“They understood,” Midoriya speaks for her. 

She chirps again and Midoriya nods. 

“Where is the fastest way out?” He asks the detective. 


The detective points to the hallway behind her. “Take the hall and go up, if you smell the scent of 
burnt flesh, follow it.” 


The cat cocks her head to the side, confused. 


The detective shakes his head. “Don’t ask, just go. And be quick, we don’t know how long until 
that damn woman and student blow this place up for good.” 


The cat pauses, glancing at the hall. She looks back and bows her head with thanks, blood dripping 
down from her eye and onto the ground. 


She turns around fully, running away. 

There is a silent pause. 

Yuma puts her hands on her hips. “Well, that was easier than-” 
There is a scream and everything in the air goes cold. 


Yuma’s body immediately feels wrong. Hiroto snaps his head over to the arena and his eyes go 
wide. 


A blur of black flies up and out. 


Skidding to a halt, Mortifer lands where the cat once stood with his claw gripping tight on Dai’s 
throat- dragging her against the ground like she’s a bag of trash. 


Everyone freezes. 
He tightens his hold on her and Dai gasps for air, scrambling on the ground. 


Mortifer snarls, opening his boney jaws and screaming as mounds of black spill and slop onto the 
ground like sludge. 


“You aren’t going anywhere!!” 

Nishi nearly knocks over an entire tray of supplies, grabbing a bottle full of rubbing alcohol and a 
rag from the hazard bag. 

It reeks of body fluid, making her nose scrunch tight. 


She reaches over to the gas valve, breaking the protecting cover and cranking it all the way on. 


There is a small hiss followed by a pungent smell punching her in the nose. 

Thank god this is an actual lab that has access to a gas valve. She would have had to get creative. 
“Ubhh, is that a good idea-” 

Nishi rips open drawer after drawer, looking for something she can light on fire. 

“Absolutely not. Don’t try this at home.” 

She opens the last damn drawer. The very bottom right. 

“Wasn’t planning on it, but thanks.” 

Bingo. 


She pulls out a cautery pen. It’s nothing high-tech. Nor is it something that is even close to being 
medically safe or big enough for the people it was used on. 


But eh, it did the job. Even if it wasn’t the best. 

Right now though, it’s going to do the best damn job it's ever done. 

Opening the bottle, she shoves the rag into the tip till it stops, keeping out a tail end. 
“Grab the other bottle of alcohol and dump it.” She points to everything. 

Kirishima doesn’t argue, he grabs the bottle, unscrews it, and sprays it everywhere he can. 


Nishi plugs in the pen, reaching to the side and grabbing a scalpel that was sprawled on the 
counter. She stabs it into the side of the pen, ripping out the side panel to the wires. She pulls out 
the ends- creating an exposed current. 


Turning the hot end of the pen, Nishi lifts it and touches it to the cloth, waiting for it to heat it up 
till- 


“WAIT NISHI-” 

FWOOSH 

The cloth catches flame quickly and she holds it up and away. 

Kirishima looks at her with bulging eyes. 

“There is leaking gas, you could have killed us in here!” 

Nishi blinks. “But I didn’t, did I?” 

Kirishima opens his mouth in disbelief at her. “How have you been a double agent this long?” 
She snaps her finger, pointing to the door. “Just fucking go, kid.” 


Kirishima shakes his head and runs out the door. She follows behind already winding her arm 
back. 


“Should we maybe-” 


Nishi throws the bottle straight at the plugged-in pen and- 
“Oh no.” 
BOOM 


The exposed electric current hits the flame and the alcohol, sparking and exploding in a blink due 
to the leaked gas. 


And they are sent flying back. 


Nishi tumbles to the ground and does a back somersault, throwing herself back to her feet. The tips 
of her hair are singed and she can smell the burned chemicals and blood bags so well its like they 
are kissing her right on the face. 


Kirishima, less gracefully, slams against the wall, dropping to the ground with a groan. He 
hardened his skin right at impact, leaving a crackling piece of wall behind him. 


Kirishima grabs at his head, looking at her with disbeleif. “God- Jesus Christ- I am never helping 
you with stuff again.” 


Nishi rolls her eyes, reaching over and grabbing him by the shirt. 


“Wha-” Kirishima yells as she pulls him up to his feet. She gives him a toothy grin, letting go of 
his shirt. 


“You can yell at me later kid, let’s fucking move.” 

She runs down the hall without warning. Kirishima sputters, running after her. 
“1 really wanna yell at you now.” 

“Later!!” 

“Fine!” 

They turn the corner, picking up their pace. 


Nishi shakes her head, breaking with a smile. “God, I love you kid. I’m treating you to ice cream 
after this.” 


Kirishima snorts as tries to keep up with her. “With the hell you went through for the past couple 
of years?” He shakes his head like her. 


“T’m buying you ice cream.” 


We’ll meet again... 

Some sunny day.... 

Syouma’s eyes fly open with a gasp and he springs to his feet in a shocked scramble. 

“Holy SHIT!” A young girl with pink skin screams, flailing from the chair she had been sitting in. 


Panting, Syouma looks around the room in confusion- a searing headache hitting him across the 
head like a bullet to the skull. He shuts his eyes with a wince, looking down at the ground. 


Where is he... 

What- 

Looking up, Syouma blinks, now finding at least ten pairs of eyes staring at him in shock. 
The familiar musk of medical supplies and Yue’s presence sets him in place. 

He’s in the med lab. He’s- how did- 

Why isn’t he at the training camp... 

God, his head is pounding- 


“Syouma-” lida says, running into the room. He holds his hands out, walking over slowly. “It’s ok, 
you’re ok.” 


Todoroki isn’t here. 

Bakugou... 

Yuma? He was with Yuma but- 

The last thing he remembers is the painful squeal of a whistle. 

Syouma’s eyes widen and everything clicks into place. 

Midoriya. 

Where’s Midoriya! ? 

Syouma starts to look around in a panic, his throat becoming tight from his increasing breath. 
“Syouma...” 


Syouma shakes his head, taking a step back. He nearly slips from how numb his legs are. His tail 
smacks into a metal tray on the counter, knocking it off along with the supplies spread across it. 


He opens his mouth and groans a scared meow. 

No no no no it can’t be- 

Someone in the room looks right at him with realization. They’re a strange looking one... 
“Syouma it’s ok,” lida says, trying to calm him down. “It’s all ok.” 


The person looking at him takes a step forward, moving past lida. Skin that looks like rock, yet so 
soft. They have such gentle eyes. They look so kind. So- 


“It’s ok...take a deep breath...” the person mutters in a shy voice. “My quirk allows for me to 
command any animal...but I can also understand what you’re trying to say. I can see you’ re 
scared.” They reach out their hands slowly. “I can see you’re confused.” 


Syouma moves back slightly, nervous of the touch. But, the child merely continues to look at him 
gently, still extending their hands out. They touch the sides of Syouma’s muzzle, moving in close. 


“Take a deep breath.” 


He takes a deep breath but...he didn’t even think about doing it. It’s as if the words commanded 
took a hold of his brain and pushed. 


“Another.” 

Again, Syouma takes a deep breath without thinking. It feels good. It... feels better. 
The hands on his face let go as he starts to gain the ability to breathe on his own. 
They back up, nodding their head. 

“That’s better.” 


Syouma swallows, looking around the room. Midoriya’s class is looking at him with nervous eyes. 
The room is a mess... 


And there is a sleeping...kangaroo across from him? 
What the fuck is going on. 


lida comes closer. “I know you’re confused and skittish right now, but I’m just gonna jump into it 
because I don’t think we have time to ease you, unfortunately...” He takes a breath “You were 
controlled by Mortifer along with a lot of other people in the city. Midoriya and Bakugou-” he 
pauses, looking to the class. “They were taken and the heroes along with the Oni are attempting to 
rescue him now.” 


Oh. 

Cool. 

Syouma blinks at Iida. 

Yeah, he’s gonna pass out again. 


Stumbling, Syouma nearly faints and lida rushes forward, grabbing him by the horns and keeping 
him upright. 


“Tida...” the girl with the pink skin mutters. “Could have gone a /ittle easier on him, man.” 
“Tt’s kind of difficult to ‘go easy’ with this situation, I hope you know.” 
Syouma shakes his head, getting rid of the fuzziness that overcame his eyes for a moment. 


He exhales, slowly allowing his body to lie down. He can’t stand right now because he will pass 
out if he hears something else he can’t handle. 


lida helps him down, letting go of his horns and stepping back. 


Syouma looks up at him with wide eyes before looking down at his paws. He had one job at that 
camp. He had one fucking job and that was to protect the kid. 


God...no no no, he hopes he didn’t hurt anyone. He hopes that he didn’t hurt Yuma. 
He hopes- 


The person from before crouches down, placing a hand atop his forehead. “Don’t blame yourself,” 


they say quietly. 
Syouma looks up at them. 
“You are just as much of a victim.” 


Syouma swallows, slowly nodding his head. He presses himself closer to their warm hand. A small 
purring exhale is eased from his nose. 


“It'll all be ok. Your friends and our friends are together helping everyone.” 
Syouma nods again, taking a breath. 
It'll be ok... 


He keeps repeating it in his head again and again. He keeps trying to tell himself as well that 
everything will be alright. 


But... 
Syouma nods again, squeezing his eyes tight to release the moisture that was building up. 
The thought of the kid being in the same hell he was in makes him want to scream. 


The thought that Mortifer’s plan at this very second, regardless of the heroes there to stop him, is 
unfolding... 


It’s- 

Syouma’s eyes go wide. 

The heroes. 

The heroes. 

Mortifer got Midoriya. He got Midoriya. 
Oh. 

My. 

God. 

He got what he needed. 

Did he- 

“Syouma, take a breath, it’s ok.” 


He didn’t realize he was breathing hard again. He didn’t realize that he was starting to panic again. 
He- 


What heroes are there? Do they know that the heroes are subject to Mortifer’s plan?? 
Does anyone truly know?! 


Looking around at each person he tries to speak. He tries to fucking scream- meowing and 


snarling. 

The person in front of him takes their hand off. 

“Hey hey, slow down, I might be able to understand if you-” 
Syouma yells, startling them. They flinch, stepping back. 
Where are the heroes? 

Eraserhead? Where- 

A horrifying feeling trickles down his spine. 

Where is All Might?! 

He feels like throwing up. All Might is in the hospital. 

All Might might not be guarded. 

All Might! 

“What the hell is going on, why is he freaking out?” The kid with yellow hair exclaims. 


“T don’t know but he won’t calm down, this isn’t good. He’ll pass out if he keeps breathing that 
hard.” 


“Momo, can you make something that’ll calm him down??” 

“T- I don’t-” 

Syouma looks right at lida, crying out with a yell. 

Did the panic of the city and the loss of Midoriya distract them? Do they know that- 
Syouma’s chest hurts from breathing so hard. 

Come on come on, say something! He tries to force himself to speak. 

“A...” 

“Oh god he’s trying to talk- Syouma doesn’t push it.” 

**All...M...M...” 

If everyone is distracted there is no way that Mortifer didn’t send someone out. 
There is no way he didn’t prepare for this. 

There is no way he- 

*All..Mi..” 

Come on!! 


Syouma pushes as hard as he can, feeling his throat scream in pain and tight strain. 


“All... Mi-Might!!”” 


The class looks at him with terrified confusion, not knowing why he’s screaming the number one 
hero’s name. 


Why he’s so fucking horrified right now. 

He needs to- he needs to go. He needs- 

Syouma screams again. 

Iida looks down at Syouma with intense focus. He looks down at him, frozen. 
And then it connects. 

lida’s face goes paper white. 

He slowly covers his mouth with a shaking hand. 

Syouma howls, pushing himself up to his feet. 

lida snaps out of his trance, looking up at Syouma’s now trembling body. 
“Syouma wai-” 

Adrenaline and fear take over completely and Syouma takes off into a run. 
“Syouma!!” 

The class dives out of the way as he bursts through the door. 

“Syouma!” 

If Morfiter injects All Might. 


Syouma runs as fast as he can to the entrance, jumping up into the opening of the trap door. He 
grips the edge with his claws, hoisting himself up in a panicked wiggle. 


If Mortifer gets his hands on one of the most powerful people in the world. 
He runs through the dark alley, not even caring about the ache in his legs and back. 


The hell they know now will not even compare. 


Tenya is pacing around the med bay with his hand behind his neck tightly. 
“Damn it damn it damn it-” he kicks the door with a groan. 


“Why did he just leave?!” Sero yells. “He was supposed to be our backup if that fucking kangaroo 
wakes up. What are we supposed to do??” 


“Why did he say All Might’s name, lida,” Jirou asks, swallowing. “What is about to happen?” 
lida flails his arms, snapping his body around to the class. 


“Everything is FUCKED!” 


The class collectively flinches at the tone and fact that Tenya just aggressively cursed at them. 
More so that he cursed. 

Damn it... 

Clam down Tenya calm down... 

He takes a long breath, rubbing his temple. 

Keep the class calm, Tenya... 

Keep the situation under control... 

“Tt’s fine...it ll all be fine...” he mutters to himself out loud. 

A hand grabs his shoulder and he looks up. 

Yaoyorozu is looking at him with a fearful glance. “Iida. Tell us what’s happening.” 
Tenya swallows, looking at the class behind her. 

He takes a breath, nodding his head. 


“Everything...” he starts, taking a step back. He leans against the wall, placing his hand back to 
support him. 


“Everything is about to change.” 


“Let her go!” Izuku screams, baring his teeth. 

Mortifer’s grip around Dai’s throat only tightens. 

He tilts his head at Izuku. 

“Come one, child,” He hisses, stepping forward. “I know what you want. ” 
Izuku screams, spraying green from his tongue. 

“You’re finished, Mortifer!’”’ He yells back, stepping forward. 

“Finished? Oh no, my boy, I am far from being finished.” 


Dai gasps for air, reaching up to try and claw at him. But she stops when he squeezes so tight Izuku 
swears he can hear her trachea crack. 


Izuku sees red. His ears pin all the way back and every spine from neck to tail raises and rattles. 
A figure behind Morfiter moves, nearly pulling his eyes from the man. 


A familiar shutter goes down his back. A shutter one experiences when an unknown presence is 
right behind. 


Silent moving. 


There is a blur of silver. 


And then there is a scream. 
Mortifer opens his mouth and screeches, reaching back and grabbing what had attacked him. 


In the process, Dai thrashes from his other hand like a fish on a hook, pushing out of his grasp and 
rolling down into the stands- gasping and coughing for air. 


He grabs the figure by the neck. 
Izuku’s eyes widen. 

Yue. 

Where did she- 


Mortifer throws her to the side and Yue slams against the wall with a crack, screaming in pain 
before going completely limp against the ground. 


Something hot and heavy starts to course through Izuku like poison. Anger. 
Something in his head snaps like a dry stick in the woods. 

Stop it. 

Stop it stop it stop it- 

“Yue!!” Hiroto yells. 

Rage. 

Rage! 

RAGE!! 


Izuku is suddenly right in Morfiter’s face, swinging his body around with his tail ready to slam 
against his skull. He doesn’t remember moving. 


He smacks his tail against Mortifer’s head, spinning around and landing right on his body in an 
aggressive pin. 


Everything mashes together in a blur. Adrenaline courses through his veins like steroids, pushing 
him faster and faster. 


He doesn’t remember tumbling to the side and down the stairs of the arena. 
The screams of his friends and the heroes. 


He doesn’t remember how he got to clawing and biting into the masses of black and chunks of 
bone. 


Spitting up fire like a choking dragon. 
But what he does know is that he can’t stop. 


He’s holding Mortifer by the throat with his paw, pushing down tight. They are on a broken piece 
of platform right next to the very edge of the pit itself. 


All he wants to do is push him down into this pit and finish him like the beasts he let die in front of 
his eyes for years. Finish the pain he caused. Finish him to end it all. 


A voice screams at him to do it. To shove his nails into his esophagus and rip it out like a fish 
bone. To twist his neck to the side over and over till it cracks off and rolls down the steps. 


Chew on his brains. 

Slice up his lungs. 

Burst his heart like filled candy. 

End it. 

Don’t let anyone stop you. 

End it. 

End it!! 

“Midoriya stop!!” Someone yells, but he doesn’t listen. 
Mortifer chokes a laugh, choking out clots of black. “Do it, child.” 
Izuku pants loudly, growling with each breath. 
“Midoriya!” 

“Deku!” 


“That’s it...get the satisfaction!” He adds, giggling with mania after each word. “Yes! Kill me 
and those who have wronged you! Rip apart and torture all who deserve it!! It’s your turn!” 


The glint of Mortifer’s eyes reflects Izuku’s face and he freezes. 

It feels like the world has stopped for just a moment. 

He sees the murderous snarl on his face. The unhinged jaw and twitching eyes. 
The pinned ears and shaking spines. 

The blood covering his fur. Both his and others he cannot identify. 

This isn’t it... 


He relaxes his face, watching his face in Mortifer’s eyes. His spines flatten and he closes his 
mouth. 


This... 
Izuku shakes his head, stepping back. 


“No 29 


Mortifer chokes a startled laugh. “No?” He scrapes up to his feet, stumbling with his movements. 
Izuku can see the tremble in his legs. “Don’t kid yourself, boy. I know what you want. I know 


what you crave.” 

Izuku can feel the eyes on him from above. 

He shakes his head again, holding his ground. He takes a breath, looking down at his paws. 
This isn’t his fight to end. This isn’t his choice to make. 

And this isn’t who he is. 


“You deserve everything that comes, Mortifer,”’ Izuku answers, looking back up. “But ’m 
done letting this cycle continue.” 


It’s uncomfortably silent for a moment. 


Mortifer begins to slowly laugh at his choice of words. Like he was just bitch slapped with a shitty 
hand. “Oh, you naive child...’ He takes a step forward. 


Izuku flattens his ears, standing as still as he can despite the inching threat. 


“You think that suddenly changing your actions will make it all better? Will give you self 
closure?” He chokes out a sudden sickening cackle. ‘Give me a break. ” 


Izuku takes another breath as Mortifer shakes his head. ‘I know who you are, Midoriya Izuku. I 
know the life you live. The choices you make. The choices you don’t make.” A pause. 


“Nothing you do will matter. Nothing you say will matter.” He spits with every word, speaking 
fast and angrily. Stepping forward with each intense sentence. “If we show mercy, no one would 
understand.” 


Izuku swallows, flaring his nostrils. “Maybe so.” He responds. “But the endless cycle of pain 
and anger will never stop if we consistently let it hurt. It doesn’t have to be this way.” 


“Oh but it does, child!” A pissed yell. ‘No matter how many lost children and people you 
save. No matter how many criminals you stop. No matter how kind you are. Your life will 
never mean something to them. ” 


“It doesn't have to mean something to them!” Izuku yells back. “It’s supposed to mean 
something to me.” 


Mortifer sneers. “Ignorance! Make a life for yourself, if you will, but you will always be the 
product of society's anger. You will always be the monster under the bed to everyone around 
you. And you will always be seen as a disgusting murderer. And worst of all is that you will 
always believe them.” He wheezes out an uncomfortable breath. “Is the anxiety and depression 
really worth the pointless quest for meaning? Is the constant convincing worth the endless 
years of displeasure and dissatisfaction?” 


Izuku shakes his head again and again. ‘“There is so much more in this world than the 
negativity and anger you let consume you.” 


Izuku spent nearly ten years of his life at that moment. Letting everything consume him like a wet 
jacket in rain. 


Hating everything. 
Everyone. 
Himself. 


For the longest time, he had thought about what would truly happen if he took a nose dive off the 
school roof. If he landed in the koi pond and drowned like his soiled notebook. 


And if anyone would ever miss him. Or if the care would even come close. 
But...after this past year... 


He thinks of his mother. Her hugs and peeled apple slices after school. Her movie nights and 
comforting words. The way she rubs her hand across his back to ground his emotions. 


Singing and playing guitar with Yuma during sleepovers. Making shitty food in the kitchen and 
eating till they are close to vomiting. Racing across the roofs and playing games to see who gets 
noticed by the police first. 


Study days with Yue. Sitting in the comfort of her room as she points and signs answers to his 
questions. 


Early morning runs with Hiroto. Rolling up in layers of blankets in the common room to the brink 
of suffocation to take long naps. 


Taking breaks in the teachers' lounge with Eraserhead. Dressing up Bastard to piss him off. 
Sharing a tub of ice cream at 3 a.m. in the kitchen. 


Learning and growing to become a hero with Bakugou as they had craved as kids. Learning how to 
be friends again. 


Todoroki. Just... Todoroki. His confident eyes and careful touch. His thoughtful words. His head 
kisses and lack of hesitation. How goddamn stubborn he is. Understanding more than anyone else 
what it’s like to feel insane . 


And Dai. 
Everything about Dai- 
“Like what?” Mortifer spits. 


Izuku nearly breaks. ‘‘Dai!! You had Dai!”’ Izuku’s spine raise as he yells. ““You had someone 
who loved you. Someone to dance with and spend hours talking to. Someone to hug you when 
you had a bad day at work. You had a reason to love life and move on-”’ 


Mortifer opens his mouth and screams, interrupting Izuku’s words. 


“Love is a foolish thing, child! Love doesn’t fix your problems,” he spits, snapping his jaws. 
“Love doesn’t stop the world from judging. And love certainly doesn’t win battles. Marrying 
that wretched woman was a mistake and made me realize more than anything that people 
will spit in your direction the minute they see something they don’t like.” 


Mortifer is left panting, staring at Izuku with so much... anger. 


So much... 
Madness. 
“Wow...” Izuku says again, calmly. He takes a breath, letting everything finally sink in. 


The world is a sickening place. A place where Izuku learned no one is created equal. Nor is anyone 
treated with the same ogling respect or awe. 


The system has failed Izuku. Failed Mortifer. 
Failed a lot of people. 
“IT guess you were right.” 


But the difference between Izuku and Mortifer within this particular issue is that he has found a 
way- somehow found a way- to scout out the tiniest bits of good that are still worth fighting for. 


If Izuku had let that slip away from his fingers. 

If he pushed away the love he was offered. 

If he chose to let his quirk and anger consume him. 

He would be stuck in a miserable cycle of pain and suffering. 

Just like the man in front of him. 

Mortifer growls at him and Izuku blinks slowly, tilting his head just slightly. 
“T really am better than you.” 

There’s a violent bang and Izuku flinches. 


There is a gushing rip followed by a horrific wail from Mortifer’s throat. Blackened blood sprays 
from his chest like a broken water balloon. 


Right where the heart is. 
The sound of a gun cocking. The sound of a bullet shell dropping to the ground. 


Izuku turns his head, finding Dai standing in her normal form with the rifle that had dropped 
earlier. Her hands are holding it tight and her face expresses nothing but fury. 


“Didn’t miss this time,” Dai strains, stepping forward. “ Darling .” 
Mortifer huffs a short laugh, stumbling. Wheezing as blood starts to fill up his trachea. 
The tar on his body did nothing to protect him like usual. 


The portals weakened him. Weakened him so his body could no longer sustain the back-to-back 
violence done to him. 


If Endeavor were to light a single flame near his body, he would combust. 


And unlike last time, he wouldn’t get back up. 


Mortifer drops, vomiting and spitting what smells like burning blood. 


Dai walks up to him, pressing the barrel of the gun against his head. Her teeth are bared and her 
hands are close to shaking from how hard she’s holding the gun. 


Mortifer looks up at her as black pools from his teeth. Dripping down on the ground. He huffs and 
huffs weakened laughter. 


‘About damn time...” he chokes, continuing to laugh. He presses his head harder against the gun. 
“I feared you’d never gain the strength tocommit .” 


Dai yells, cracking the barrel of the gun against his head. He drops all the way to the ground, 
spraying blood with the motion of his head. 


A disgusting giggle gurgles from his throat. 


She kicks him in the jaw so hard it cracks and dislocates. The force sends him down into the pit, 
landing in a stained puddle of blood. 


He gasps for air as blood fills more of his airways, struggling to stand back up. He looks up at her 
with a crooked, stained smile, wheezing with his breath. 


“You vial woman...oh if the reality was different...” 
He coughs, spitting black onto the wall. 
Dai breathes heavily, dropping the gun by her feet. She clenches her fists. 


A metallic dragging sound starts to screech into Izuku’s ears from the open gate on the other side 
of the pit . 


Dai raises her head for a moment, huffing. 

“Let this be our final dance, Kenji,” she snarls, looking down at him. 

Mortifer opens his mouth. 

“My my my...” A deep echo from the gate. “How this has been fun.” A slightly amused chuckle. 


He snaps his mouth shut, turning around with a bubbling growl in his throat. He gasps, still 
swaying from the bullet wound in his chest. 


The grinding of metal on concrete grows louder and louder . 
Mortifer stumbles as he looks at the gate, breathing heavily. He’s hanging on by a thread . 


Izuku takes a step backward on autopilot as Warden shows himself to the light. A presence no one 
can tolerate looking at for more than a few seconds without shivering. 


Mortifer raises his crooked jaw. “‘You’ve always been a lousy listener, Warden...” 


Warden snorts, shaking his head. His hammer drags behind him, staining the ground with bits of 
fresh blood. 


“Well...you didn’t bring me here to listen, did you now?” 


Mortifer hums, swaying as his eyes struggle to stay open. 
“So it seems.” 


Warden stops, lifting his hammer up. He turns his head to examine the bloodied end of his 
hammer. The chunks of skin and matter hanging off. 


He drags his fingers against it, rubbing them against each other to coat his fingertips. 
“T believe it is time I ended your judgment, don’t you think?” 


Mortifer sputters a short laugh, wincing in pain. ‘Do what you must...” He turns his head to look 
at Dai, a haunted smile plastered across his face. The smile is nothing like the others he has 
consistently flashed within the night. It’s... different. “I’m no fool to know my limit has been 
abused. To know that I must now allow this building butterfly effect to tumble and crash on 
its very own.” A breath. “Besides...” 


A pregnant pause. 
“By this time...[’ve already gotten what I wanted.” 
Izuku’s entire body shivers and Dai’s eyes widen. 
Something’s wrong. 
Why is he... 
Content... 
Mortifer looks back at Warden. 
Something is so very wrong. 
“Wha-” Dai tries to exclaim. 
Warden winds his arm back, throwing his hammer straight toward Mortifer. 
“No!” Dai screams and Izuku grabs her, pulling her back and turning her around. 
The sound of metal hitting mush cracks into the atmosphere. 
The sound of a body dropping. 
The horrific horrific sound of organs spilling. 
Overbearing silence followed by a gurgle. 
...a laugh... 
An inhale... 
And a hum. 
Dai starts to shake as Mortifer begins to hum a broken tune. Izuku holds her tight. 


A tune that has only ever been heard within his head. 


Within Dai’s head. 

Laughing and humming. 

Laughing and humming. 

Humming to the tune... 

“And I’m asking...why lord...” 

“Tf this is how I die...lord...” 

Mortifer’s cackled hums turn wet and diluted like a broken music box. Like a rotting instrument. 
Izuku can hear the hammer being picked back up. 

He can hear the blood and tar dripping from the ends of the metal. 
“Ladies...” Warden begins to call out. “Gentlemen...” A huff. 

“Your dear host...” 

A pause. 

“Has failed.” 

A swing and a crack. 

Dai flinches at the sound of Mortifer’s skull being bashed in. 

The sound of bone exploding. 

The sound of brain matter staining the wall. 

The sound of a question left unanswered. 

It goes silent. 

Dai is covering her mouth in horror as Izuku continues to hold her back. 
Blood drips in the background. 

The lights flash red. 

Warden takes a deep breath and Izuku turns his head slowly. 

Warden is looking up at the ceiling with splatters of black on his face and clothes. Panting. 


He hums a laugh, mimicking the one Mortifer held just moments ago. He wipes off the blood 
covering his eye, licking it off. 


He looks at Izuku and everything goes still. 
“Go on, child...” he exhales, turning around. “It seems you aren’t quite done yet.” 


After an uncomfortable second Warden bursts into sick laughter, throwing his hammer over his 
shoulder. It makes Izuku nauseous. 


“You aren’t quite done.” 
Izuku’s eyes go wide and he himself can feel the tremble in his legs. 


“And I can’t wait to watch what you choose to do.” 


Toshinori has not taken his eyes off the glass in front of his eyes. 

Nor has he seemed to turn his head from the smoke spreading across the city. 
His hand rests across his sore stomach with frustration. 

He tried to shift to his muscle form. He tried. 

But like with his fight with All for One...his body cannot stand the force on his wounds. 
He’s running out of time. 

More time than before. And he doesn’t have anyone lined up. Not... 

He bites his dry lip, feeling the festering anger and frustration bubble. 

Not anymore. 

He hopes all the other heroes are doing alright in this crisis- 

A knock on his door. 

“Hm..” he hums. 

The door slides open and then closes quickly. 


“Do you need anything, All Might?” a kind voice asks. He turns his head to see his usual doctor 
standing with her clipboard. She looks exhausted. 


Frazzled. 
Toshinori swallows, feeling his mouth turn to a frown. 


“No, my dear, please...” he pauses. “Please do not worry about me in this state of emergency. I am 
alright.” 


“But-” 


Toshinori raises his hand, shaking his head. “I am unable to help, so please, for me help everyone 
you can.” 


The doctor swallows, nodding her head. There is conflict on her face. 

“..0k, sir. I will.” 

Toshinori smiles. “Thank you, my dear.” 

She nods again, turning to the door. She quickly slides out, leaving Toshinori alone in his room. 


He waits a second before exhaling and turning back to the window. 


A cold feeling goes down his back and out of instinct, he reaches his hand out. Catching something 
that was thrown at him from above. 


He snaps his head back, looking at the object. 

It’s a knife. 

He gasps, dropping the knife onto his bed. 

He looks up and the organs inside his body completely flip upside down. 


“Man...I was having doubts on if you really were the real thing but that lady sealed the deal for 
me.” A deep voice calls from a crack in the ceiling tile. 


It slides open and someone in all black drops down to the ground. 


The figure lands in a fighting pose, reaching into a pouch on their belt. 


They pull out a syringe. “Nice to meet you, All Might .” 
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“God...it’s a disaster out there.” 


Hizashi frowns, closing the window shades from his studio. He doesn’t know why he keeps 
peeling them back to look out. 


It’s all the same regardless. The more he looks the more he wants to throw up. 


His boss is across the room, tapping a foot with impatience and nerves. He chews on a toothpick in 
between his molars. 


“T’m surprised you’re not out there too,” his boss adds to his previous comment, taking out the 
chewed-up stick. “All things considered, they need the hands.” He flicks it into the trash, leaning 
on the desk. 


Hizashi shakes his head, turning in his chair. “I wasn’t called down, sir. Not all heroes were 
flagged for this- regardless of how dire it is. They can’t put every hero they have on the battlefield 
unless it’s a code twelve.” 


Plus... 


He wouldn’t truly know how to help. Even if he wants to so desperately. Without a complete 
understanding of the situation, he’s afraid to enter a battlefield where he has no clue who the actual 
enemy is in the situation. This is a new kind of problem. 


Though he’s glad Shouta and the kid are far away, he wishes they were here to tell him what is 
going on. More so, he wishes he has a way to contact the Oni. He doesn’t doubt they are handling 
more than the heroes know. 


And that doesn’t really make him feel better about the whole issue exploding through the city. 


Hizashi sighs, leaning back in his chair. He crosses his arms. “Besides that, you know I will almost 
always choose to stay if I can. The people here who were unable to reach a shelter don’t exactly 
want more stress. It can be quite scary when you don’t know what to do, or if there isn’t anyone 
with the authority to tell you it'll be alright. Especially with this situation in particular.” 


His boss hums, glancing out into the main studio area. His co-host for the day is walking around, 
handing out water. 


“T suppose that makes sense.” 


Hizashi hums, leaning back slightly more to look up at the ceiling. He squeezes the skin on his 
arms. 


“Well...” his boss breaks the moment of silence, moving to perch against the wall. “Considering 
how much this city is shitting itself, we will be here for a while. So, might as well make some 
small talk.” 


Hizashi raises his brow, lowering his chin to look at his boss. 
A smile. “How’s your partner doing?” 
Oh. 


“WHAT?” Hizashi’s face flushes beat red and he flails his arms back. He loses balance, crashing to 
the ground with his chair. 


He can hear an amused chuckle as he groans in a flustered mess. “Sir...what the fuck?” He hisses, 
rubbing the back of his head. 


“Ts everything alright in here??” A female voice calls. 

His boss waves his hand. “We’re good, Charlotte. Just a small slip up is all.” 
Hizashi’s face deadpans. 

Slip up my ass... 


Grumbling, Hizashi pulls himself back up to how he was prior. His boss still has a stupid grin 
spread across his face. 


“T’ve been waiting to say that one for a while,” he snickers. 


Hizashi rolls his eyes, looking to the side. His cheeks are still slightly pink- warm to the touch. 
“How the hell do you know that information?” 


“HA! You can’t hide shit from me, Mic. I’m surprised more people don’t know considering your 
awful track record with keeping relationships a secret.” He cocks his head to the side with a toothy 
smile. 


Hizashi exhales, placing his face into his hands. Damn it... 
And he was doing good too... 


Shouta is gonna kill him. 


“Please don’t tell anyone...” he mutters. His boss simply hums a short laugh in response. 
“Tt’s not my place to share, Mic, don’t worry. But, I still wanna know.” 

Hizashi looks up from his hands. 

“How is the lad, hm?” 

He really isn’t getting out of this conversation, huh? 


It’s not like he’s uncomfortable having it. Really, his boss is someone he trusts fully. Someone he 
respects deeply and doesn’t mind sharing information regarding personal life. He’s also fortunate to 
have grown up confident in his own sexuality and identity- something not everyone gets the same 
privilege over. 


It’s just... 

Hizashi exhales, leaning back to look at the ceiling again. 

“To be honest...not great.” He lets it slide right out. 

It’s his boss’s turn to raise a brow. “Everything alright with you two?” 


Hizashi nods his head. “Yeah no, we are fine. He’s just...” he pauses to comb a hand through his 
brushed hair. It’s down today. “He’s been going through a lot lately with his job.” 


Shouta’s been shutting him out more and more. Especially ever since shit became difficult with the 
kid. 


“He’s awful with his emotions most of the time so it can be difficult to try and help him, which 
sucks but...with this specific instance I can’t push him too hard.” He rubs the back of his neck, 
trying his best to keep his words censored. “There is a /ot going on for him right now.” 


His boss nods, humming. “We all run into those moments in life. Especially now with there being 
so much tension all around.” A pause. “Ever since that vigilante group and dog showed up, 
everything has been a mess for everyone.” A tisk and shake of the head. 


Hizashi does his best to hide a frown. “Yeah...” 
“Hey, sir?” 
“Yeah? What’s up?” His boss turns his head to respond to the call. 


“Can you come and help us with this? It’s kind of tricky and you probably know this machine 
better than us.” 


His boss chuckles. “I will probably prove you wrong, dear, lord knows I’m not good with 
machinery.” He turns back to look at Hizashi with a smile. “I'll stop bugging you now, Mic, but 
just know I’m here if you need to talk about home life stress. It can be a lot sometimes, I know.” 
He sits up straight from the wall, nodding at Hizashi before taking his leave. 


Honestly, Hizashi is glad he was roped in with him of all people. Though he patronizes him at 
times, he’s thankful. There aren’t many in life with such kindness in their souls. 


Not anymore, at least. 


He lets out a long sigh, sitting up straight in his chair- folding his hands in his lap carefully. He 
wasn’t lying when he said Shouta has been stressed. 


Well...he fibbed a bit. More so on the level of severity. 


Shouta’s stress is so bad it should be traumatizing to his brain. On the off chance Hizashi is able to 
stay with Shouta- or, well, not get pushed out the door- he’d spend most of the night trying to calm 
him down from nightmares or anxiety attacks. 


Brushing a hand over his back. Kissing his forehead. Combing soft fingers through his thick hair. 
Whispering that it will be ok. That the kid is ok. 
It’s all he can do. Or, well, all Shouta will allow him to do. 


He once had to break the bathroom door down because Shouta was having such a bad panic attack 
he passed out in the shower. It was the week following the kid nearing death’s door. 


The guy doesn’t like to vocalize or admit it, but he cares deeply for this kid. To be fair, he did 
practically pick him up off the streets. The kid’s feral, if he didn’t have the Oni or Shouta holding 
him up, he would be a different kind of disaster. 


The thought makes him shiver. 


He can’t imagine the pain Shouta feels. The guilt from the day Midoriya was stabbed. The fear he 
would be taken, that he would have let it happen. That no matter what he does, it would never 
matter in the end. 


There’s no doubt about the need to protect and care for sprouts from Shirakumo... 
The trauma that served still resides within him. 


But it could also come from his own need to keep a kid off the bad side of things. As an 
underground hero, a lot is seen. More than the average day-working hero. 


A lot. 


Hizashi perches his elbow on the arm of the chair, leaning on his hand. He turns the chair around, 
grabbing at the blinds once again. 


He himself wishes there was more for him to do. But he also understands that if he too got 
involved in this problem, Shouta would be a mess. 


All he can really do is try his best to support him and help when he’s needed. 

Even if that means breaking the rules. 

There are typically three warning signs of a panic attack. Or, to be specific, there are three 
indicators that lead to a big screaming alarm in the brain. 

For Izuku, that was: 


Everything is blurry. For a damn creature that has four eyes, you’d think there would be some 
clarity. 


No. 


His ears are filled with a gradual ringing, and quite frankly, with it he can’t hear anything around 
him but his own heavy breathing. 


And lastly, he feels like he is going to fully lose consciousness and drop to the ground. 

Panic attack? 

Panic attack. 

Izuku doesn’t remember rearing it. Nor does he exactly remember watching Warden leave the pit. 


The other thing he doesn’t remember is Dai trying to rip herself out of his grasp. Begging for him 
to let her down. 


She elbows him in the chest hard and he’s aggressively yanked back into clarity, snapping out of it 
as if someone slapped him across the face in the astral plane. 


“Kid!!” Eraserhead yells from above and Izuku throws his head up in his direction, eyes wide. 


Two people are sprinting towards them from behind, covered in soot. “Alright people, let's move 
those asses, we gotta go!!”” A familiar woman yells. 


Izuku gets an eyeful of red hair right next to her. 

K- 

Kirishima?? 

“Shitty hair?!’ Bakugou yells. “What the fuck-” 

“Not the time, Bakugou!” Kirishima snaps back, looking down at Izuku. 
“Midoriya!” 


Izuku looks down at Dai and she’s shaking. Her eyes are bloodshot from the tears and never in his 
life has she ever seen her so- 


Terrified. 


He reaches down and scoops her up, galloping up the stairs as best as he can in his current state. 
Every single molecule in his body is screaming and there is a very high chance he only has about 
half an hour left before he’s completely out cold. 


“What the hell just happened?!” Bakugou strains as Izuku screeches to a half right in front of him. 


Dai throws herself off his back and stumbles back, gripping at her hair. She’s breathing hard and 
her hands are shaking so violently she can’t even stand straight. 


She lets out a frustrated cry. “FUCK!” 
Bakugou looks up at Izuku, brows raised. “Ok, what the fuck- that’s not the reaction I expected-” 
Dai aggressively turns her body to look at the detective, pointing a finger at him. 


“You-” she exhales. “You better fucking tell me All Might is far fucking away from here.” 


The detective’s eyes go wide. “What-” 

“Tell me!” Dai screams so loud her voice cracks. 

“T-he’s in the hospital. That kid of yours nearly killed him during final exams.” He points at Izuku. 
Dai’s face drains to white. She looks up at Hiroto. 

“We haven’t won .” She stresses. “We-” 


It takes less than a second for every single one of Hiroto’s barbs to rise and for his pupils to turn to 
slits. 


The woman from earlier freezes. 


“No...” she mutters, shaking her head. “No no no no no-” she now grabs at her hair looking up at 
the ceiling. 


Eraserhead turns to Dai as he too starts to realize what is going on. “oh. ” 


The woman yells. “Detective that man better have the best goddamn security on the planet in that 
hospital room.” 


“What are you-” 


“We were so fucking OBLIVIOUS!” She continues. “He used the fucking mass reaction down in 
the city to distract everyone, scatter law enforcement, and overload the hospitals.” She takes a 
breath to look at every one. To look at the heroes staring at her in horror. “No one could possibly 
be paying attention!” 


She reaches into her shirt, pulling out a folded packet of paper. 


“He sent someone to All Might to fucking inject him with what is currently in that kid.” she points 
at the sheets with a stressed hand. “We’ve been focused on the wrong thing and he played us all!!”” 


Mirko’s ears drop. “Wait, so you’ re telling me-” 


Dai drops to her knees. She puts grabs at her hair, looking down at the ground with a shaking head. 
“Tam mortui sumus...” 


“Ok, no,” Stain throws his hands up. “We are getting out of here right now. If it’s successful you 
all will be dealing with something ten times worse. Think of Cerberus and add super strength and 
speed to that.” He turns and points to the detective. “And it will all fall on your ass because you 
along with all of the police force and heroes refused to acknowledge that there was more to the 
goddamn story.” 


Dai throws her head up. “You’re not helping, Chizome!” 

Izuku shakes his head over and over, stomping his foot onto the ground. *‘Enough!”’ 

Everyone freezes. 

Izuku huffs from his nose, feeling acid build itself in his throat and stomach. “‘We gotta go, now!” 


Everyone stares at him for a collective second. 


Izuku snarls. 
“MOVE!” 


And they scramble. 


Syouma pants as he presses his claws into the crumbling asphalt. Pushing himself into a full sprint. 
Fire and smoke- it’s all he can see and smell. 

The streets are dead quiet, all but the broken car alarms and skitter of animals. 

Where is the hospital? 

He whips his head side to side as he snakes through the debris. 

Where is he going? 


A blaring siren from behind perks his ears up. He turns his head over his shoulder, finding an 
ambulance screeching around the corner at high speed. Turning to the sidewalk, he jumps and 
slides behind a car, waiting for them to pass. He flattens his ears t his head, flexing his paws 
against the gravel. 


He waits for the exact moment it passes him, and he leaps into a sloppy run- staying directly 
behind it and into its blind spot. 


The high-pitched and blaring alarm rings in his ears painfully. He winces as he continues to hound 
this bus of a vehicle, turning and twisting with its sporadic movements. 


With luck, the ambulance starts to slow down as it reaches a lit-up building. 

Hospital. 

Please be the right hospital. 

Syouma veers off, following the directions to the main entrance of the hospital. 

Someone at the front sees him, releasing a terrified yelp. “Hybrid!” 

“Everyone move!” Another yell. 

“CLOSE THE DOORS!!” Someone screams, running out of the way. “CLOSE THEM!!” 


The woman sitting at the desk right on the other side of the entrance doors gasps, reaching for 
something under the table. An alarm wails and the doors loudly lock together. 


Nope. 
Syouma growls, lowering his head and ramming into the glass, shattering it with full force. 


Groups of people release horrified yells as they dive and scramble out of the way. Syouma’s 
hooves scratch against the tile and glass as he slips and slides back into an awkward run. 


He bursts through the door to the stairwell, scrawling up the stairs in a mess of limbs. 


He has absolutely no idea where he’s going. He barely remembers what the inside of a hospital 


looks like, let alone where the hell All Might could even be. 
God knows he is too late. 
And that’s when it hits him. 


As soon as he reaches the third floor a foul, familiar stench assaults his nose and he immediately 
slams into the door that leads to the floor itself. 


People scream, crashing supplies to the ground as his appearance becomes known. He freezes in 
the hall, inhaling the smell slowly through his nose and mouth. 


Doctors and nurses, patients and visitors, all are peaking their heads out of doors or pressed tightly 
against the wall. They all watch in sickening fear as Syoum sticks his nose up and smells. 


Sticks his nose down on the ground. 

Towards the wall. 

The hair on his mane and back raises roughly and he can feel his tail flick with aggravation. 
That smell. 

That smell- 

The horrible horrible smell of him. 


Syouma fills his lungs with air before releasing a blood-curdling bellow. He slides into a run, 
startling everyone near. Doors slam and people run away. He ignores them, sniffing each and every 
door he passes. 


It hits him again. 

It hits him . 

And it’s not just that. 

It’s mixed with the awful awful smell of blood. 


He turns, slamming his horns into the nearby door where its horrible aura is practically gushing 
through the cracks. 


His eyes find what he hoped wasn’t the case, and everything becomes lost within his head. 
Toshinori wasn’t given the chance to truly process what was going on before the figure in front of 
his lunges, a syringe held tight in their hand. 

He barely dodges a swing, scrambling off his bed- coming close to trapping himself in his sheets. 
He backs up against the glass. 


“Who the hell are you?!” He yells, diving to the side as they swing again. He lets out a grunt as his 
shoulder slams against the cold tile. He snaps his head up. “What the hell is this?!” 


The person lets out an amused chuckle, standing up straight. “Who I am won’t matter in the end.” 
They play with the syringe in their hand like it's a toy. “I’m just here to deliver the PACKAGE!” 


They stab their arm down over the top of him. 
But it stops right above his chest. 


Toshinori’s hand clutches their wrist in his muscular form, shaking as the owner of it pushes harder 
and harder with a demented smile on their face. 


Out of panic, his body allowed a quick transformation. But, as always, that doesn’t mean it has a 
guaranteed stay. He chokes out a clot of blood, seething as the warm fluid pours from his teeth and 
down his chin. His teeth creak from how hard his jaw is clenching and his throat is aching from the 
blood. 


Come one come on come ON! 


He yells, pushing the figure off of him as hard as his body could muster. They fly back, slamming 
against the wall and breaking the lamp perched neatly on the nightstand. It crashes, sprinkling 
pieces of ceramic glass onto the ground. 


Toshinori hacks a stuck clump of blood from the back of his throat, turning onto his hands and 
knees with a pained groan. 


The figure stumbles to its feet, leaning against the bed as they regain balance from the hit. They 
huff with amusement, wiping a string of spit from their lips. 


“Man...” they shake their head. “You really have gotten weak.” They walk forward, picking up the 
syringe that had fallen to the ground mid-flight. “Didn’t expect that dog to do such heavy 
damage.” 


Toshinori snaps his gaze up. “How do you know about that?!” 
They smile, tilting their head down into an intense Kubrick stare. 
“We know more than you damned heroes think.” 


Toshinori’s nonexistent stomach sinks and he immediately scrambles to his feet, nearly falling 
from the rush of blood to his head. He backs up, holding his fists up in defense. Steam starts to 
flow and gush from his pores like sweat. He clicks his tongue. 


Damn it... 
DAMN IT! 


17? 


“Who is “we?” who are you speaking of? 
direction. 


He snaps his teeth with aggression as he yells in their 


The figure sputters into a quick chuckle, covering their mouth as their smile deepens. 


“You'll know soon enough.” They come closer. “You’ll all know soon enough.” They push off 
into a run that’s too fast and sporadic to register. Their movements are unpredictable- unreadable. 
What direction are they going to go? Are they going in for a swing or a fake? Where- when- 


His body won’t move as he wants it to. Not in this closed-off space. Not in a hospital. Not in this 
state. His body- 


He can’t- 


NO- 


He can feel voices in his head howl and scream. Like something is thrashing inside his skull like a 
trapped, scared animal. They are telling him to go. To run. To protect One for- 


The door busts open and he makes the mistake of looking over. 


A beast standing at the now shattered wooden door howls hideously, putting a ring in Toshinori’s 
ears and head. A lion with curved horns and a crocodilian tail throws its body into the room in a 
mess of angry scrawling and snarling. 


Toshinori’s eyes go wide and he barely musters enough strength to jump back and out of the way 
as the lion grabs the figure by the waist, slamming them onto the tile. Its breath is hot and feral. Its 
tail swishes and its mane puffs. 


The hooves on its back feet slip and slide against the flooring. It’s practically vibrating from the 
seething anger in its body. 


He’s only ever seen this kind of emotion in Cerberus. 
The figure’s eyes go wide with realization. 

And a smile creeps up on their face. 

“C-34...oh how I always knew you’d be a strong one.” 


The lion’s face scrunches with madness. Pupils shrink. Skin folds up. Deep-throated growl. Ears 
flatten. And, well, anyone would know that body language in an animal means only one thing. 


Bite . 
The lion opens its mouth and snaps . 


They screech as blood sprays from the now punctured skin and ripped muscle on their face. The 
lion bites harder and harder until Toshinori can hear the crack of its skull. The squish of fat and 
connective tissue. The creak of cartilage. The pop of the fluid in their eyes. 


There’s a quick thrash, followed by the all too familiar sound of a spinal cord snapping in half. 
The lion raises its head, letting the body splat messily onto the ground. Limp. 


Its face twitches as it breathes hard, moving its gaze up to Toshinori. Blood covers its maws and 
drips from its hanging whiskers. 


There are no thoughts in its eyes. 


He shivers from the sight, wincing as a sharp tinge hits his neck. He grabs at it, finding a syringe 
stuck right under his ear. Toshinori pulls it out, looking at the now empty glass. 


He got stabbed right when he looked at the door. 


He was distracted for one second- 
A wave of nausea hits him and his knees buckle. He drops to the ground. 


His eyes meet the lion’s as it looks over at his body on the ground. He flinches at the sight once 
again. But, this time it’s different. 


The emptiness that was once present in the creature's face is completely gone. 


Its eyes are wide, and somehow. ..its tanned fur almost looks pale to the naked eye. It stopped 
breathing and its body is still. Frozen. 


It is looking right at him with absolute and utter horror. 

“What...just...” his head spins and he bites at the inside of his cheek. 

The lion shakes its head. 

“Nnn..O,” it growls, breaking out of its frozen trance to now hurry over to him. 


Toshinori puts his arm out, trying to scoot away from the beast. “Get...stay back...” he huffs. He 
feels sick. 


His arm drops out of weakness and the lion comes uncomfortably close. 


“No...” Toshinori mutters, shaking his head as he can smell the blood and the breath from the 
monster’s lips and nose. 


The lion whines. It softly paws at his leg and gets close to his head, nudging his face. Panicked. 
Upset. Worried . 


Like a dog whose owner just passed out in front of their eyes. 
It’s being...gentle with him. What... 


*““No...”’ he can hear it struggle to mutter. It shakes its head as it looks at him over and over. “‘No... 
nnno..0..no..nnoo-” 


What is... 
Going on? 


“Noll!” 


Syouma is going to lose it. Well, more than he already has. 
He almost had it. 

He almost stopped it. 

But of course of course- 

Of course!! 


All Might is on the floor panting feverishly, wincing as his body uncomfortably twitches. 


This is bad. This is really really bad- 


He whines, poking All Might again and again. He needs to push past. He needs to stay in control. If 
anything slips, everything is done for. 


Everything! 

What would Dai do? 
Hiroto? 

The kid? 

Anyone? 

Oh no no NO- 


All Might’s body covers itself in a sort of steam and Syouma’s ears flatten. He backs up in a 
confused panic as All Might’s body cracks and shrinks down to a- 


What? 


All Might looks at Syouma with weak, sunken eyes. Frail skin. Something so very very different. 
So very...wrong. 


Oh 

Fuck. 

Not real. Not real. Different. 
If this is the real All Might- 
If this- 


Syouma opens his mouth and meows, shaking his head. He will die from the transformation. He 
won’t make it. 


He won’t. 


The kid’s body barely was even able to handle whatever Cerberus is, there is no possible way All 
Might will survive the strain. 


He won’t! 

He- 

A screeching wail bursts through the air and Syouma gasps, dropping to the ground immediately. 
Familiar. 

All too familiar. 

Screaming screaming screaming screaming SCREAMING- 


He claws at his ears and his face. WHERE IT IS!? 


WHERE IT IS COMING FROM?! 


All Might gasps, lurching forward and expelling blood from his mouth. He heaves, hunching his 
back in pain. His hands press tightly against the tile, shaking violently as the squeal of the whistle 
grows louder and higher. 


Syouma snarls, looking around with teary eyes. Where... 
WHERE- 


His eyes meet the corpse bleeding across from him. And then they met a faint red blink in its 
pocket. 


Syouma’s lips raise and he growls with every ounce of aggression built in his throat. He starts to 
crawl towards the whistle, shaking his head as the world around him turns blurry and unclear. 


He wants to yell at his body. Scream at himself to get up and move it. 
Move it!! 

Don’t let it consume you once again!! 

Don’t become what needs to be saved! 


He yells, pushing himself up to his feet. He sways and stumbles through each step. His heart 
pounds and pounds inside his chest, throwing itself inside his ribcage like a panicked bird. 


All Might screams behind him. 


Syouma reaches the body, sticking his nose under it and flipping it over. It simply obeys the 
motion. With a shaking paw, he rips the pocket open with a sharp nail, letting the device pop out 
and clacks against the sticky, red floor. 


The sight of it makes him want to vomit. The sight of it brings him back to that room. 
That cage. 

That night. 

He bares his teeth, grinding them with a creak and groan. 

Lifting his paw over the device, he stomps down hard. 

Crack. 

Silence. 


His legs give out under him and he drops into the puddles of blood beneath him. Silence. Silence. 
All but his own breath. And all but whatever is now coming from All Might behind him. 


He pants, slowly turning his head to the hero. 
To- 


All Might’s body is violently shaking. His breathing is fast and pained and through each exhale 
spit is sprayed from between his teeth. Splatting onto the ground in front of him with the clots of 


blood and sweat. Feral. Terrified. 


He raises his head to look at Syouma, blue eyes now glowing unnaturally so. Slit pupils. Folded 
skin. 


Hair on ends. 


“What...what is- AHCK!” He drops fully to his stomach as a visible wave of unimaginable pain 
rips through his body. 


Syouma stands with frozen terror as All Might’s fingers form claws, digging into the flooring and 
cracking the tile. 


As his vertebrae move and shift under his skin. 

As dangerous fangs begin to replace his flattened molars and canines. 
No. 

No. 


All Might grabs at his face, screaming at the top of his lungs as a tail shoots from his spine and 
slams against the wall. 


As his body begins to change to something he himself has hated and spit at. 
To a body that will be everyone's nightmare. 


All Might snaps his gaze up at the ceiling, his screams turning to a deep monstrous howl. His body 
grows and shifts with his horrifying yells. 


And all Syouma can simply do... 

Is watch as the Symbol of Peace is knocked down. 

Just like that. 

Hiroto rips out his burner, punching the speed dial for Himari. He presses the phone to his ear as 
he waits for everyone to slip out of the crumbling doorway that had been blown off moments ago. 
It clicks. 


“Himari!” he yells, practically feeling her flinch on the other side of the phone. He can hear the 
fumble of it in her hands. 


“Oh, my go-where are you?!” She responds after a moment, obviously rattled by the tone of his 
voice. 


Hiroto looks back at everyone, watching as Midortya practically throws Bakugou forward. “We’re 
about to hit C-street, I need you to grab us NOW!” 


“How is that damned girl going to help us in this?” Endeavor spits, stomping towards the street. 
“Now’s not the time to wait around.” 


“Did he just say Himari-” Yuma snaps her head over in his direction. 


“O-Ok! Give...give me a sec!” Himari sputters. There are nerves staining her teeth, he can tell. 
She’s still young. It doesn’t help that a transformation right now is...terrible for her. 


Hiroto takes a breath. “Himari.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Take a deep breath and focus. You’ ve got it.” 

A pause. 

“You got it, kid.” 

She swallows on the other end. “Wait where I can see you.” 

The phone clicks off and Hiroto huffs, shoving his phone back into his pocket. 
“Everyone move towards the street!” he yells, waving his hand forward. 


Most comply with the command, though some show visible confusion. He kind of forgot a lot of 
this group fucking smashed together mid-fight and has absolutely no idea what is about to happen. 
Or, well, who is about to happen... 


“Did you manage to snag a getaway driver?” Stain asks with a raised brow, supporting Dai with an 
arm around her waist. 


“Not...exactly,” he responds, eyeing Yue. 

Endeavor growls impatiently, turning around in the road to face them as they follow. 
There’s a loud flap. A slight change in the wind. 

A low grumble. 

“We are wasting time, do you really think that girl can be expected to-” 

Claws slam down right behind Endeavor and everyone freezes. 

Endeavor turns his body. 


Opening her mouth, Himari tears through the air with a violent outcry right in Endeavor’s face- 
spraying deadly-smelling saliva on his skin and suit. She snaps her jaws, huffing a smoky breath 
from her flared nostrils. 


A moment of silence. 

“Well damn ,” Mirko breaks the silence. 
Himari’s glare softens, looking over to Hiroto. 
Thatta girl. 


“T thought it was my job to pick up strays,” Dai jokes from behind Hiroto. He can sense a weak 
smile on her lips. 


He snorts. “You’re not the only one who gets attached. Now, get on the damn dragon.” 


“Mmm,” Nezu hums, bringing a cup to his lips- grasping its plate in the other paw. He sips, 
holding in the bitter, yet satisfying liquid he himself poured just moments ago. 


Oh, how this city truly has hit its limit... 


“Apologies for what happened, Ecto,” he says softly, looking to the side from his seat in front of 
the window. “I know you wished to help.” 


Ectoplasm shakes his head, glancing up from the papers he had been grading with care. “No point 
in sulking, sir,” he responds with a rasp. There is disappointment in his tone. Unfortunately, this 
isn’t the first time this has happened. 


The poor fellow. With Mortifer’s plan, the creations are sent wild only forcing more paranoia on 
the streets. More hatred. 


The man’s a demon, but he’s smart. 
Scarily smart, even next to Nezu himself. 


The hero commission themselves told certain heroes that it wouldn’t be, well, wise to join the help. 
Specifically heroes such as Ectoplasm and Gang Orca. Even Hound Dog. 


They told others not to help as well. He knows Mic was one of them. Sure, they say it's because it's 
not bad enough to require all help on deck. But Nezu isn’t stupid. It was an effort to sound less 
discriminatory. 


It’s not difficult to connect the dots as to why they made that decision altogether, really. It’s one 
thing that people always seem to be blind to. 


“Yes, but it’s right to still be upset,” Nezu mutters, taking another small sip of his tea. 


Ectoplasm sighs, putting his pen down with a clack. He looks out the window. “The world will 
never change, even if we so desperately want it to. Becoming a hero was difficult for me years ago, 
and it’s still just as difficult for our future generations.” 


True, yes. Ectoplasm is one of very few who put in the effort to push past those who said no. It’s 
not a common occurrence. 


Hmm, that reminds him... 
Nezu nods, shifting in his seat to cross his legs. “If I may, can I ask for your opinion, Ecto?” 
“Regarding what, if I may ask?” 


Nezu exhales, placing his tea down on the desk by his side. “What are your thoughts on this? The 
disaster we find ourselves in currently.” 


Ectoplasm tilts his head. “What brought that up?” 
Nezu shrugs, smiling softly. “I’m a curious creature.” 


Ectoplasm takes a minute, sinking deeper in his chair. He leans back and crosses his arms with a 
sigh. “To be honest, it’s something that was bound to happen eventually.” 


“Oh?” 


How interesting... 


He nods, glancing at the window. “Even though it’s a bizarre circumstance, something was to 
come noting all this built-up anger” A brief pause. “Whether all this is caused by one person or a 
whole group, it’s clearly fueled by frustration.” He looks over to Nezu, uncrossing his arms. “I’m 
honestly just surprised to not see Cerberus within it all.” 


“Cerberus?” 
Another nod. 


“T’ve been on enough missions hunting that vigilante down to know that whoever it is, they are 
frustrated. Them and the Oni. It’s hard to believe none of them have snapped yet- no matter the act 
they commit, it’s viewed in a rather sour way. If I were them, I would have lost it months ago.” 


Nezu raises a brow. “Many would argue with you, especially on the topic of Cerberus.” 
Ecto shrugs. “Well, are you one of those many?” 
Nezu smiles, shaking his head. 


“Quirks are a raffle, and people sometimes forget that,’ Ecto continues. “None of us had a choice 
over what we were given, so why must we be punished for it? You know?” 


“Oh, I know ,” Nezu hums a short laugh. 
More than you think, dear boy. 


Ectoplasm looks down at the papers he was grading. “I’m not strong enough to fight this system, a 
lot of people aren’t. But maybe one day it will be cracked by someone who is, even just a little.” 


“Who knows, Ecto,” Nezu says, turning to look out the window again. 


To look at the ring of bright orange swelling over the city. The smoke that has clearly consumed all 
breathable oxygen. 


“That day might be sooner than you think.” 

“T don’t care if the timing sucks, this is the coolest fucking thing that has ever happened in my 
times as a hero,” Mirko notes, clutching onto a sharpened spine on Himari’s back. 

“T second that,” Yuma adds, getting a roll of the eye from Hiroto. 

“1 third that,” Kirishima adds. Yue facepalms right next to him. 


He can’t exactly, well, blame them. Not everyone gets the chance to ride on the back of a dragon 
through a blazing inferno. And Himari isn’t like Ryuku. He wouldn’t wanna insult the hero, but 
this? 


This is a real dragon. 
It's too bad the circumstances are rather rancid. 


“We aren’t going to make it, I hope you realize,” Stain cuts in, holding onto Dai and Himari. 


“You don’t know that,” the detective responds with a snap, grabbing on tight as Himari takes a 
sharp turn. 


The air turns grim. More unpleasant than it already was. 


Death Arms peers down at the road. “What J don’t know, is how that kid is still going...” he 
switches the topic fast. 


Hiroto follows his gaze. Midoriya is running with the same speed right beneath them, carrying 
Bakugou, Todoroki, and Eraserhead. 


Himari may be big enough to carry pretty much everyone, but Midoriya is big. 
Too big for her to carry. 


Yeah, he could de-transform. But, considering the level of injury and strain on his body, he would 
immediately pass out if he tried. 


Hiroto shakes his head. “You have no idea all this kid has truly endured.” He glances at the 
heroes. 


“This? This is nothing .” 
Izuku can feel Todoroki’s hot and cold hands clutch tightly to the fur on his neck as he gallops 


down the road. He can feel Eraserheads grip on a broken spine. And he can feel Bakugou’s 
unnatural warmth. 


Skidding around corners and leaping over debris, Izuku pants powerfully through each step. He can 
sense his heart strain and his lungs scream through each pained breath. His legs are in awful shape. 
Every part of his body is in awful shape. 


But he can’t stop. 
Not now. 


He looks up, watching as Himari flaps her wings above- blowing gusts of wind onto his face and 
skin. Her dragon form is a wonder, something he can only seem to look at in utter awe- her scales 
practically glisten from the flames on the road. 


He’s only ever seen a dragon like her in the movies. 


“You won’t be able to hold on much longer, Deku,” Bakugou bites, holding tight to one of the 
remaining unbroken vertebrae. “Please just fucking-” 


“I’m not stopping!’ He snarls, scattering to the side as Himari changes directions suddenly. “‘I 
won’t stop!” His vocal cords rumble through each word, saliva and acid gnarling in his throat. 


“Kid...” Eraserhead whispers to himself. 


Stain pokes his head down from Himari’s back to look at Izuku. “The hospital is just down the 
road!! You all better fucking hope that-” 


Glass shatters and Izuku’s ears raise in alarm. Himari flaps her wings in the opposite direction, 
halting to a stop in the air. 


“AAAAARCK?!!” 

Todorki gasps and Izuku’s heart drops like a pin to the ground. 
The world itself has decided to stop rotating. 

“Holy shit is that-” 


“Syouma!!” Todoroki screams at the top of his lungs as they watch the lion tumble from the third 
or fourth floor, glass spraying outward from the now shattered window. 


But he’s not alone in his plummet. 


Landing with a crack on the pavement, Syouma cries and howls as a body of golden fur- even more 
golden then Syouma’s own coat- grabs and throws him into a violent tussle. 


Snarling and gasping, claws sharper than Izuku’s, fangs so deadly they intimidate even him. 
Eyes of light sapphire. 
And hot, burning saliva the exact glowing blue pouring from its snapping jaws. 


Syouma screams, body shaking violently with visible panic and injury. He looks up at Izuku and 
everything nearly goes black in a second. 


Himari drops to the ground next to Izuku. 


“We’re too late...” Dai murmurs loud enough for him to hear, sliding off Himari’s wing. 
We Tes.” 


Syouma kicks his legs out, smacking the animal across the face with his tail. He crawls out from its 
grasp, scraping his claws against the street as he scrambles in a limp. His eyes are completely full 
of terror. 


He hasn’t seen Syouma like that since Hosu. 


Shaking its head and hacking, the aurous beast hunches its back as its bones crack and shift. As its 
limbs grow uncomfortably. 


“Ts that...” Death Arms says with a shaky voice, watching as the animal struggling in front of them 
roars and spits. 


Syouma collapses in front of them, breathing near hyperventilation. 


A maw just like Izuku’s grows, folding at the tops with unpleasant anger. Ears just like a bat’s 
poke and point. Its fangs do the same, growing larger and sharper like one of the winged rat. So 
sharp, they very well can rip out someone’s throat without much effort. 


Throwing its head up, it belts a horrific screech as two horns tear through its skull and curve. Izuku 
can hear the flesh tearing apart and it makes him feel sick . 


“All Might.” 


Shaking its head, it digs its claws into the ground till the cement cracks- trembling with the growth 
of a lizard tongue and the melting of skin and fur around its ribs and stomach. 


Tar begins to discharge from the gaps. From the rotting body- like an undead corpse failing to 
resurrect. 


It’s horrendous. 

Is this what it looks like to others when Izuku changes? Is he that appalling? 
It coughs, spilling blood from its throat and onto the ground. 

A wolf of nightmares. So it seems Izuku is no longer alone. 


Its eyes move up from the ground, snapping right in Izuku’s direction. Growling, it exposes its red- 
stained teeth, hissing with a tongue painfully similar to Hiroto’s. 


A moment of realization and clarity from the beast. 

*““Cceccerberusssss...” 

Izuku’s ears flatten to the side and all four of his eyes widen at once. 

“Get off...”’ Izuku mutters as the bodies are on his back. He can feel their grips tighten. No. 


All Might’s beastly form hunches and curls as a cat does when it stalks its prey, ready to pounce. 
To attack. 


“Get off.” 

Izuku’s own breathing begins to quicken. And hysteria sets in. 

All Might runs. 

“GET OFF!!” Izuku screams, shaking Eraserhead, Tororoki, and Bakugou off his back. 
They are thrown to the side. 

“UHG- Deku, wait-” 

“Kid!” 

Man, he really can’t get a break any time soon, can he? 


All Might slams into Izuku with all new kinds of strength and speed, sending both of them 
tumbling into the flames and broken glass. 


“MIDORIYA!!” 


Fuck . 


A chill goes down Inko’s spine and she shivers. 
“You ok, Inko?” Shinso asks, quirking up a brow. 
“Yeah...” she responds, rubbing her shoulder. “I just got the chills.” 


“You cold? I think I still have my jacket somewhere.” 


She shakes her head. “No...no, not that kind of chills.” 

Inko swallows, looking at the closed doors. 

“T just...felt something off.” 

Out of full animal instinct, Izuku opens his mouth and clamps down on anything his jaws can get a 
hold of. 


Sinking his teeth into flesh he bites and bites and bites- thrashing his neck with each crunch. A 
claw swings and drags right across his face. He rips back, screaming in agony as blood gushes 
down his snout and into his mouth. Sour. Metallic. Another swipe hits him in the abdomen and his 
screaming only gets louder and louder, throbbing in his throat and his lungs. He kicks his legs out, 
pushing the body off of him and into a crumbling truck. There is a crash of metal and glass. 


Izuku spits the blood from his mouth onto the ground, panting sickly as he looks for All Might’s 
body. The blood is close to blinding him. 


“Midoriya!!” 
“Stay back!!”’ Izuku snaps. 


All Might’s snarling becomes clear and Izuku stands. He blinks, feeling the blood on his face 
dribble down onto his fur. He blinks, observing as All Might walks out from the shield of smoke- 
licking his teeth with each huffing growl. 


Izuku walks to the side and they begin to circle each other. Circling closer and closer, round and 
round- they stare at each other dead in the eyes with animals’ vexation. Break this eye contact, and 
you are sure to lose. 


All Might is nearly as big as him. Close. 

But not quite there. 

“Control it...” Izuku growls. “Don’t let it control you ...” 

All the hero does in response is raise his lips, exposing more of his gums and yellowing fangs. 
"This isn't who you are." 


Izuku’s ears twitch as something crunches on the ground and he snaps his head to the side. Leaving 
the stare. 


Himari is trying to get close. Others are trying to get close. 


“NO, GET BACK!” he howls. 


He broke his eye contact. 


A weight crashes into his ribs and he’s sent flying toward the side of a building. He gasps as the 
wind is ripped from his lungs, leaving him struggling to breathe as he crumbles to the ground from 
impact. 


“CCCCCERBERUSSSSS!” 


Izuku chokes, looking up to see All Might stumbling towards him in a crazed limp. There is blue 
pooling from his lips and nose like an overflow of feverish saliva and mucus. 


Izuku raises his lips and snarls, still trying to catch up with his aching lungs. His jaw is trying to 
unhinge itself. He can feel his entire body creaking. 


He- 
NO! 


Something overcomes him and he can sense his own pupils shrink. A hot, hot burn gags up his 
throat and he opens his now unhinging jaw, expelling green flame toward All Might’s incoming 
body. He spits and hacks, trying not to vomit from the feeling and smell of the soot in his throat 
and mouth. 


All Might wails from the impact of the heat, skidding to the ground in a tormented rage to put out 
the flame covering his fur. 


Izuku pushes out a rough exhale, feeling the same hot flame puff out of the cracks in his ribs with a 
loud hiss. He struggles to resperate, shaking through each short painful breath. His strength will 
soon falter, and he simply cannot tell what that would mean for him. 


Total unconsciousness? Or a complete takeover by the beast he shares a mind space with? It’s 
never truly been predictable. 


All Might’s rolling fit on the ground ceases, leaving the hero staring at Izuku with nothing but 
rage. 


*‘Monsssterr...ssshhould...ssshhould PA Y!!”” 
A beat. 
Izuku’s lip twitches upward. He digs his claws so deep into the ground it cracks. 


The man himself looks just like him, yet he still points out all his hatred towards Izuku. All his 
disgust. 


Hypocrisy. 

Hypocrisy. 

Izuku can feel his claws grow larger the harder he presses them into the ground. Monster? 
Monster? ? 

The wolf in his head is itching for control. 


He’s gotten quite sick of that word. Or, to be specific... 


He’s gotten quite sick of this. 

He's tired. Tired. 

So fucking tired. 

Before his own body can process it, he shoots at the hero. 

“Cerberus STOP!!” He can hear the Detective beg. “He isn’t in control!!” 
“Yet his words still remain the same!!”” 

The detective’s mouth snaps shut. 


Izuku tackles All Might, pushing him down into a pin so their noses are mere centimeters apart. He 
can smell All Might’s breath. He can hear the bubble in his throat. 


“Monsssst-”” 


“SHUT UP” Izuku yells, spitting acid onto All Might’s muzzle. “FOR THE LOVE OF GOD 
SHUT UP!” 


All Might struggles in his grasp, wiggling and trashing. He bares his teeth, flailing his puffing tail. 


“Despite everything I came to prevent this for you. I came to prevent another from suffering 
the same suffering I bare. But it seems you truly do deserve this fate after all!” 


Izuku’s back suddenly feels different. Warmer. Like a furnace was placed right over him. 

He blinks his eyes as a wet, hot sensation hits them hard. 

And all he can smell is fire. 

“KID HOLY SHIT YOU-” 

“IT am so sick of this! I am sick of you !!” He huffs. “You have brought this upon yourself!!”” 
Smoke puffs from Izuku’s nose as he breathes. The anger boiling within him is unstoppable. 


“Your insufferable Jack to understand the true definition of a monster has merely led you to 
eat your own words!” He snarls and snaps his teeth. ““Look at yourself!!”” 


“KID ! 9% 
“MIDORTY A!” 


Izuku slams his paw down on All Might’s throat till he squeaks from the lack of breath. He picks 
him up, throwing him to the direction of an unbroken window. All Might rolls and tumbles, 
smacking against the curb. He barley gets a chance to blink when Izuku pounces, shoving him 
against the wall of the building behind him. 


“KID YOU’RE-” 


“LOOK!!!” He again grabs All Might’s throat, pulling him off the wall. He forcefully flips All 
Might’s body and grips one of his horns with his other claw. He turns his head so he can face 


himself in the dim reflection. ““What do you see?!” 

Face what he has become. 

Izuku pushes his face closer- so close his nose touches the glass. 

All Might’s eyes focus on what stares right back at them in the window. 
“WHAT DO YOU SEE-” 

Izuku’s heart merely stops as he too focuses on all that stares back in the window. 


The charred fur on his back is set ablaze to a bright, bright green all the way from the tufts on his 
neck to the tip of his tail. His eyes are glowing- steaming- with the same color. As he breathes, 
flame and acid push out from his ribs and spew onto the ground. 


All Might goes completely still. 

And, well, so does Izuku. 

It’s a punch to the gut. A shot in the head. 
I’ve already gotten what I wanted... 


Mortifer’s disgusting words echo in his head and all of a sudden, he once again feels like his five- 
year-old self. The kid who sobbed after clawing his classmate's face. The kid who hid under the 
bed. So small. So- 


Terrified. 


Has he finally become what Mortifer has always wanted? A nightmare that pushes the message he 
so craved to express? 


Has been finally become what is unsavable- 
‘What...”’ Izuku’s breathing becomes unstable. ‘What do...” 


All Might suddenly screams, violently swiveling within his grasp. He spins his leg, kicking Izuku 
with so much force he’s thrown across the road. 


The hero shakes his head, still screaming with frustration and confusion. He looks up and around, 
flaring his nostrils with his huffing and puffing. 


The people near the hospital watch him, cowering behind the walls and around corners. Shutting 
themselves in ambulances. In other vehicles. The alarm within the building is blaring. 


It’s a sight Izuku is all too familiar with. A sound he’s begged to stop. 
But for All Might? It’s a sudden nightmare he has just now seen with his own eyes. 


All Might’s face softens with realization. Horror. He looks at Izuku. He looks at the flame 
devouring the tips of Izuku’s fur. His bright blue eyes glisten. 


“Toshi!!” The detective yells, stepping forward from Himari’s side. 


Alarmed, All Might pins his ears, throwing his head to the side. He sneers. 


The detective flinches and All Might’s face almost instantly falls. 
He stands still, barely even moving from the breath in his chest. His eyes find Izuku again. 
It seems to not help him. Not one bit. 


All Might and Izuku are now looking right at one another. Right at each other’s terrified and 
confused expressions. 


All of a sudden, just like the small middle schooler he once was, he is utterly frightened. Standing 
in the middle of the road across from the number one hero. 


Unknowing of what is to come next. Only this time... 
The circumstances are much sourer . 


All Might shake his head, taking a shaking step back. The tar slopping from the gaps in his skin 
starts to bubble. The liquid in his mouth starts to hiss. 


He shakes his head. Shaking and shaking. 
Something...isn’t right. 

“Midoriya...” Syouma’s voice calls. Or...well...yeah. 
Izuku glances back. 


“The...” Syouma groans, struggling to stand on his feet without swaying. “The whistle...it...I’m 
sorry it-” 


Izuku slowly looks back at the hero. 

“Fffault....”’ He spits, raising his glare to Izuku. “*Your...” 
The air shifts. And not in a pleasant way. 

It never does, anyway. 


Two sharp bones shank through his skin from his shoulder blades. Two more on his hips follow 
immediately after. A sight that makes Izuku nauseous. 


A sound he hates hearing, for he’s heard it come from his own body before. 
Razor bones creak and grow all the way down his spine and tail. 

“Your...”’ All Might trembles, slithering his tongue from between his teeth. 
His eyes begin to fog. 

“FFAULT!”’ 

And before Izuku can even blink... 

All Might is right in his face. 


Well...this is some deja vu... 


Isn’t it? 


Izuku preps for impact, shutting his eyes tight. He preps for the sting on his jaw like the very first 
blow he ever received by the hero. 


He preps for- 

BANG 

A heavy weight drops to the ground and skids. Izuku opens his eyes wide. 

“That is ENOUGH!!!” 

A dented piece of metal rolls and bumps into Izuku’s front paw. Familiarly cold. 
Familiarly- 

Oh. 

So that’s how this is going to go. 


All Might just got hit in the face with a fucking trash can. 


Chapter End Notes 


muahahahaha I had to bring the trash can back 
I just had to!! 
It's only gonna keep going downhill so keep those seatbelts buckled! ! 


I hope you all stay for what is to come! Have a wonderful day :) 


Therefore I Am 


Chapter Summary 


Iam. 
Tam. 
T exist, therefore I am 


Chapter Notes 


The end game is near! Just 1-2 more chapters left and we are done!!! 


Thank you all so much for your support along the way, it has been an incredible 2 long 
years of Therefore I Am! 


You may have guessed it, but this chapter's song is Therefore I Am by Billie Eilish. 
Enjoy! 


(Also side comment, The next chapter or two will include the last of my character 
designs- Yue and Dai. I have had little time to do them or complete the ideas so [am 
sorry for the lateness, but I will finish this once they are done. Stay tuned!) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Katsuki never thought he would see the day. 


To be honest, no one here thought they would see the day. Nope. The horrified expression on the 
detective’s face really sells it. 


Death Arms just hit All Might in the face with a fucking trashcan. 
Wow. 

Just... wow. 

“That is ENOUGH!!!” 


Deku’s eyes go wide as he looks from All Might’s sprawled body to a now fuming hero by 
Katsuki. 


The fucker cracked. 
It wasn’t the fucker he thought would, but the fucker cracked. 


If Katsuki were to be fully honest with himself, Death Arms was the last person he expected to 
make a move. Hiroto. That damn dragon girl. Himself. Stain. 


The options were there. Some were not great, but they were there. 


“God-” Death Arms spits, walking forward. “I think I am starting to understand why you vigilantes 
are so damn pissed off all the time. You deal with this.” He aggressively points to All Might, 
looking back. “Scratch that, you deal with all of this,” the hero continues, motioning to himself and 
the other heroes. “All the fucking time.” 


“Death Arms what the hell are-” Endeavor tries but is stopped immediately when Death Arms puts 
a hand up. 


“We all saw that bullshit back there. We all see this bullshit now. Do you really wanna keep doing 
this? You think this is working?” With an exhausted groan, he rubs his face with one hand. “For 
the love of god, someone restrain All Might and help the kid for once .” 


Silence for a long moment. A long as two breaths. Two inhales and two exhales. Deku is still 
looking forward with nothing but a nauseated stare. 


Shock. The damn idiot is in shock. 
“Where the fuck did that trashcan come from...” Mirko mutters. 
“Child. NOW!” Death Arms yells. 


Eraserhead’s already had his hand on his scarf from the beginning. He never needed a reminder. 
Most of them didn’t. 


If it weren’t for the irritating fact that none of them had a clue on how to separate two demon 
wolves without making it worse, All Might would have been floored by now. If the hag could, his 
head would be cracked into the concrete like an egg. 


But like Katsuki, she’s hanging on by a single tangled thread. If it weren’t for Stain’s arm holding 
her up, she would be limp on the ground. If it weren’t for the pure spite coursing through Katsuki’s 
blood, he’d be in the same position. It’s shocking to say he is yet to collapse from his injuries- 
there’s no doubt it’ ll happen the second everything is all clear. 


Deku won’t be any different either. Katsuki can smell his blood and the fire on his fur burning with 
it. It’s a painfully sour scent. 


The sight of it isn’t any prettier. It just doesn’t stop, does it? 
When will it stop? 
All Might pins his ears as Eraserhead steps close. His lips raise and he stands to his paws. 


Katsuki’s teacher doesn’t waste any more seconds waiting. He throws his capture weapon outward, 
cinching All Might’s jaw shut tight. Everyone can hear the loud snap of his teeth hitting one 
another. Like a ruler slapping a desk. Hard. He yanks All Might forward, forcing him to stumble 
forth. It gives him the ideal moment to pull harder and send him to the ground face-first. 


The detective flinches. “God, Eraser...do you have to be so aggressive...” 
Yes. 
Eraserhead glares at him, tightening the grip on the fabric. “Don’t ask such a stupid question.” 


Hiroto slithers his tongue, bending down to all fours to join the process. All Might wiggles to his 


feet as he notices the approach. The yellow venomous stare- chilling to whoever is victim to it. 
Eraserhead tightens his grip. 
“To think this hero was the one Id let kill me...” Stain spits a mutter. 


Hiroto circles around the hero, reaching up and shoving his claw down on his neck- forcing him 
right back down to the loose gravel and soot. 


With a blink and a flick of the tongue, Hiroto tilts his head and moves in close. He hisses as his lips 
nearly touch All Might’s ear. 


“Thisssss sssseem ffffamiliar?” He growls loud enough for the naked ear to hear. His claws 
tighten around All Might’s neck and he chokes. 


Katsuki eyes Deku. It’s the same way All Might would hold him down. The capture of a wild 
animal in the brush. It truly is such a humiliating way to be caught. 


Deku is still staring forward. His body hasn’t moved an inch, all but the slow shaking breathing. 
The flames on his back are growing like wildfire. 


And acidic tears are pooling out of all four of his eyes. 
The nerd will most assuredly not be able to handle anything else today. 


Katsuki can hear Dai groan. He glances back at her, observing as she adjusts her stance in Stain’s 
hold. Her brows are folded with concern, and she’s looking at the kid. 


“T can’t keep watching him like this...” she whispers, shaking her head. “I can’t.” 
A body moves past them and Katsuki switches his gaze. Red and white are all he needs to register. 
Half and half. 


Deku’s head jerks to the side from the motion. From the realization that another presence is near 
and coming close. 


His mentality is in a feral state. After All Might attacked, it’s obvious his head went into fight or 
flight. And he’s having a hard time coming back. 


It’s become harder and harder each moment he has to fight. Really, it’s been downhill since finals. 
Even though it seems the fucking idiot merged into an alliance with that asshole in his head, 
Katsuki isn’t stupid. 


It might never get better for him. Animals in tense atmospheres don’t have the time or ability to 
untuck their tails. He has a long path ahead of him, one that can't be done without help. 


Half and half takes it slow, extending out his hand. “Hey...” he says softly. 

Deku looks at him with eyes of glass. The tears have yet to cease. 

“Let’s take a small breath, alright?” He nods, trying to get Deku to react to his words. 
Deku’s tail tucks between his legs. And, well, it hurts Katsuki’s heart. 


He’s only seen Deku that scared and confused once. And that was the day he killed the sludge 


villain. But unlike now... 
He didn’t have anyone to tell him it would be alright. 


Half and half get closer. Taking his time with each step. “It’s ok. It’s gonna be ok.” A short pause. 
“We’re here.” 


Deku takes a breath, thickly swallowing. He’s shaking. 
“You aren’t fighting this alone.” 


The fogginess in Deku’s eyes begins to defrost- clarity appearing behind once again. He lets icy 
hot get close enough to almost touch him. He’s so close their breath mixes. 


The warm-sided hand is placed on Deku’s muzzle. It brushes up his face and slowly makes its way 
to the side. The cold hand joins on the other side. 


“Good.” He nods, stroking Deku’s cheeks with his thumbs in a comforting motion. His eyes stay 
focused- determined. “Can you breathe for me?” 


It takes a second, but Deku listens. He brings in a deep breath. 


Icyhot nods again. “There you go...” He brings himself closer. The size difference is 
uncomfortable. The size of Deku’s head is as big as half and half’s whole body, if not bigger. He’s 
grown since the day Katsuki was clamped tight between those jaws for the first time. A Jot. 


“Another,” Icy hot continues, pulling Deku’s head close to his chest. “But this time focus 
everything down as you breathe. Push the heat down to the ground.” 


He’s trying to get the flames extinguished. 

All Might snarls on the ground and Deku looks over, the flame on his back flaring. 

“Hey,” half and half says, pulling him back. “Look at me and only me. It’s just us.” 

Deku hardly nods. But, he listens. 

“Breathe.” 

Deku takes a breath. And another following- focusing deeply on what consumes him and his skin. 
The flames are starting to die. Flicker and crackle. 


Icy hot exhales. “I know what it’s like to feel lost. I know what it’s like to feel completely helpless 
against even yourself. It isn’t stopping, and it may never stop. His presence may never leave-a 
reminder that will be stuck with you for the rest of your life.” He pauses for a brief second. Within 
that moment, it seems his eyes glance back at Endeavor. Just for a second. “But I’m telling you that 
that doesn’t mean you have to deal with it by yourself. Izuku...” He leans his forehead against 
Deku’s muzzle with care. His hair blows with Deku’s rough exhales. “It’s going to be ok. ” The 
tone in his voice sounds broken. Like he’s battling tears and a tickle in his throat. “ J promise.” 


Deku blinks, his lower lip beginning to wobble. Slowly, the muscles in his neck and around his 
face relax, and he leans into the touch. 


The flames begin to sizzle and smoke and Deku whines. 


Icyhot shakes his head. “I promise you it will all be ok...” 
All Might growls from the ground, struggling under Hiroto’s grasp. 


Yue scoots past Katsuki, pulling out one of the last syringes she had tucked into her pack. All 
Might notices the new body approaching and he curls his lip up, showing off the fangs that barely 
fit within his mouth. 


Hiroto presses down on his neck harder. 


Deku’s legs are shaking under his own weight. The flames on his back disappear into his fur, and 
it’s silent. 


“You got it...” Icyhot whispers. 

Everyone takes a collective minute of silence. 

Katsuki looks around. He looks to the heroes. To the vigilantes. To Deku. 
To All Might. 


Everything...everything about this just doesn’t feel like the proper ending. As if the pages were 
ripped from the end of the book- it’s just wrong. Anticlimactic. They are missing something. 
Everyone is missing something. 


Katsuki narrows his eyes and bites the inside of his cheek. 

Something... 

This isn’t the ending Deku fully deserves. 

He turns his gaze to the detective. 

“Oi...” he calls out to him, getting a head turn in response. “I got a question for you.” 
Everyone turns their gaze over to him. 

“Hm?” 

“Where is the closest damn emergency shelter?” 

Shouta blinks at the kid. It doesn’t take a genius to understand what he’s implying. All anyone 
really needs to understand is the look on his face. 

The detective looks horrified. 

“Bakugou...” he says sternly. “No.” 

“What?” Mirko tilts her ears. “What is he trying to do?” 

He holds his hand out to the hero. This isn’t a conversation for everyone right now. 


“This isn’t right, sensei,” Bakugou snaps. He points to Midoriya. “Do you really want to end it like 
this? Do you really want to walk away with this without the proper satisfaction?” 


(?? 


“This isn’t some book story, Bakugou!” He yells back. He’s far too stressed out to censor his tone. 


The smoke and blood are hurting his head. “Satisfaction and closure aren’t things we get so easily 
here.” 


“They need to see!” 


Shouta shakes his head. “You have no power to change a person or their opinions, the only ones 
who can are themselves.” There is still a faint crackle of flame on the asphalt. “Do you really want 
to risk hurting the kid more with a small chance that even one mind will be changed?” 


“A small chance is better than none, sensei.” Bakugou stomps his foot on the ground. A collection 
of soot and rubble creaks under his shoe. “If we leave here right now- if we leave here and move 
on, no one outside of this will fucking know. They will continue to only fear the exterior and 
implement disgust. They will only see black and white, not grey. Nothing else.” He shakes his 
head. “Is that seriously the path you want us to go down?” 


“Of course not!” He strains, looking at Midoriya. He’s staring back at them with a dismal 
expression. Todoroki is trying to keep him calm and conscious. “But kid...this is not the way to do 
it,’ 


The detective swallows. “We can tell them,” he cuts in. ‘““We will tell them. But now is not the time, 
not after a widespread panic.” 


The heroes nod. Eventually- with a sour glance and cross of the arms- Endeavor nods himself. 


That in itself is something rare. It’s uncommon to even get one hero to the side when it comes to 
this particular case. 


Bakugou clicks his tongue and shakes his head. “It’s not enough.” 
Everyone looks at him like he grew an extra head. Confused. 
“What? Why-” 


Bakugou’s expression changes to something of dread. “Because you’ ve actually seen the other 
sides of him! You’ve seen the true evil in this story and you’ve been involved in something no one 
else will ever even fucking imagine. People will never believe, not until they see the beaten and 
broken for themselves.” 


“Kid-” 


It’s almost heartbreaking to see the kid so upset, so passionate about trying to fix what might never 
be fixed. 


“But that’s not all I want. No.” He shakes his head again. “I want them to come and see All Might 
in this form- this visible disgusting, monstrous form- and I want them to show a true reaction right 
in front of his face.” 


All Might thrashes and Hiroto pushes down. 

Yue flinches with the syringe still in her hand. 

“Bakugou...” Hiroto mutters, turning to look at him from the hero beneath him. 
The detective’s face lights up in alarm. “Woah, absolutely not-” 


Bakugou puts his hand up. “Shut the fuck up and let me finish.” He looks back a Shouta, taking a 


step towards him. “Karma is a fucking bitch, and All Might has yet to get a taste of it for himself. 
He needs to feel what it’s like to be looked at like he’s a feral animal. Maybe then he will actually 
feel fucking sorry for what he did.” His eyes make their way to the hero. “Maybe then he will 
realize it’s not fun to be the reason for fear.” 


The way he says the last bit...his emphasis changes. 
And his eyes begin to water. 

The glance is quickly avoided. 

 Kid-” 


“We can’t change the past or how people viewed him, but maybe just fucking maybe we can 
change how he is viewed now. And maybe his future will for once be-” 


“Kid, why are you so hellbent on this?!” He interrupts him abruptly. 
Bakugou flinches and turns to look at the ground. 
And it goes quiet for a moment. 


Bakugou bites at his lip. He looks up at him with wet eyes and a face full of misery. It’s a sight that 
makes Shouta sick to his stomach. 


“Because if someone like me could change, then so could they.” 


Shouta’s mouth parts, but he can’t find the words to be pushed out. It seems everyone has done the 
same. 


Bakugou blinks, wiping a falling tear with his thumb. “If a guy like me could realize just how 
wrong I was, then I hope to fucking god other people can too.” He grinds at his teeth and Shouta 
knows why. He’s trying not to break down in front of all these people. But, well, it’s sort of 
failing. 


“Bakugou...you couldn’t have done anything as horrible to him...” the detective tries to add. 
Bakugou simply chuckles at that. 

“T told him to kill himself for wanting to be on the same level as me. So actually, yeah I did, sir.” 
The air is a bit thinner now than it was earlier. 

Shouta swallows. 


“T was a fucking prick and it took till this year for me to realize. If that dumbass wasn’t so 
stubborn, then he just might have actually listened and thrown himself off the room as I told him 
to.” He brushes his hair out of the way. “So, if someone as awful as me..” he clears his throat a 
blinks a tear. “If..if I could realize I was blind to see a terrified, scarred kid behind that wolf...then 
maybe there is a chance others will too.” He takes a shaky breath. “I can’t handle another second 
seeing him live a life of hell. Because I gave him ten years of it before his quirk even became 
public .” 


Oh...my god. 


Midoriya is looking at Bakugou with horror in his eyes. Even though the two of them clearly had 


their share of words and regrets, hearing Bakugou spill such emotional baggage in front of this 
many people... 


It’s scary. 


The heroes, the vigilantes, the class, and everyone who is with them at this moment...all look at 
Bakugou with heartbreak. 


Bakugou was his childhood bully for years. He deemed Midoriya a monster before even 
understanding the situation. 


And even after moments of forgiveness and closure... 


Bakugou still watched Midoriya get treated the exact same way. He ended up in that prison with 
Midoriya for hours. He was bare witness to Midoriya completely losing it. And he was forced to 
go into the ring with him to fight to the death. He almost died. They both almost died. 


It’s too much for anyone, much less a child. And Shouta can’t blame him for feeling guilty. 
Bakugou’s legs shake beneath him and he drops to his knees. 


It’s shocking that it took this long for him to drop. With the infection on his leg, there’s no doubt 
he will need to be hospitalized. 


“Oh fuck-” Yuma says, lurching forward. She slides to the ground and grabs his shoulders, holding 
him upright. 


The blonde puts his face in his hands, wiping away the uncontrollable tears as Yuma tries to keep 
him from fully collapsing. 


“T can’t take it anymore...I can’t...” 


Midoriya’s ears flop to the side and he whines. Todoroki looks up at him before taking a step back 
and releasing his hand from the side of his face. He lets Midoriya limp forward towards Bakugou 
in the center, watching with a close and worried eye. 


He reaches the blonde and Yuma looks up at him. She backs up a little, hesitantly letting her hands 
off the kid. 


And, well, Midoriya lowers his head and pokes at Bakugou gently. 


Bakugou looks up, letting Midoriya rub against the side of his face. He curls his head around and 
pulls Bakugou close to his body. 


The blonde blinks. He blinks before exhaling and resting his head against Midoriya’s leg. 


“It’s ok...we are going to be ok...”’ he mutters against his friend. He keeps him close. ‘Even 
though I’ve suffered, even though I may always suffer...” 


“TI wouldn’t change a thing, Kacchan.” 


Bakugou’s eyes widen and he lifts his head off Midoriya’s leg. He looks up at him with tears still 
welling in his eyes and falling. 


Midoriya turns his glance to Shouta, raising his ears back to neutral. His stance is strong, despite 
the throbbing wounds covering his body. 


“Let it happen, sensei.” 

Everyone’s body reacts to that. Flinching or tensing. 

Shouta shakes his head, showing worry. “Kid...are you-” 

Midoriya nods before he finishes. A small sigh is pushed from his lips. 


“Either it changes...or it doesn’t,” he responds. ‘Either way, I will have a life to live. 
Acceptance or not.” 


A pause. 


“So let it happen, let them see. Let everyone see,” he adds, glancing at All Might just a few feet 
away from him. 


Shouta looks at the kid for a moment. He looks at his all serious eyes and expression. He looks at 
how much he’s changed...and grown. 


He’s no longer who he used to be. 
Shouta exhales, raising his hand and brushing his hair back. “Ok.” 


“Ok?” the detective chirps. “Are you sure that’s wise, Eraserhead? We have no telling what would 
happen.” 


Everyone looks at Shouta for a response, some showing expressions opposite to what he’d like. 


He shrugs. “I’m not sure of anything anymore, but he’s right. No matter what happens, he will still 
have people who love and care for him. And as for All Might? We won’t let the asshole get hurt 
but I won’t stop anything else.” 


The detective looks at him with a tense mouth. He swallows, nodding his head slowly. 
“Alright...” 


“So...” Mirko cuts in, crossing her arms. “What exactly is the plan here?” 


Shouta takes a second, he moves his hand to his face and rubs his chin. “It was Bakugou’s idea, I 
think we should let him lead this.” 


Bakugou opens his mouth but Shouta puts his hand up. He’s not done yet. 
“But before that I...” 


Grabbing his phone from his back pocket, he opens it and starts dialing a number he’s memorized 
since high school. 


Might as well get some extra help. 


“T need to make a phone call.” 


Hizashi flinches when he feels his phone buzz in his pocket. 


He scares his co-workers by how violently he jumped in his seat. He breathes an embarrassed 
laugh, lifting his hand in apology as he digs out his buzzing phone with the other. 


He takes one glance at the name on the screen and he immediately clicks and presses it to his ear. 
“Hizashi...” 

His boyfriend's voice on the other end sounds utterly exhausted. 

It doesn’t feel or sound right. 


“Shouta? Everything ok with the camp?” He leans into his phone, adjusting in his seat. “I didn’t 
think you’d really get service-” 


“We...aren’t at the camp, Zashi...” 


His heart slams into his chest and he nearly chokes from the violence of it all. He switches the 
phone to his other ear in a moment of disbelief. That wasn’t what he wanted to hear. “I-what? 
Where the fuck are you, babe?” 


A half a second of silence. 

“You know that awkward stretch of road between your office and the hospital?” 
Hizashi is silent for just as long. “Are you joking with me right now?” 

“No, we’re there.” 

Hizashi blinks. “Sho, how the fuck-” 

He can’t be serious right now. 

How did he- 

When did he- 

Oh god, did something happen with the kid? 

“T’'Il tell you everything later, but I don’t have time right now. I need your help.” 


Hizashi bites at the inside of his cheek. “Is that a promise? Because you and I both know it takes a 
whole lot to get shit out of you.” 


“T will tell you everything,” he responds almost instantly. “7 promise.” 
Hizashi nods to himself, swallowing. 

“What do you need? Are you all ok?” 

A sigh. 


“We are as good as we can be, but I need you to do me a favor. I’m gonna assume you’re there 
right now considering you had a shift scheduled for today.” 


“Yeah...” he says, glancing at the people around him. “Yeah, I’m here. What are you going on 
about?” 


“Good, because I need you to send out a message for me.” 


“Ok...what kind of message?” 


A second of silence this time. 
“God we are gonna need so much booze after this...” 
Oh...well shit. 


Hizashi isn’t that dim, especially when it comes to his partner. He stands up out of his chair and 
excuses himself to his office. He shuts the door behind him and sits down in his chair. 


Even though it’s hard to read Shouta at times. And even though it sometimes takes a whole fight to 
get a sentence out, he does know one thing for sure. 


When Shouta says they both need a damn drink, it’s going to be a fucking doozy. 


“God Shouta...what did you get yourself into?” 


“You ok, Inko?” 


Inko snaps out of her moment of pause. She blinks, looking at the young boy she took under her 
wing here in this concrete shelter. 


“Yes, honey,” she smiles with a breath. “Just worried is all.” 


Manual weaves his way through the crowd, grabbing Inko's attention. He has a phone to his ear 
and his eyes show an expression she hasn’t really seen quite yet in the young man. 


He looks...confused. 

“T- uh yeah [ll make sure to turn it on for them, are we sure it’s clear?” 

He looks at Shinso and then at her as he presses the device closer to his face. 
There’s chatter on the other end and he nods. 


“Shit- seriously? Oh god ok, yeah alright I’ll pass it along.” A pause. “Ok, I appreciate the 
message, stay safe.” He takes the phone off his ear, clicking it off. He seems, well, even more 
confused. 


Inko tilts her head to the side. “Mind sharing who that was?” 


He shakes his head. “It was Detective Tsukauchi...” his hand pockets the phone and he scratches 
the back of his head with the now free hand. “He’s telling all the heroes standing post at each 
emergency shelter to let everyone out.” He tries to say in a hushed voice. They can’t handle 
anything out of order right now. 


Inko’s eyes shoot open. “Seriously? Did they already get it under control?” 


He shrugs. “I don’t know, he was vague. All I know is that it’s serious. But before I do he needs 
me to turn on Present Mic’s radio channel for some reason.” 


It's Shinso’s turn to tilt his head. “Ok...that’s definitely not a weird combination of events.” 


Manual shakes his head and exhales. “You're telling me, kid. Just- here follow me, I need you 
guys to help me with this.” He waves his hand and turns around, leading them through the crowd 
and where he came from. 


They wind through and Inko makes sure to hold onto Shinso’s hand tight. She doesn’t want to lose 
a child within this crowd. And, well, the boy doesn’t seem to mind the grasp at all. 


Manual reaches one of the equipment tables, grabbing the emergency radio and speaker attached to 
it with a mess of tangled wires. They watch him and those around them carefully. 


He groans. “I don’t even know if this shit is gonna work, it’s gotta be like ten years old.” He plugs 
it into the portable plug and pokes at some buttons-twisting and turning. He turns to look at Inko 
and Shinso. 


“Either of you two know his channel? The detective was cutting out pretty bad so I-” 
“95.2,” Shinso cuts in. 

They both blink at him and he raises his hands. 

“What? I like his show, alright?” 


Manual shrugs, turning the dial till it hits the station. He turns up the volume of the speakers, 
hoping that they are still able to function at least a little. 


There is a squeal from the feedback and everyone inside the shelter goes silent. 
A fuzz and a click. 


“h-el-lo, listeners,” Present Mic’s voice cracks, and people gasp in the crowd. “Welcome back to 
Put Your Hands Up Radio , this is your host Present Mic...’ His regular enthusiasm has faltered to 
fit the needed seriousness. It’s odd to hear such a monotone expression from a hero known for his 
energy and loud voice that carries through even the biggest of buildings. 


“T was given a request by Detective Tsukauchi of The Police Force and other heroes to relay a 
message to all those that are held within emergency shelters in the area. If you’re listening to this 
at home, this may apply to you as well.” 


People listen carefully. For the first time since they have all been held here, they are all staying 
quiet and cooperating. 


Really shows how popularity and familiarity can change a perspective. 


“Though the shelter in place has yet to be lifted by the chief or any other authority, Tsukauchi asks 
that, if possible, you leave your designated shelters and find your way down to 14th by Eshua if 
you are close by.” There is a short pause. “There are people who would like to speak to you.” 


The chattering within the crowd returns. Confused muttering and head turns. But, so far there is no 
outrage or arguments. 


Just...confusion. 


“T understand you are all afraid. Trust me, it’s unnatural to feel normal in a situation as strange as 
this,” he continues in his same tone and pace. “But, there is nothing to fear anymore. The threat has 
been rid of, and it is believed by the heroes involved that clarity is needed. For everyone.” 


Inko swallows, glancing at Manual. 


“They hope to see some of you down there. Stay safe everyone, and plus ultra.” There is a click 
followed by the ending chime of the cast. 


Inko won’t lie, this was odd. She’s been alive long enough to endure emergencies like this, and 
never in her life has she had a hero like Mic go out of his way to announce on his radio show for 
the public. It’s true that not only did this seem to calm people down hearing a popular hero, but it 
also helped express the severity of the issue they just faced. 


She just hopes people might fully begin to listen this time. 

Manual reaches over and turns it off, leading to a loud commotion within the crowd. 
“So we can leave?” A woman asks loudly. 

“The hell do they need to tell us?” 


“T feel like it might be important to go...I’m tired of being left in the dark.” More people come in 
with their own thoughts and opinions. 


“Tsn’t that just around the corner from here?” 


Manual takes one quick glance at Inko and Shinso, then at a few of the officers making their way 
over. And then he stands up on one of the piled boxes like Inko before. 


“As stated by Present Mic, it is said that the situation has been taken care of,” he says with a raised 
voice, lifting his hands. 


People quiet down. 


“But, we still need to be careful.” As he speaks, he occasionally glances down at Inko. He 
swallows. 


He’s one of the only heroes here. It’s up to him at this moment to make a choice. To try and 
vocalize the situation. 


“If you wish to go and follow through with their request, I need you all to find me, and these two 
officers down below. We will be gathering by the front gate to break off first.” He motions down 
and to the left. “But, if you wish to decline the request, I need you to find the remaining officers 
near me. None of you will leave this building without being properly escorted.” 


Manual doesn’t stay on the box much longer. He hops off, already walking toward the front gate 
without even worrying about who will follow. Who will listen... 


And who won’t... 


The people here have clearly shown their priorities, it’s up to them and only them to make a choice. 
He can’t force them- no one can. 


Inko follows behind without question with the boy by her side. It was never difficult for her to stay 
faithful to the cause. She’!l follow him wherever he needs. Wherever anyone needs- it’s what her 
son would do. 


And it’s only fair she follows to see what is going on. Considering the creatures running rogue was 
strikingly similar to her son... 


It wouldn’t be wise to ignore it and go home. She wants to understand just what’s going on. 
Anyone would do the same if the circumstances were similar. 


“Do you think people would actually come?” Shinso mutters, brushing against Inko’s shoulder. 


Manual shrugs in front of them, stopping by the sealed doors. “I’m tired of trying to force people to 
cooperate. If they want to come, they can come. But I won’t argue if they chose not to.” He looks 
exhausted as he turns to face them. So do the officers trailing him. 


“You can always count on me, sweetie,” a familiar, old voice calls from behind. 


Inko creaks her head around, watching as Kiku waddles her way over to them. Her lips are pressed 
into a small smile. 


“Are you sure, ma’am?” Manual asks as she joins Inko’s side. 


She waves her hand, shaking her head. “Oh don’t give me that nonsense, baby. It would be stupid 
to not go and stay ignorant.” She turns her head to Inko, adjusting her arm so she links it with hers. 
Warm and soft. 


Inko squeezes her arm. People like her really do leave a little bit of faith in this crumbling society. 


“Yeah...she’s right I guess...” another familiar voice chimes. Inko raises her eyes in shock, turning 
around fully with Kiku. 


The man who gave her problems earlier walks over, rubbing his arm with nerves. There are a few 
more people behind him. 


She tilts her head to the side and Manual raises a brow. 
“Well, isn’t this a surprise,” Kiku snorts. 


The man bites at his cheek, reaching back to scratch at his head. “Yeah yeah...sorry I gave you a 
shit time while in here. I kind of decided to pull my head out of my ass this one time and try to 
understand what was truly going on. I can fuck off in the other group if you don’t want me 
though...” 


Inko straightens her head, glancing at Manual. She exhales, putting a smile on her face. “Well, we 
are glad to have you. I would never tell you to leave.” 


The man shakes his head. “You’re one strange woman, I hope you know that,” he responds, 
walking closer to them. “It’s rare to find people these days who don’t hold grudges. Or those that 
actually give a shit.” 


“T take after my son, believe it or not,” she says quietly, nodding at the other people joining. 
Shinso crosses his arms next to her and Kiku. “I guess I was wrong to doubt this.” 


Slowly but surely, more and more people make their way to the gate. Some hold themselves with 
nerves, others ready with determination. 


And others who look scared, but willing. 
“We might have a big following here,” Inko says, looking at Manual. 
He takes a breath, lightening his facial expression with relief. “Yeah...” 


“We just might.” 


Izuku watches Hiroto press harder on All Might’s throat. 


He watches as Yue stalks closer with the syringe in her hands. All Might’s eyes find her and he 
growls. 


“Shouldn’t we wait to do that...”” Death Arms asks. “Seems a bit counterproductive.” 


Dai shakes her head. “If we are gonna have the public come here...we can’t have the asshole lose 
control and hurt anyone.” She takes a shaky breath. “Plus... would really like him to be 
completely aware of his surroundings.” There is a bit of a bite in her sentence. 


Stain nods his head. “No kidding.” 


Himari hums behind them, staying steady in her dragon form. Mirko and Endeavor are staying 
close to her- Mirko leaning a hand on her leg, stroking the scales. The familiar woman with three 
scars across her face seems to the doing the same, only keeping herself hidden within the small 
crowd of people they have. If he was told her name, he can’t remember. 


He’s been too out of it to truly grasp any new information. 


Yue crouches down and grabs a piece of skin next to All Might’s neck, staying cautious of his 
rising lip and pinned ears. 


She sticks the needle in his skin and presses in the liquid, backing up immediately after finishing 
off the dose. Hiroto doesn’t move. He keeps his stance and hand strong as All Might’s eyes widen. 


He struggles and wiggles in his grasp, thrashing his tail on the ground with a thump and thump. 
The hero opens his jaws and roars, only to be silenced by Hiroto’s other claw- snapping his jaws 
shut. 


It looks like the wrestling of an alligator. Groaning and growling through every struggle and push. 
The liquid flowing into his veins is burning through his body. 


“This just looks so wrong...” the detective mutters, biting his lip. 


Yuma raises her brow, turning to look at him. “Yep, and it happened to the kid at least six times,” 
she rolls her eyes with aggression, looking away. “How funny is that.” 


The detective turns his head in shame. 


All Might’s struggling ceases suddenly, leaving the hero to pant through his nose under the 
pressure. Hiroto lets go of his snout, allowing him to gasp for more air and drop his chin to the 
ground. 


Nostrils flaring, he looks around at everyone as his breathing slows back down. The slits in his 
eyes start to dilate to round ovals slowly. The raised, harsh fur on his back begins to flatten and 
relax. 


Izuku’s ears twitch and he looks down at Bakugou below him. To Todoroki. To everyone around 
him. 


He starts to limp towards All Might, feeling Bakugou’s hands drag against his fur. 


Izuku limps till he is right in front of Hiroto and All Might. Till his paws practically touch the 
claws gripping to the asphalt. 


He eyes Hiroto. “Let him go...” he whispers gently. Hiroto looks at him like he’s crazy, shaking 


his head. 

Izuku only lowers his head to look All Might in the eye. 

“Trust me...” 

All Might looks at him, barely keeping eye contact due to the uncomfortable air. 


Hiroto hesitates. He hesitates but...he listens. Slowly taking his claw off All Might’s neck, he 
backs up- keeping close by just in case. His spines are raised and his hands are ready. 


Izuku exhales, leaning down further. He scoops All Might’s head up and off the ground, slowly 
and carefully aiding him to his shaking feet. 


Izuku blinks before letting out a tired sigh. ‘‘He’s got no power here, and he knows it.”’ He looks 
right at All Might. 


And, well, the hero does nothing. He does nothing but stand there, mortified. He looks down at his 
paws- flexing his claws into the ground. It doesn’t take long for tears to follow with a new 
realization. 


The hero that spent the past year hunting him looks directly at Izuku. And he begins to cry. 


There is no sympathy within Izuku, nor is there any care. If it were anyone else, maybe. Maybe he 
would shed an ounce of it. But for this man in particular, he feels nothing. 


Nothing at all. 
It took him a long time to realize that not everyone deserves your energy. Or your care. 


Everyone deserves the chance of kindness, but once they prove they are unworthy of that chance, 
there is no point in trying. 


It just hurts if you do. 


He has lost his respect for All Might a long time ago, and it will never come back to how it was 
when he was a kid. People may call him a monster for showing no empathy. But there is nothing 
monstrous about keeping those who cause pain out of your life. There is nothing monstrous about 
putting yourself first. 


Izuku feels two different hands lightly touch his shoulders. One hand on each. He’s gotten good at 
having the ability to sense who is touching him before he even has to look. Typically, all it takes is 
one smell. 


Notrogliceryn, and fire. 
Todoroki and Bakugou lean against him- Bakugou struggling more than Todoroki. 


There are people in Izuku’s life who deserve his attention. He briefly looks down at Todoroki and 
Bakugou. 


All Might blinks a glowing blue tear, and his gaze suddenly moves past Izuku’s shoulder. The 
expression on his face changes to something he hasn’t seen from the hero before. It is completely 
blank. 


Izuku turns his head, feeling his ears naturally fall to the side as soon as his eyes meet something 


he really really didn’t want to see right now. He feels his heart swell and ache within his ribcage, 
pressing against his lungs and making it hard to breathe. 


His lips part just slightly as he fully looks at the face of the one person in his life who has never 
once left. 


“Mom...” 


Too many times. 

Too many times, Inko has felt her heart shatter within her chest. 

The crowd of nearly 100 followed Manual and her around the corner. Just around the corner. 
Not even a mile away. 

And that’s when she sees him. She sees her boy. 

Her baby boy. 

Right where he isn’t supposed to be, covered head to toe in blood. 

Everyone stops as soon as they see just who is standing in the crowd. 


Inko cries out, covering a hand over her mouth as her son makes eye contact- watching as his face 
drops with horror. 


“Mom...” 

She lets go of Kiku’s arm and runs. 

“Holy shit-” 

“Ts she crazy?!” 

“Ma’am!! That’s Cerberus!” 

“Yeah...” she hears Kiku’s voice as she runs faster. “She knows.” 
Izuku’s eyes water as he turns around and lowers his body for her. 


Inko slams into his chest, grabbing onto his fur for the first time since he’s told her he’s who 
everyone fears. She grabs onto him tightly, crying into his frail body. 


Her son whines, curling his head around her- holding her close. Tight. 


“Baby what are you doing here??” She cries, shaking her head. “You were supposed to be away... 
you-you were supposed to be safe.” 


“I’m sorry, momma...” 


She can feel his head move, and she can feel his nose brush against her hair. All he does is hum and 
whine, keeping her close. 


She lets go of his chest, backing up to look at him in the eye. He grabs the sides of his face, 


stroking his cheeks. 


“Oh, sweetheart...” she whispers, choking on her words as tears continue to breach her eyes. “Life 
has been unfair to you for too long...” 


Izuku leans into her touch. 

“Hey, auntie...” 

Her head turns in the direction of the rough voice she hasn’t heard in years. 
Katsuki is leaning against her son, bloodied and battered. 


Inko reaches forward and grabs his arm, pulling him into a side hug. She wraps her arm around 
him and squeezes. Her hand finds its way up to his head, bringing it down so she can kiss the top of 
his head. 


“Thank you for watching after my son,” she says quietly enough for him to hear. “You really have 
grown to be the man I hoped to see one day.” 


Katsuki’s mouth curls and his eyes water. He leans his forehead on her shoulder. 
Izuku whines, looking past her and at the crowd behind her. He looks worried. 
She turns her head. 

“They’re here to listen...” she mumbles, rubbing Izuku’s snout. 

“So let’s not waste this opportunity.” 

Hitoshi can feel the tense air around him and the crowd. The second he saw a massive dragon 
turning the corner he about shit himself. 

This...is not gonna end well. 

“Oh my god...why were we brought here...” 

“The heroes are here so...maybe it’s all ok?” 

“T don’t know how I feel about this...” 

“T can’t believe she just ran up to Cerberus like that, is she trying to get killed?” 
“That’s her son. If you were smart enough you’d connect the damn dots.” 

“ That’s her son?? Jesus Christ no wonder she felt off to me.” 

“What the HELL is that behind them?” 

“God it’s almost worse than Cerberus...” 


The golden creature behind Midoriya flattens its ears and widens its eyes as it hears each acidic 
statement. Each scared stare. 


It lowers its head, trying to make itself look smaller. 


People converse with one another in hushed whispers, holding their ground. Some look like they 
wish to slip away and run down the road. 


Others... 

Others can’t help but look curious. 

He eyes Manual and the hero does the same before taking a step forward. 

Inko and Midoriya look over at the crowd and some flinch from the eye contact. 


Manual nods his head, and that’s the only signal they need. Hitoshi swallows, crossing his arms. 
Whatever they plan to do, they better do it fast. He exhales. 


It’s showtime, I guess. 

Let’s see what you’ll do, Midoriya. 

Izuku watches as the detective walks forward, passing him and his mom. He walks forward, 
stopping just a few feet in front- facing the nervous crowd. 

He takes a deep breath, bringing his hands behind his back. 


“None of you need to fear right now.” He looks behind at Izuku for a brief second. He swallows, 
turning back. 


“The real threat has been taken care of.” 


“Real threat?” Someone responds quickly within the crowd. Fearless of speaking aloud in this 
given situation. “What do you call the other visible threats you surrounded yourself with?” 


The crowd mutters with one another. Izuku’s ears twitch through each small comment and even 
sneer. He knows what comes next. 


People will get riled up soon enough, and he really doesn’t want it to be right here right now. He 
flattens his ears, taking a step back. He won’t show fear. No. He just needs to be careful. 


His mom looks up at him, showing off the same careful concern. 


“Yeah! Do you call what we are looking at not a threat? The hero killer is standing by creatures 
that could kill us all in half a second.” 


“What the hell even is that?” 

“God...now there’s two of Cerberus? What has this country fallen into?!” 

It starts to get worse and everyone around Izuku can feel it. Even the heroes. 

The detective clears his throat. “I-” He looks floored. Unprepared. 

The commotion picks up again and Izuku can sense All Might’s nerves increasing by the second. 
That’s when Bakugou growls to himself, letting go of Izuku’s side. 


“Katsuki...what are-” his mom tries to reach out but Bakugou lightly swats her arm away. 


Izuku’s mouth gaps as he watches the blonde walk forward. 

No... 

He shakes his head, slowly moving past his mom and Todoroki. 

“Sweetie...” his mom mutters. He can feel her soft hands graze through the fur on his shoulder. 


Sometimes it’s ok to let others help you fight your battles. There’s nothing wrong with getting the 
support you need because fighting alone is never healthy. 


But...it is also wise to understand when you must come in within this battle. And fight for yourself 
too. 


He's done being afraid. 


Izuku lightly taps Bakugou’s shoulder with his nose and then grabs his shirt with his teeth, picking 
him up and moving him to the side. 


Bakugou stares up at him with a surprised glare. “Dek-” 
Izuku shakes his head and Bakugou closes his mouth. He lets him go. 


The closer Izuku gets to the crowd, the more everyone tenses. They all go silent. He walks past the 
detective, keeping a calm composure. 


He gets to about ten feet away, before sitting down slowly. He takes a breath. In...and out... 
Just like Dai had taught him. 


He looks down at the crowd of people. Some, familiar terrified faces. Some, are a little bit 
different. He nearly widens his eyes when he sees Shinso in the crowd. But, he stops when his 
purple-haired acquaintance quirks a small smile and nods. 


Izuku swallows, opening his mouth. 


“T can’t blame you for being afraid of me...” he starts slowly, watching as some people get 
startled by the sudden words. He stays still, weary of the nerves building. “If I were you, I too 
would be weary. Hell, I may even be horrified.” 


It’s odd, really. 

This is the first time anyone has listened quietly. 

“But...” he starts, glancing back at everyone behind him. He looks at Dai. 
She nods her head. 

He exhales, turning back. 


“I was never the real monster in this story.”” He makes sure to keep his eyes on the crowd and 
only the crowd. Looking down at the many heads and faces. They look up at him with various 
expressions, one for each page in the book. He waves his head to the back. *“‘None of these people 
you had once spit at were. All we wanted was a life worth living, but instead, we got a 
nightmare only death could break us from. And all we wanted was to protect everyone from 


a greater evil, but instead, we were treated like the monsters under the bed.” 


His ears twitch to the side as he hears new sounds come from different directions. Footsteps. 
Clawed footsteps. 


He glances at one of the alleys. Locking eyes with a cat hybrid cowering behind a dumpster. The 
very same cat he spoke to earlier. 


Glowing eyes- pairs of two, three, more- pop up behind. 
Izuku brings his gaze back forward. 


“I grew up wanting to be a hero. To be just like All Might.”’ He can sense the hero behind him 
all those feet away tense. “But a man who was angry at the world chose my future for me, 
leaving that chance behind. A man you people spit on for his quirk and appearance. A man 
who ruined hundreds of people's lives just so he could get the satisfaction of payback. People 
like me had their lives ruined, and they will never be the same.” 


His ears twitch and turn to the sides as he watches people pull their phones out slowly. Some 
hitting the record button. 


“It’s terrifying not having control over your own body or even your own emotions. Ever since 
the day, my quirk malfunctioned and I lost my grip- the day I ended the sludge villain's life- 
everything was sealed for me. No matter how much I tried to make it better, nothing can 
change such a predetermined fate.” 


“Freak.” 

“Useless.” 

Pause. 

**,..Monster.” 

He takes a shakey breath, watching as some people lower their phones to listen closer. 


“I’m just a kid...”’ He pins his ears to the side, feeling a surprise tear fall from his eye and down 
his cheek. “And Iam so much more scared than you.” 


Silence. 
And then the echoing footsteps come back. 
Small gasps break from the crowd. And some people step back. Whispering. 


Izuku turns from each side, watching as the creatures held in Mortifer’s grasp walk and limp from 
the darkness. Ears back, timid expressions. Afraid. 


They had been watching this the whole time. They’ ve always been watching. 


‘** We are so much more scared than you.” He corrects, looking back at the crowd. ‘‘Our 
appearances were never a choice. Yet, we find ourselves treated like they were.” 


Izuku can feel the presence of each creature walking behind him. To the side of him. He can feel 


their warmth and their strength. 


“IT could never ask you to change how you see us. It’s up to you to make that choice for 
yourself. But I will ask you to pay attention to who the real monsters are in our stories. 
Sometimes they are the ones who don’t even look the part. Sometimes we can’t even see them. 
And sometimes...they are products of our mistakes.” 


He looks at everybody near him. They look to him. 


“1’m what you know is the hell hound in this country. But I was never here to punish or 
watch over you like Lucifer’s own dog. I was never here to hurt any of you, or scare you with 
my fangs and dripping acid...even after the torture I endured.” 


“If it weren’t for the Oni and everyone in my life...” He blinks slowly, thinking of how lucky he 
really was. 


How if this happened in any other period of time, he could have turned out just like Mortifer. 
Or worse . 
“I just might have wanted to.” 


It’s quiet for a long minute within the crowd. Within those who stand behind him. He can almost 
hear the breath of each person and creature. The breath of All Might’s slow panic and confusion. 


It seems he too is starting to realize. 

“We-” 

Someone interrupts him in the crowd. 

“If you really are no threat to us, Cerberus, then show us who you really are.” 
Izuku’s face freezes and he fights the intense urge to tuck his tail. He... 

oy? 

“Hina! No-” 


“Big doggy!!” A child’s voice echos in the crowd and Izuku’s ears shoot up. He recognizes that 
voice. 


A small figure squeezes through the legs of the people up front, running toward Izuku without 
even an ounce of fear. Of care. 


People gasp and try to grab them. 


Izuku lowers his head, tilting it to the side as he registers just what is running toward him with their 
arms out wide. And a smile spread across their lips. 


A mother with eyes filled with horror shoves through the crowd, stopping right in front of the first 
row. She’s frozen with fear. 


Oh. 


The figure grabs onto Izuku’s muzzle with tiny frail arms. They squeeze and he can feel a heartbeat 
against his nose. 


Hina Ito. 
One of the first little girls he brought back home. 


He never forgets them. Each and every person and child he helped out of difficult and dangerous 
situations. Each face. 


Each story. 


It makes sense now as to why Dai had them do this, why she had them specifically help people 
who were trapped or taken. It hits too close to home. 


The little girl lets go, looking up at his eyes. Her smile is so big her dimples dig deep into her 
cheeks. 


“Big doggy,” she says, patting his forehead. 
“Hina...” the mother in the back strains, holding her stomach with her hand. 


Izuku smiles as she pets the side of his head. He then looks up at the mother, making eye contact 
with her. 


She flinches. 
That’s when Izuku decides to do something stupid. 


Pushing Hina with his nose, he turns her around. She giggles as her skin is brushed with his nose, 
tickling her. He then reaches down farther and picks her up by the back of the shirt ever so gently. 


Hina’s giggling gets louder. And the unsettling expression on the crowd's faces grows faster. 


“Weee!” She yells with excitement as Izuku walks over to Hina’s mother- keeping his head low so 
if she drops, she won’t hurt herself. 


He keeps his eyes on the mother. Refusing to break the contact. He’s not here to hurt her or scare 
her, and he wants her to know that. 


Izuku stops a foot away. Surprised she let him get so close. Surprised anyone behind her let him 
get that close. He can hear her breath and her pounding heart. 


Setting Hina down, he nudges her forward to her mom. But, she turns right back around and hugs 
his muzzle one last time. 


She lets go and walks backward toward her mom. “Bye bye doggy!” 


Her mom grabs her and picks her up. “Oh my god-” she says, holding her tight in her arms. She 
kisses her head and looks at Izuku. 


He raises his head so he is at her eye level. He readies himself to turn around when she opens her 
mouth. 


“Tt really was you...” she mutters loud enough for him and just a few others to hear. Her eyes 
water. 


“Thank you.” 
Two words. 
Two words. 


It feels like 1000 pounds were just lifted off his back. It feels like his brain was just let go from its 
tight squeeze. 


And all it took was two words. 

Izuku nods slowly, turning his head and then body. 
“Well?” The voice from moments ago asks. “Let’s hear it.” 
“Who are you, Cerberus?” 

Izuku freezes. 


And just like when Eraserhead asked him all those months ago, he turns his head and stares at 
them. He stares at them without a word. 


It doesn’t matter who or what he is. Especially to other people. 
It never did. 

And that’s just fine. 

Izuku turns his head back around and walks away. Well... 

He limps away. 


He walks past the detective who moves and switches places with him, walking toward the people 
with his hands up. 


He walks past each and every creature. 

He walks past Bakugou 

Past his mother. 

Todoroki. 

Right as he passes All Might and his unreadable expression, he parts his lips. 
“TI think it’s time we actually spoke...” 

And he walks past him, waiting for the hero to eventually unfreeze his paws. 


And follow right behind. 


“You raised a good one...” Chizome says, turning his head to Dai. “I hope you realize.” 


The kid just left with All Might. Typically, she would be worried- sure she is a little considering his 
injuries. 


But right at this moment, for the first time in a long time, she doesn’t have anything to worry 
about. 


The cement that had been pouring on her shoulders all these years has finally stopped and cracked 
away. 


Dai looks over at Inko, watching as she wraps an arm around both Todoroki and Bakugou, bringing 
them away from the crowd. She waves over a boy from the front. 


The boy who Midoriya faced at the sports festival. 

She smiles. 

“T can’t take all the credit.” 

Death Arms and Mirko move forward, looking at Dai. 

“We can take it from here if you are alright with that,” Mirko says, moving her ears forward. 


“T have no complaints unless you’re gonna arrest us while we are here,” Yuma chirps from the 
side. 


Death Arms sighs. “No. Although it’s the law, I won’t do it. At least, not right now considering 
you still work without licenses.” He crosses his arms, showing off a small grin. 


Mirko shrugs. “He’s right, get out of here before the whole police force decides to show. We won’t 
hold you here, it’s the least we could do given you are the reason we aren’t all fucked to oblivion 
right now.” 


Dai shoots her a smile, reaching out her hand for the bunny hero. “We appreciate you and your 
help. You have no idea how much it meant.” 


Mirko returns the smile, grabbing her hand and squeezing it. “We are all just people trying to make 
a difference.” 


Endeavor tsks in the back and Mirko flattens her ears down, whipping her head back. “Iwill slap 


” 


you. 


Endeavor crosses his arms, looking to the side. “I won’t intervene, but you all better leave before I 
change my damn mind.” 


Yuma blinks. “I wish I recorded that.” 
“ Don’t push it, Jinrou,’” Endeavor hisses. 
Hiroto turns and looks at Dai, exhaling. ‘‘Well thhhen...you ready to ffffinally go home?” 


“What about them?” Yuma asks him, pointing to the creatures standing behind the detective with 
worry. There’s a very big chance they have nowhere to go, and if they did, they wouldn’t want to 
go back now. 


“Well...” she starts, looking at Hiroto. 


“We’ve got plenty of room, don’t we?” 


Izuku exhales loudly, laying down on the roof of B. 


His ears twitch as All Might hesitantly joins him, laying down right next to him on the cold cement 
of the rotting building. 


There are construction signs around it this time. Covering the doors and around the surrounding 
sidewalk. So it seems they’ ve finally decided to move forth. 


All Might turns his head and looks at Izuku’s fucked up shoulder. The blood still staining his fur 
like paint. 


The broken vertebrae on his back. 


“Are you ok? Y-you sssshould go to a hossspital...”” He says quietly, not quite used to the long 
tongue in his mouth. Izuku is surprised by his ability to speak so well early on. Though the tone 
and sound of it are terrible- like a broken record- it's still clear. 


Izuku sighs, looking off to the road below. The fires have gone down to smoke and ash. 
“I’m not bleeding out, it’s not dire.” 


He’s lying everything hurts like a bitch right now. It took everything in him to get up here. But...he 
really needed it. 


All Might flattens his ears, looking down at his paws. 


oy? 


Izuku shakes his head. “I don’t want your apology, All Might.” He says, cutting off the hero. He 
keeps his head forward. “I just want honesty.” 


All Might curls in his toes, scratching against the concrete. 


“‘What’s the difference between a hero, a vigilante, and a villain?” Izuku asks, looking at the 
wind blow pieces of trash down the empty road. He then turns his head to look at the radioactive 
blue eyes staring right at him. 


All Might blinks, and then he turns his gaze forward like Izuku from before. The breeze brushes 
through his fur and his ears. It takes a long moment before he opens his mouth and hums with a 
long breath. 


“J don’t think I know anymore.” 
Izuku huffs with amusement, shaking his head. ‘“‘That’s what I thought.” 


All Might swallows. With the expression on his face, he looks like he is struggling to find 
something to say. 


“Isss it really true?” A pause. ‘Did you really wishhh to be like me ssssome day?” 


Izuku takes a moment to think, he takes a deep-rooted breath and looks up at the starless sky. The 
almost grey atmosphere. 


He did wish to be him for a long time. To be a hero who saves with a smile- fearless and always 
ready for a fight. 


A symbol for those to rely on. 


He had every item with his face on it, covering his walls and overflowing on his dresser or desk. 
His walls. Even his door. 


But that changed quickly when he realized just how far away he was from that goal. How it was 
almost impossible for him to reach, no matter how far he climbed or ran. 


And no matter how much he ignored the sneers. 


He tries to forget the day he came home after getting assaulted after school behind the courtyard. 
He tries to forget when he was kicked and punched so hard he vomited to the side- left on the 
ground to smell his own stomach’s contents and feel the throb of each limb and muscle. 


He tries to forget when he came home afterward. And he tries to forget when he had such a violent 
mental breakdown, he ripped apart every single item with All Might’s face on it, shredding the 
posters and tearing the figures. 


His mother had to repaint the walls- covering each claw mark embedded within the drywall. 


All Might was a dream, but his face later became a reminder that he needed to be realistic. Though 
he said with a smile anyone could be a hero, he was just saying what everyone wanted to hear. 


Not what he himself wanted to say. That became clear the moment All Might realized just who he 
was. Or, well... 


What he was. 


“TI did.” He responds after a long moment. “But I think you know what happens to a person’s 
hope when they aren’t given the proper equipment to reach for it.” 


He turns back to look at the hero. 


‘‘Why did you hate me so much?” He watches as the hero’s face falls at the question. He 
swallows thickly. “I mean...I got it in the beginning when I had killed that villain. You were 
just trying to do your job, even if I want to blame you for your aggression.” 


“But even after people told you I was a kid, and that the circumstances could have been sour, 
you still fought against me. Even after watching me protect your students and help the same 
people you save, you still hurt me. You never even tried to understand me.” He remembers the 
pain of each punch and jab. The panic he felt when a bar was closed around his throat so tight he 
couldn’t breathe. 


‘‘Were the odds too low for me to even get a shot?” 


All Might bites at his lip with a fang, and the hair on his neck raises from nerves. He inhales, 
blowing out of his mouth in one aggressive breath. 


‘“My time hasss run out, kid,” he responds quietly, lowering his head. ‘“‘And thhiss whole time, I 
havvve been fffearing my own monssster under the bed.” 


Izuku tilts his ears. ‘And what exactly is that?’ 


All Might doesn’t even look at him. 


“Failure.” He responds with the smallest hint of hissing. Quiet. 
Izuku snakes his head. Of course. 

Oh, how it always seems to be the same. 

“Well, looks like you got your karma, huh?” 


All Might nods, slowly blinking forward. “I didn’t lisssten, and I prioritizzed my own ffffate 
over trying to help thhhe people who needed me mosst.” A pregnant pause. “Fffor thhhat, I 
havvve been givvven somethhhing worse thhhan ffffailure.” 


“IT am the sssymbol of peaccce fffor thisss country, but I only ever focussed on whatcould be 
sssaved. And I know you don’t want appoigiesss, but I am ssso sssorry for how lifffe hasss 
treated you. How I nevwver gavve you the chanccce you dessserved.” 


Izuku listens carefully, watching as his eyes turn wet. 


“TI wasssn’t evvven given the worsssst of it, but sssseing and hearing thhhe fffear...you are 
ssstrong for nevvver letting it bring you to thhhe ground. I wanted you to carry my legacccy 
for a reassson, you havvve a good sssoul.”’ 


Izuku sighs. ‘You chose me because you saw what you wanted to see. That changed 
immediately the moment you realized just how much of a “‘symbol” I really was.” 


All Might flattens his ears, looking to the side. 
Izuku watches a tear fall from his eyes and onto his golden paw. 


‘Pleassse, tell me...”’ All Might sniffs and swallows. ‘‘What isss the truthhh of thissss?’”’ He 
looks up like Izuku earlier, staring at the empty sky. 


Izuku watches his movements. The way his ears twitch and how his fur blows in the breeze. How 
he has even started to relax around him. So it seems he’s finally ready to start changing... 


Izuku sighs for what seems to be the hundredth time. “I was five years old when I unknowingly 
became a part of that man's revenge plan. And I was only five when I became aware of how 
the world actually worked.” 


‘Till I was fourteen, I was beaten because of my lack of a powerful quirk. A quirk that lived 
up to everyone’s expectations. And...when I was fourteen, I quickly realized that a quirk that 
is useless is much better than one that is worth fearing.” 


All Might tilts his ears back. ‘‘What...happened?” 


Izuku swallows. “The revenge plan that had been brewing within my system had finally 
exploded the day of the sludge villain attack. No control, no expierence. Every ounce of anger 
and fear that had built up inside me through the years of torment had created a part of 
myself I can’t stand looking at. I killed the sludge villain, and almost every day I laid awake 
at night, angry at myself for not having the power to stop.” 


Izuku will never forget the first day he lay trapped in his mind space. The first time he saw just 
what had been pushed down in his head, finally resurfacing. He wanted to blame his quirk for so 


long, and he wanted to blame Mortifer. But, all the quirk did was amplify- bringing out the monster 
created from his own anger. 


The wolf was always him. And it will always be a part of him. Everyone has a monster inside of 
them, the only difference is getting that push. 


And it took him till now to finally understand. 


“If it weren’t for the Oni and the other support I was provided, I would be just like the man 

who did this to me. Damaged, and too far from saving. He wished for people to feel the same 
way he felt, for people to see that it doesn’t feel good to be in the shoes of someone who never 
had a say in how life played out.” 


All Might looks at him with an unreadable expression. A bit of shock. And a bit of something else 
he can’t quite define. 


“Too many people lost their lives or were permanently traumatized by his path. I was just 
lucky to be the perfect batch,” Izuku says with a low breath. ‘“‘The one that didn’t have to die.” 
He swallows, pushing down the tightness trying to form. For how young he is, he’s seen too many 
people die. All for one single goal. 


“He got what he wanted. Even as he died a gruesome death in front of my eyes, he laughed in 
our faces . He got his perfect ending, and it’s right next to me...” 


All Might is quiet. Very very quiet. 


“J...”’ he starts, pausing as he’s trying to collect the correct wording. “I underssstand now. More 
thhhan you thhhink...” 


Izuku tilts his head slightly in thought. 


‘“‘Lookssss like we bothhhh knew people who wissshed for thhhe power to thhhwart 
humanity’ ssss future.” 


Pause. 

“You losssst your liffffe , and I losssst the time I didn’t apprecccciate.”’ 
Izuku blinks. ‘‘Well....” he looks forward to the road, catching figures. 

All Might’s ears flick forward. 

Dai looks up at him from the road, clutching tight to Stain. 

“I didn’t lose as much as you think, All Might.” 


Izuku curls his feet in and presses himself up, struggling to do it fast. He stumbles slightly, looking 
down at the hero. 


‘And I wouldn’t give up now, you’ve got more time than you think.” 


He moves to turn his body when All Might’s mouth cracks open, showing off the fangs that barely 
fit in his mouth. 


“T am affffraid of what thhhisss future will hold, chhhild.” 


Izuku shrugs his shoulders, feeling them pop. ‘So am I, but that doesn’t mean we stop. In the 
end, all we know is we know nothing. The only control we have is over this single moment in 
time. We are alive and we exist in this second. Therefore....we are.” 


Izuku jerks his head to the side, motioning for the hero to stand. To stand and join him. 


All Might tucks in his legs and stands- much quicker than him. Izuku turns around as the hero 
looks right at him in the eyes. As the wind now blows and stirs both of their fur like broken 
leaves. 


Izuku sighs, looking forward. 


“Therefore, [ am .” 
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Chizome eyes Hiroto. Not just a quick glance or accidental moment of eye contact. 
He eyes him. 

Hiroto doesn’t question, most people don’t when they get that look. 

He needs to go. Now. 


Though he would love to stay and chit-chat, besides the kid, he’s very high on everyone’s radar and 
just him being here is a giant waving red flag. He pushed his limits of visibility about two hours 
ago. 


Chizome slowly starts to let Dai go, handing her off to Hiroto. She turns her head to him as she 
adjusts against Hiroto’s arm. 


“Tt’s over now, Dai,” Chizome mutters loud enough only she can hear, nodding his head to her. 
“You can finally rest easy.” 


She blinks as he uses her new name, and then her lips soften into a slight smile. 


He has known her since before she met the man she thought she loved. She may have not known 
him or his presence, but he himself has always been aware of her. 


From his days as Stendhal, he had always seemed to find a woman with long black hair walking 
down the sidewalk near his main territory. 


He was there the day Mortifer caught her attention, sitting at his barstool with a drink in his hand. 
A hood over his head. Accidental? He doesn’t think that. 


Great people tend to make themselves shine even without a clear purpose. 


He knew it was her when he saw her again within the depths of hell. When Mortifer had threatened 
him and pushed him to train his wife. Though she showed clear exhaustion and held new scars, he 
knew it was her. But, she doesn’t need to know that he knew. 


It never matters in the end, all that does is how he himself acted around her when she was aware. 
The world may treat her like a villain, but she is no villain to him. Not even a little bit. 
“Who would have thought the hero killer would have cared so much,” she smirks. 


Chizome finds himself glancing at the heroes strutting uncomfortably close. “I only care for those 
who deserve it.” 


Dai nods her head. “Thank you for being an ally, Chizome.” 


He closes his eyes and takes a breath, soaking in her words. “And thank you for being better than 
him.” He pauses to himself, looking up at the kid perched on the rooftops with All Might. “T will 
see you sooner than you think, that kid of yours is quite an interesting one.” 


Her smile doesn’t falter. “That he is.” 


Chizome takes a moment to bow his head, before turning and walking toward the alleyway to his 
left. 


“Shouldn’t we like...stop him?” He can hear the bunny hero question without any real urgency in 
her voice. “This is definitely morally wrong.” 


The detective sighs. “No... it's for the best that we let this one go for now. We need to stick to our 
main priorities. We don’t have the time or resources to chase him down tonight.” 


“You do realize that’s gonna bite us in the ass later, right?” Death Arms snarks, also showing off 
the same tone as Mirko. It’s odd to hear and see such a lack of care. He doesn’t blame them 
though. 


“Yeah, I am fully aware.” 


Chizome walks out of earshot, surrounding himself with the darkness of the alley. He would say 
it’s comforting to be in the silent black, but ever since he met that man who covered himself in 
tar... 


The complete darkness has never felt the same. 
And for good reason. 


Chizome’s neck twitches and he reaches for his sword. Snapping his body around he swings, 
pausing as his blade nearly kisses a soot-covered neck. Inches away. 


A toothy smirk. 


Chizome narrows his eyes and growls. “I should have guessed you would find a way to crawl out 
of the flames.” He presses the sword closer. 


“Oh you know me, Stain...” hands raise and a head tilts closer to the blade- teasing it. “I always 
come back.” 


Warden. 


Chizome lifts his lip in a snarl, keeping his sword close to the demon. “I’d be stupid to assume 
you’re going back to prison, so what’ ll it be? What’s the next big project?” 


The fanged smile doesn’t flatten. “Oh...you’ll see.” 
“ Don’t test me,” Chizome exclaims with a full-chested growl. 


A claw raises and lightly presses against the blade, turning it away. Chizome lets him, nervous 
about his movements. There aren’t a lot of people in this world who make him nervous, but this 
one... 


This one makes his blood pressure rise. 
“Don’t stress yourself, Stain,” he starts low. “You won’t even know I’m here.” 


“T doubt that more than you think,” Chizome responds, lowering his sword. He keeps his grip tight 
and ready. 


Warden hums, opening his mouth to lick his teeth- curious. 
Chizome did not like that. 

Narrowing his eyes even more, he clicks his tongue. 

“If you even think about trying anything-” 


“You'll kill me?” the man responds quickly, not even letting him finish. He takes a step to the side 
and Chiszome raises his sword. 


“Don’t kid yourself, if you really wanted me dead...” he takes a confident step forward and toward 
the blade. 


“You would have killed me by now.” He stands right at the point of the blade, tempting it. Teasing 
it. “I know you’re abilities.” 


He taps the metal with a nail softly, turning his violet gaze to him. 

“But it seems you too are curious to see how this will all turn out, hm?” 
He pushes the blade away again, walking away with confidence. 

He hums. 

“We'll meet again...” 


And Chizome doesn’t stop him. 


Tenya nearly passes out when he sees everyone walking down the hall. 


His first instinct is to cry. His eyes burst like wet dams and he’s on his knees. 


The stress of keeping the class sane. 


The stress of hoping the kangaroo didn’t awaken, leaving them helpless without any real help or 
direction. 


The stress of thinking someone might not make it. 


His class flows out of the med lab and gasps. Some cry with relief, and some step back with nerves 
from the number of bodies walking toward them. 


But Tenya doesn’t care, because he’s just so fucking glad that everyone is ok. 


He breaks down, waiting for a wet nose to brush against his cheek, bringing him back to how it 
should be. 


Ok. 


Fuzz and cracking of an old tv. Click. Pause. Scratch. 
Click. 


“chaos has consumed our cities, and people are asking ‘when will it ever be done?’ Today we 
have suffered a massive blow to each district and no one knows who is the head above it all.” 


Click. 
Fuzz. 


“Where was All Might during this time of crisis? Why exactly did he show no face when we cried 
for help? People lost their lives today, should we be worried about our Number One Hero’s 
commitment to this country? Should we be worried that this is all bigger than we thought?” 


Click. 


“Videos are circulating the internet of Cerberus vocalizing to a crowd regarding the recent events 
and even of its past. Are we guilty of judging too soon? Or are we right to have been fearful?” 


Click. 


“everyone seems to forget that the mutant group, the Oni, and the newly terrifying wolf we all 
call Cerberus don’t act with the intention to scare. They identify themselves as vigilantes and have 
only ever shown feral behavior when necessary. Should we really pin the blame on them for all 
that has just happened? Or should we think beyond what is in front of our faces for once?” 


A finger hovers over the controller and its channel button. 


“Well, I feel like it’s pretty easy to lie, you know? I know we all watched those videos of Cerbuers 
that just dropped, but can we really believe that there is someone out there so deranged? That 
someone is capable of creating a monster like Cerberus?” 


“Good question. But there really shouldn’t be a reason for them to lie. There is definitely 
something worse behind the veil. What had just happened was an act of pure anger and rage. The 
Oni and Cerberus don’t behave like that and never have in the years they have been active.” 


“T feel like a lot of people could argue with you on that.” 


“And they can. It’s a controversial statement for sure. But, I think we are forgetting that all while 
the Oni and Cerberus scare us and make us nervous for their sheer size and monstrosity, they have 
helped our cities too. Why would a group that has only ever tried to help all of a sudden release a 
rampage? Why would we just now see so many large, aggressive animals all at once? Creatures of 
that size aren’t hard to spot, especially in our cities. Let’s not forget that once everything calmed 
down, tens of those creatures came out with their tails tucked. Hell, they all looked more scared 
than the people in the crowd.” 


“So... you think this was planned by someone else?” 


“There is a fairly high possibility. Think about it. If there was a massive threat to our country, the 
top heroes would be at that location no questions asked. All Might was gone. Endeavor was gone. 
Mirko was gone. The level of emergency has been lowered, and now Endeavor and Mirko have 
been seen covered in injuries that aren’t just from animals. There are too many meticulous details 
within this for it to just be a ‘revenge plan’ by a group of vigilantes.” 


“Even if that were the case, a person with such anger and power, what exactly could we have done 
to deserve such a heavy blow?” 


“We fell ill to our expectations and reality. No one dishes such an aggressive attack for no reason. 
Like Cerberus had said, we spit on people and we judge. We fell into pre-quirk habits of 
discrimination and hatred. Though we have evolved, we haven't changed. We were attacked, and it 
wasn’t just for the hell of it.” 


“So what are we supposed to do now?” 


“Well...I believe it’s time we started to get serious about the society we live in. If we don’t, we are 
going to crumble a lot sooner than we think.” 


Click. 
Fuzz. 
Off. 


A hum and a smile, leaning back with a hand under his chin. The remote is delicately placed on a 
tray across from him. 


“You did good, Kenji...” a chuckle. “But I believe it’s my turn to take the reins.” 
All For One turns his head with a bright, eyeless smile. 

“Don’t you think the same, Tomura?” 

A swallow and a nod. Tense. 

The chuckle spreads to a deep cackle. Arms spread out, head knocking back. 

“ Good, my boy...” 


“Very good.” 


The first thing Izuku does is groan. 


The second thing he does is open his eyes. 


The third thing that he does is groan again. 
He sees black, and that’s all he needs to see to know where he is. 
“Good to see you didn’t kick it, brat...” 


Izuku slowly turns his head over. The wolf is laying down right next to him, staring off to the side. 
It takes a breath. 


He squeezes his eyes and rubs his forehead. God...it feels like he was kicked in the face. Izuku 
slowly sits up and for once, he has ease. The tar is loose and soft- slipping off his skin like oil 
instead of sticking like tar. It’s strange. 


“Good to see you care...” he croaks, voice crackling. 

It turns its head to look at him. It doesn’t say anything else. 

Izuku sighs, wrapping his arms around his knees. “Thank you, by the way,” he says quietly. 
The wolf’s ears tilt. Confused. 

“The people in my life aren’t the only ones who taught me how to survive.” 


The wolf blinks, staring at him for a good minute. It stares at him, recentering its ears before 
letting out a long huff. It curls its legs under, standing up. 


Izuku looks up, swallowing as it walks over and behind him. He’s still not fully comfortable with 
the wolf walking behind him. But...it sits down, curling its body around him. 


He nearly jumps as its fur touches his back. Warm. 
For once...it’s warm. 
“TJ didn’t do anything, kid.” 


“That was all you.” 


It is a goddamn understatement to say that the snake almost killed herself trying to heal everyone. 


The lizard had to pull her out of the med room to let her rest. They could all survive a day without 
pristine healing. The old-fashioned way does the damn job. 


Katsuki has his legs tucked against his chest, sitting against the wall. He’s holding his knee close- 
the pressure against his abdomen is helping him from throwing up. Everything still hurts like a 
bitch. 


But, at least he’s not rearing infection or blood loss anymore. He was a little worried he would lose 
his leg. The fucking nerd wouldn’t be able to live with the thought of it. 


Katsuki sighs, turning his head over. Deku is asleep in the cot across from him, back to his normal 
skin. Well...sort of. 


According to the snake, his recent mutation was aggressive. Really fucking aggressive. They 
needed him to change as soon as possible and it took everything out of him to change back. He was 
covered in sweat and had gained a fever from the effort. To add, his wounds were so bad he 


himself nearly lost a limb or two. The fur hid a Jot. 


Dai was a mess through the whole thing. Like with everyone else here, he can’t blame her. She was 
just yanked out of a psychological and physical prison only to watch the idiot double over and 
nearly kick it. 


Deku’s eyes aren’t the same, first off. One of his eyes stayed almost completely green while the 
other that shows the scar is faded. It seems his body wasn’t able to properly cope with all that was 
going on. His eyes suffered because of it. To be honest, the discoloration is better than keeping the 
four. That would have taken a good minute to get used to. 


Katsuki shivers. 


His nails are stuck at points- sharp, dark, and thick claws poking through. From the nail to the 
knuckle, his skin is stained to a permanent black. It could be because of the bits and pieces of 
Mortifer finally peeking through, but he doesn’t want to think about that. No one does. 


Katsuki watches as Deku breathes slowly, laying on his side. He’s close to a fetal position, holding 
his body close. His nails poke and scrape at his skin as he moves and clings. 


The scars on his exposed skin are ugly and stretched. Brutal. 


There’s a groan and a shift. Deku creaks his eyes open and Katsuki almost jumps out of his own 
skin. 


The one green eye is glowing in the dim light of this med room, and it caught him completely off 
guard. It’s not exactly...easy to look at right now. Deku has been through the fucking wringer all 
year, and this is the result. 


“Are...” Katsuki mutters, adjusting himself so he can fully look at Deku as he slowly wakes up. 
“Are you ok?” 


Deku turns his head and looks at him. His eyes are half open from the puffiness and exhaustion. 
The bruising. 


“Oh...you know...” Deku croaks with a terrible mutter. His voice is absolutely fucked. There is no 
way his vocal cords aren’t permanently damaged. 


“Fucking peachy.” 
“Deku...” Katsuki sighs. The fucking idiot and his fucking mouth- 
“You scared the shit out of me.” 


Deku shrugs slightly, wincing from the movement. “You and me both.” He pauses, blinking off to 
the side. His face changes to fit a memory. “I almost killed you, man.” 


Not this- Katsuki shakes his head. “Deku don’t-” 


“T know not to feel guilty,” he cuts him off. “I’m trying to do better with that. ’m justso glad that 
you were there. More importantly that you are still alive regardless.” 


Katsuki listens as Deku tries to sit up but fails. “If it weren’t you, I don’t know if anyone else 
could have pulled me out.” 


Katsuki frowns. ““That’s bullshit.” 


Deku shakes his head against his pillow. “I mean yeah, maybe, but you have been around me since 
childhood. Even if you spent most of those years bullying me, you know me better than anyone 
else.” Another pause for breath. “You knew what I needed to hear. Not what you needed to hear.” 


Deku turns his body slowly, clutching his stomach tight. He flops on his back so he can look up at 
the cracked ceiling. 


“T’m thankful for the person you have become, Katsuki. Like I said earlier, I wouldn’t change a 
thing.” 


Katsuki nearly flat lines at the name. 
“You-” 


Deku swallows. “After everything that has happened to us, Bakugou is too...formal at this point. 
Lord knows I’m not actually going to be consistent with Kacchan again.” He snorts, glancing at the 
blonde. “But I have a feeling I’m stuck with your ass for a long time.” 


Hell, he’s not wrong. He’s not letting this dipshit out of his sight ever again. 
But Katsuki still finds himself swallowing thickly. 

“Are you sure you’re ok with letting me back into your life like that?” 

To actually be considered...a friend once again? 


Deku rolls his eyes. “Katsuki, ve been sure since you were elbow fucking deep in my stomach. 
You’ve changed. And, well...” he shrugs again, regretting it instantly. “I have kind of missed 
having a friend I can chase dreams with.” 


He feels like his childhood self again. Excited about the future. 
The possibilities and challenges. 
Katsuki huffs a short laugh. “So you’re still doing it? You’re still gonna try?” 


Deku nods his head. “I’m not giving that man the satisfaction, nor am I letting myself get to his 
point. Even if it’s not possible for me anymore, I’m still going to try.” He turns his head fully to 
look at Katsuki. “I want to try and be a hero.” 


Katsuki fights the urge to smile ear to ear. 

“Well...” he himself pauses for a second. Thinking. “I can’t wait for the day, /zuku .” 
Izuku smiles at the comment and name change. There is no discomfort. There is no anger. 
For the first time since they were kids, this has felt...right. 


For the first time since they were kids, they are able to confidently consider each other an ally. A 
brother. 


A friend. 


“One more thing...” Izuku says quietly. “I think I tore a couple of stitches when I turned over, 


please call Yue I can feel my wound ripping open.” 
Katsuki slaps a hand over his forehead hard and fast. 


“What the FUCK-” 


“Was this the ending you have been craving, Nezu?” Naomasa leans against one of the building 
walls, watching as the heroes and fire department put out the rest of the fires and attempt to aid 
with the destruction. 


The crowd from earlier is still here, among many others. 


His squad team almost had to punch reporters in the face to get them to leave the scene. He was 
surprised Mirko didn’t yell at any of them. 


Nezu hums on the other end and Naomasa glances to the side, watching as one of his leading 
officers points to an incoming ambulance. His own wounds have ceased their pain and throbbing. 
He shakes his head, motioning to the crowd of people. 


There are others who get that priority. 
“So, the devil is finally dead, huh?” 


Naomasa sighs. This damn rat has been putting them through the wringer...almost more than 
Mortifer. 


“We hope so.” A pause. “But, even though he is deceased, he left an ugly mark on this country. A 
lot of people lost their lives, and a lot of people will never get the lives they had back.” 


He thinks about Toshi. 


The man got what came for him, truly, and now that symbol that everyone looked up to has turned 
into what this country had been fearing for a little over a year. 


What are they to do now? How will this even have a chance of going back to the way it was? 


“T wouldn’t worry about Toshinori, detective,” Nezu says in a calm tone. It merely makes 
Naomasa flinch against the wall. 


“He has much healing to receive, not just physically. And, well, he’s in the perfect place for it.” 


“Are you sure about that?” Naomasa questions, scratching the back of his neck. “The Oni already 
have a lot on their plate, now that they’ ve brought in the living experiments from the lab.” 


“I’m sure,” he responds, pausing to what Naomasa assumes- take a sip of tea. There is a clack- cup 
to plate. “There is no doubt he learned his mistake. Once he fully understands the severity- in his 
case, becoming what he hated-he tries to fix it. He won’t be causing any more problems.” 


Naomasa nods. He better... 
That child had been put through too much. 
He clears his throat, watching as Mirko and Endeavor talk to a few of the officers. 


“T do have a question for you though, Nezu.” 


“Ah, go ahead, detective.” 
“Why would someone like you care so much?” 
A pause from the other end this time. “J beg your pardon?” 


Naomasa switches his phone to the other ear, adjusting his stance. “Clearly, you knew everything 
that was going on- I won’t press on how or why you knew, I don’t think I want to know.” He takes 
a breath. “I will be honest, you are a being that I don’t want to dig into.” 


Death Arms walks across the sidewalk, pushing a crumbling car out of the way that had been 
leaning against the door of a building. 


“You could have stayed completely silent and on the sidelines, but, you didn’t. You are a smart 
animal, yet you pushed Toshi toward the kid while fulling knowing the clear consequences he 
would face if he didn’t think it through. To add, you never even pretended to be oblivious or 
shocked. Why would someone like you wish to play a part in this madness? You had no gain.” 


There is a chuckle, like the end of that sentence was amusing to the principal. 

“Oh detective, I think you’ve forgotten how often moments in life actually connect.” 
“What is that supposed to mean?” 

Nezu lets out a quiet breath. Naomasa gets a sick feeling that he is smiling on the other end. 
“Omnes nos invenimus tandem in inferno...” 

Naomasa feels the color drain from his face. 

“Wh...” 

“Don’t we, detective?” 

The call goes blank, and Naomasa is left standing against the wall in shock. 

“You good, detective?” Mirko calls from the road. 

Naomasa flinches, looking up at her. 

“Yeah, um...I’m good I just-” 

Mirko tilts her ears and raises a brow. 


“We have been blind a lot longer than we thought.” 


“This is....an interesting day, hm?” 
“Be for real right now, we only ever have interesting days.” 
fair.” 


Eijiro scratches at the bandage wrapped around his burns, looking to his class in the Oni’s training 
room. 


It’s the only room that’s big enough in this damn place to hold everyone. He sighs, watching as 


Yue wraps up Aizawa-sensei's shoulder. She’s exhausted. Even after being shooed out of the med 
room, she’s still going. If his teacher wasn't completely out of it, he would be in the same boat. It 
seems once everything calmed down, so did his adrenalin. His shoulder was fucked. 


He glances at another animal almost out of his view. 


All Might is sitting in the corner, away from everyone else. His head is turned away, and he’s 
breathing slowly. He’s been like that ever since he and Midoriya came down from that roof. 


Quiet. 


No one else knows besides who all saw. And it’s going to stay that way, even if Eijiro wants the 
bastard to pay for his mistakes with karma. 


“Have any of you guys heard from class-b?” Kaminari leans in, trying to keep his eyes off what is 
going on. 


“T made burners for Kendo and me before we got split up,” Yaoyorozu answers, pulling out the 
phone that was tucked within her belt. “Just in case things went south.” 


She flips it open and clicks a couple of buttons. “They made it to the east side of the city about a 
couple of hours ago. Everything is alright on their end, but they aren’t going to be leaving us alone 
after this.” 


“T don’t blame them, they didn’t even see the worst of it and it’s still a lot to process,” Sero adds. 


“We went through hell, yeah, but I just can’t imagine what Midoriya and Bakugou had to 
endure...” Uraraka says with red eyes. 


Ejjiro nearly snorts. “Yeah, you really can’t.” 


He watches Mineta roll his eyes. Eijiro clenches his fist, fighting the urge to walk up and punch 
him in the face. 


“On that topic...what was he like, Kirishima?’” Kaminari turns to him. “That villain? You were one 
of the only ones out of us to actually see him.” 


Eijiro finds Yue’s eyes again. She tenses slightly at the very mention of him, he can see it in the 
way she moves her hands. 


“He’s probably just like any other loser villain the heroes fight,” Mineta snarks. 


“Think of your worst nightmare. He’s worse.” A hand drops onto Eijiro’s shoulder and he jumps, 
turning his head around with an open mouth. 


It closes when he sees who it is standing behind him. 
“Nishi...” he mutters. 


She blinks, looking over to the class. “Yeah, your worst nightmare is bad, but him? You don’t even 
know he exists until he’s breathing down your neck and stabbing a needle into your veins.” 


Eijiro can feel her claws on his shoulder tighten a little. 


“You may never understand because you never got to experience it. But I want you to picture what 
it might be like to watch people kill themselves in their cells by ripping out their own throats 


because of that man’s itching presence.” A pause. “That man drained Midoriya’s humanity to a 
point where he lost himself, and nearly tore Bakugou’s leg clean off.” She spits, letting go of his 
shoulder. “And he smiled as it happened.” 


Mineta goes pale. And the rest of the class looks up in pure horror. 
“ That is what being around him is like. That’s what being around a true villain is like.” 


Nishi jerks her head toward the door, turning and walking toward it. Eijoro takes a breath in the 
awkward air, standing from his spot. “I'll... be back, guys,” he says, not even getting a wave 
goodbye. 


Well... 


Nishi exhales loudly after they exit the room, letting the door swing closed behind them. “Sorry 
for that, kid...” she rubs the back of her neck. Her hair is down for the first time since he’s met 
her, and it brushes right at her breast. 


Eijiro shrugs. “They needed to hear it, don’t apologize.” He watches as she walks over to the wall 
to lean against it. God, she looks exhausted. 


“Did you want to talk to me about something?” He asks, tilting his head slightly. 


She crosses her arms. “Yeah, I just wanted to check on you. Never got the chance after we escaped 
since we all had to haul ass. You witnessed some tough shit in that place, can’t be easy for a kid.” 


Eijiro frowns, walking over to the wall to lean against it right next to her. “I’m alright, really. It 
was a lot but to be honest, I only really saw the surface of it all.” 


Nishi nods, looking forward. 
“Are you ok?” He asks. “You are the one who went through...a lot.” 


A moment of time passes. She takes a breath and knocks her head back so it bumps against the 
wall. She shuts her eyes and shakes her head. “I can’t relax, no matter how much I try.” 


He can’t blame her. 

“Tt’ll take time,” Eijiro says softly. “You were in survival mode for a while.” 

She nods blankly. 

He bites the inside of his cheek. “What do you think you’ re going to do now?” 

Nishi shrugs. “Who knows? All that is certain is I want to keep an eye on that damn kid.” 


Eijiro snorts, nodding his head. “At this point, we all do.” He moves his arms, shoving them into 
his pockets. “Ever thought about teaching? As you said, we all need a lesson or two so we don’t 
shoot our faces off.” 


Nishi grins at that, shaking her head. “Even if I wanted to, I’m no hero. There is no way they 
wouldn’t make an exception for someone like me.” 


“You never know that,” Eijiro adds. He pushes himself off the wall, standing straight now. “And 
besides...” He turns to look at her. 


“You’re more of a hero than you think.” 


“You don’t have to smother me, Hiroto, I’m fine.” 


Dai frowns at Hiroto as he lightly places one of her blankets over her lower half, rubbing his hand 
on her thigh. He keeps her close to his own body. 


“Shut up and let me do this,” he snarks back, moving his hand up to her shoulder. He squeezes it 
before laying down next to her. “I never want to lose you like that again.” 


Dai turns so she can face him on her bed. Their noses are close to touching and she can smell his 
breath. 


“You won't.” 
“Are you sure you can promise that?” 


Dai sighs, moving one of her hands. She places it on the side of his face, stroking the sensitive 
scarring above his exposed jaws. 


“T can’t, but I can surely try.” 


She watches as he swallows thickly, looking at her with those big yellow eyes. Her face softens and 
she leans forward, kissing the tip of his nose. 


“T’m glad you stayed, Hiro...” she whispers, leaning back so she can look at him in the eyes again. 
“You had every reason not to.” 


Hiroto shakes his head. “I know it sounds insane, but I’m glad you tricked me that day.” 
Dai opens her mouth but he presses a finger on her lips. He smiles. 


“T may have had it easy, but it wasn’t a life worth living.” He pauses. “This situation may not be 
perfect, and it may not be clean, but I got the chance to meet one of the strongest and most 
beautiful women I’ve ever laid my eyes on.” He moves his hand and like her, he places his hand on 
the side of her face, stroking her cheek with his thumb. 


Dai can’t help but smile, chuckling and leaning closer to his touch. 


For a long time, Dai believed that people come into your life for a reason. For a purpose, good or 
bad. It’s the path of life, no matter how painful it may be. 


She met Hiroto because of Mortifer’s goal. People like him influenced her to create a group to help 
people instead of hurt like her ex-husband. 


Because of him, she met the kid. She met Yuma and Yue. And because of him, she may have a 
fighting chance at life once again. 


People indeed come into our lives for a reason. 
“He’s gone for real this time, baby...” he adds. “It’s time you finally started to live too.” 


Dai takes a second to soak in his words. To adjust her position so she presses herself closer, resting 
her head on his chest. 


She can feel his hand comb through her long, black hair. She can hear his heart. 
Close. 


Yeah...she supposes it is time. 


Toshinori doesn’t know where he is. 


The Oni blindfolded him and only him before taking him down to their base. He can’t exactly 
blame them, even if it’s irritating. 


If whatever this is that is happening to him gets reversed, they probably don’t want him on their 
asses. 


He had to stop himself from approaching his class. Oh..his class, how he was glad they were all 
alright. It didn’t feel good to get nervous stares from the children that once adored him. Even the 
ones who do know look at him with disgust. 


A hand touches his back and he flinches, turning his head around from his position on the ground. 
In the corner. 


It’s...that snake woman. 
And that lion. 
Toshinori swallows, pinning his ears back as they look down at him with unreadable expressions. 


The snake woman signs but...he doesn’t understand. Sign language was one of the languages he 
couldn’t seem to pick up. As he opens his mouth to speak the lion cuts him off. 


“We aren’t here to hurt you,” he says with perfect ease in a male voice. Toshi almost flinches again 
because of it. 


How- 


The lion notices his reaction, twitching his ears. “You can understand animal speech.” It walks 
next to him, plopping down onto the cold concrete. “You, the kid, and those who were forced to 
learn are the only ones who can.” 


It winces, looking down at one of its paws wrapped in bandages. 

Toshinori frowns, looking off to the side. He’s caused a lot of damage...huh? 
“T don’t want an apology.” 

He turns his head back. 


The snake woman walks to them and crouches, checking over Toshinori’s wounds with a careful 
eye. 


“I’m speaking for myself and many others when I say this, but all we want from you is to do better. 
Learn about what is outside of you for once. ” 


Toshinori takes a second to breathe. He swallows thickly again and then he thinks about what he 
wants to say. How he could say it...if he could. He has a deep feeling he can speak the same 


tongue, but the last thing he wants right now is to say something insulting on accident. 
He’s in hot enough water as it is. 
He nods instead, showing as much sincerity as he can with just this simple head movement. 


The lion twitches its ears and looks over at the snake. She’s signing something for it and it nods 
after a short moment. 


“She’s going to give you some medicine, and then we are going to leave you be.” 

Toshinori nods again, not knowing what else he can do at this moment. 

Oh. That’s a start... 

His ears lift and he opens his mouth as an idea comes after a moment of buffering. ‘‘...name?” 


The lion blinks at him with slight surprise that he asked. But, it shortly points its nose to the 
woman. 


“Her name is Yue. Mine is Syouma.” 
Toshinori closes his eyes and bows his head down. 
“It is niccce to meet you...Ssssyouma. 


He pauses, looking around the room of animals. Each individual. Each member of the Oni that is 
present here. 


Everyone. 


‘All of you.” 


“Shit,” Izuku curses, struggling to put one of Yuma’s hoodies on as he limps into the common 
room. He needs to eat something or he’s gonna pass out. 


He owns half her closet when he’s here, it makes it easy. To add, he /oves the smell of dog hair, 
ironically, so it’s just an added plus. 


Todoroki looks up from his phone on the couch. 
“You ok?” he asks softly, watching as Izuku holds the sweatshirt awkwardly around his neck. 


He frowns. “Yeah, I’m just still not fully healed so I can’t do shit yet,” he responds, walking into 
the kitchen. Bakugou made sure to tell him many times how shit his voice sounds. It’s going to 
take a while before everything isn’t strained. He was in that form for way too long. 


“Doesn’t help that I’m not fully used to these damn claws staying without my consent,” he adds 
quietly, rolling his eyes. 


Todoroki tilts his head, turning off his phone and putting it to the side. “Here...” he says, getting 
up and walking toward Izuku in the kitchen. 


Izuku turns around as Todoroki comes close, hesitantly holding his hands out. Izuku swallows, 
nodding. 


Todoroki grabs the ends of the sweatshirt and Izuku slips his arms in slowly. He keeps his eyes on 
Todoroki, watching as they slowly blink. Careful. Delicate. 


The shirt is pulled all the way down, covering the bandages wrapped around almost every inch of 
his body. 


Todoroki’s warm and cold fingertips brush against Izuku’s hair as he adjusts the strings. Slowly 
and hesitantly, Todoroki moves his warmer hand up and towards Izuku’s cheek. He brushes a curl 
out of the way, trailing his pointer finger down the scar on his eye. 


“Looks like we match...” he says, referring to the new change in his eye colors. The deepening of 
the scars. 


Izuku hums a chuckle, leaning into his touch. “It’s going to take some getting used to.” 


“Tt doesn’t matter...” he adds, moving his hand so every finger now cups his cheek. “You'll always 
be the same to me, Izuku.” 


Izuku snorts. “Since when were you so corny-” he’s cut off. 
Cut off by a pair of lips softly pressing against his own. Warm. 


Todoroki puts his other hand behind Izuku’s head, holding him closer as he presses his lips deeper. 
A breath. A second of silence. 


His heart explodes and trickles down into his stomach. 


Izuku shuts his eyes, leaning into the kiss. Todoroki is taller than him, leaving him to tilt his head 
up and to the side. 


He lifts his arm to move it and he winces, breaking from the kiss. 
Todoroki’s eyes widen and he looks down. “Are you-” 


But it’s Izuku’s turn to cut him off, pressing his own lips against Todoroki this time. Idiot, always 
worrying... 


He ignores the throb of his shoulder creeping as Todoroki exhales through his nose, grabbing the 
sides of Izuku’s face. 


He leans away, opening his eyes to look at Izuku. He smiles, taking his hands and gravitating them 
towards Izuku’s. He grasps one and places it on his heart. 


He puts his other hand on Izuku’s, feeling the thump in his chest. 

“Well...that was new.” 

Pause. 

“Still don’t regret this?” He asks quietly, grabbing the hand that’s on his chest. He squeezes. 


Todoroki hums, smiling at him with so much warmth. “ Never .” He strokes his cheek with so 
much care. It’s crazy to think a guy with so much stoic behavior could be so gentle. So vulnerable. 
“Do you?” 


Izuku shakes his head with a relaxed smile. He leans forward and plops his head on Todoroki’s 


chest. “You were one of the first people outside of the Oni to see me. You were never scared of 
me. You were always there for me even when I tried to push you away like an idiot.” 


Todoroki snorts, wrapping his arms around Izuku tight. 
“T regret a lot of things in my life, but letting you in it wasn’t one of them.” 


“..the same goes for me, you know?” Todoroki responds. “You scare the absolute shit out of me 
every day and I might get grey hairs by 20, but you helped me realize who I was and who I want to 
be. It’s crazy to think it all started with you telling me to shut the fuck up.” 


Izuku laughs against his chest. “You and Katsuki both...you’re gonna have to get used to all this. 
The grey hairs are a package.” 


“Oh, wonderful.” 


Izuku’s laugh fades to a smile and he wraps his own arms around Todoroki’s torso. He hisses from 
the pain, but he ignores it. It’s worth feeling the closeness. 


“T know that he’s gone now... J know....”” Todoroki adds quietly, pressing his chin onto Izuku’s 
head. “But...are you going to be ok?” 


Izuku blinks, feeling the fabric of Todoroki’s shirt on his lashes. Even if that man had found a way 
to crawl back up from the depths of hell, he would never let fear control him. Not again. 


He has too many people in his life to let it get to him. It took too long to realize that. 


“For once in my life...” he smiles, leaning closer to Todoroki’s chest. Listening to his calm, warm 
heart. “I think I am going to be ok.” 


Chapter End Notes 
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